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Bot  quint  tranger^  ist  iit]it  to  anaplltt  allste ! 

^tutv  t^  reUe  tjfte  berk,  UHHttf  btme  tj^  itdte: 
Imm  htnt  Ha  f ratoart  tn  malue  atilr  Siumi^ace, 
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lU  jkre  ie  taaitii,  lo  jftne  j^^  leCsf>  loit^ 

■ qvia  UsA  Hist  tvoun  antr  mote, 

tne  btjbtr  5fia|^ar&(  taltu(  to  si^i;  antr  note, 
€)an  but  offence  or  lalt  tj^me  HeU  to  iotfite; 
38ot  £br  to  ^i^lie  f(am  l^ene  tfo  iKmanDr  j^ote, 
^I^  tj^S  tj^re  ftnt  %  toottre  loaUr  MUf  t^are 

tjtote, 
SiiDr  iM  lit  rtuttume  to  fan^^fC  anti  fmdibnitt 
Cto,  iot  tb^xi  Htit^f  ^^w  thsip  j$uUi  Halt  (or  iptt  t 
i  Up  no  more  qnim  at  tie  rerlie  in  roang, 
CSrat  toiclit  mon  iftik,,  tliat  eannot  jbattr  jbu^  tounc* 

<ffalDtn  SontUi^ 


PREFACE. 
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HE  Editors  and  Publisher  of  the  Bdrp  tf  SttfftewAire 
now  present  their  little  volume  to  the  public  in  its  completed 
aisle.  In  whole,  ft  consists  of  two  hundred  and  seTenty-five 
Pieces;  serenty-four  of  n'hicb,  no  inconsiderable  proportion,  are 
onginal :  the  remainder  is  supplied  from  poetical  sources  of 
•pprored  worth  and  celebrity. 

Diere  are  many  features  of  this  miscellany^  in  regard  to 
whicfay  a  taste  too  nicely  fastidious,  not  to  use  a  harsher  tenn, 
may,  it  is  believed,  hare  ample  scope  and  verge  enough  to 
pick  oat  limits  withal.  But  they  who  read  for  the  pure  sake 
of  deriving  pleasure^  and  not  to  gratify  their  spleen,  or  display 
dicir  critical  acumen,  irill,  it  is  hoped,  be  more  indulgent  to- 
wards ita  imperfections,  and  more  aptly  disposed  to  recognise 
what  slender  claims  it  may  have  on  the  score  of  merit. 

Eveiy  work  which  issues  from  a  provincial  press,  has  to 
Urug^e  nnder  numberless  disadvantages,  peculiar  only  to  ita 
individual  case^  and  to  combat  with  many  prejudices  entirely 
of  a  local  origin.  In  general,  its  sale  is  drcumscribed^ta 
delects  more  rigorously  tasked — and  its  undoubted  excellencies 
too  often  looked  upon  with  an  evil  eye.  The  author,  the 
editor,  the  publisher,  or  the  printer,  is  our  next  door  neigh- 
boor,  and  why  he  should  think  himself  qualified  to  instruct, 
amuses  or  deli(^t  others  as  adequate  for  that  office,  if  not  more 
so  than  himself,  is  a  problem  which  ndther  our  vanity  nor 
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self-conceitedness  will  ever  permit  to  be  Mitisfactorily  solfed. 
Aware  of  these  drcumstanoesy  md  foreseeing  tiie  conse- 
quences which  they  involve  in  their  train*  the  Editon  of  this 
Publication  have  exerted  diemselves  not  a  little  to  coanteracf^ 
if  they  could  not  altogether  remove,  their  unfmvoandble  tend- 
encies. They  can  safely  state  that»  to  the  utmost  of  their  so&ty- 
abiHty,  and  the  limited  nature  of  their  means,  they  have  en* 
deavoured  to  render  it  sufficiently  valuable  in  respect  of  its 
matter  to  secure  it  from  contempt ;  and  sufficiently  reputable 
in  so  far  as  their  character  of  Editors  or  Publisher  was  impli- 
cated, to  shield  it  from  the  petulant  and  puerile  strictures 

^<  Oftfaennali  critic  with  his  delicate  peB.*' 

No  iqwlogy  they  have  deemed  is  necessary  for  agaki  tread* 
iog  a  path  which  has  right  often  been  trodden  before :  nor  for 
selecting,  in  a  variety  of  instances,  those  very  blossoms  of  genius 
and  poesy,  whicli  their  predecessors  in  tl^same  beaten  highway 
have  previously  culled,  lliey  conceive  that  a  good  song,  like 
a  good  story,  may  be  twice  told,  without  deterioration  in  any 
degree  from  its  interestingness  and  intrinsic  merit.  As  a  rose 
loses  nothing  of  its  bloom,  complexion,  and  fragrance^  though 
ei^yed  by  our  senses  every  da^ ;  in  like  numner,  they  can 
fancy  a  good  song  will  always  be  listened  to  with  satisfaction, 
however  often  heard,  and  yet  after  all,  not  *hate  one  jot  of  its 
worth  by  tlie  frequency  of  repetition.  But  independent  of  this, 
the  Harp  of  Renfrewshire,  they  are  proud  to  say,  has  higher 
claims  to  notice,  altogether  distinct  from  those  which  a  woric 
of  mere  selection  can  prefer  It  is  enwreathed  with  a  fresh 
garland  of  wild  flowers  lielongiog  exclusively  to  itsdf— which 
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grew  undsr  its  auspices— ^md  which,  bfut  for  it,  might  bare 
wilfacfed  sway,  uimodced,  uncalled  for,  and  unknown.  Thesa 
w31  coofer  on  it  some  portion  of  that  value  and  importance 
wfaidi  a  Tolume  wholly  consisdng  of  original  poetry  possesses 
is  the  eye  of  the  ]B&lipgrapher,  and  of  the  genuine  lover  of 
Song. 

In  jaadoe  to  tiiose  who  have  written  for  the  work,  and  to 
Midi  as  have  assisted  them  in  the  arrangement  of  materials 
and  other  ooRxpilatory  parts,  the  Editors  now  beg,  once  fur  all, 
to  acknowledge  diis  assistance  in  a  public  and  grateful  manner. 
With  pleasure  therefore,  ihey  mention  tha  names  of  Mr.  John 
Sim,  late  of  Paisley,  and  of  Mr.  Robert  Allan  of  Kilbarchan, 
as  persons  for  whose  numerous  favours  their  warmest  thanks 
and  lasting  gratitude  are  deservedly  due.-  To  those  beneficent 
bnt  unknown  friends,  who  have  aided  them  in  the  course  of 
their  editorship,  they  also  return  their  every  acknowledgement 
which  a  full  sense  of  their  unlooked-for  kindnesses  can  dic- 
tate. To  sudb  of  their  townsmen  as  from  motives  of  friend- 
liness, or  otherwise,  favoured  the  undertaking,  a  like  return  of 
thanks  is  due ;  and  the  same  is  now  made  in  downright  sin- 
cerity of  heart  All  these  gentlemen  will  find  their  names  in  the 
index  affixed  to  their  respective  compositions;  and  if  the  world 
appreciate  them  half  so  highly  as  we  do,  their  authors  will  never 
have  occasion  to  lament  its  insensibility,  or  languish  beneath  its 
neglecL 

One  other  name  will  they  notice  in  this  preface,  and  but 
one,  namely,  that  of  Mr.  R.  A,  Smith.  To  him  in  many  ways 
have  they  been  deeply  indebted  in  the  course  of  this  publication. 
Several  ezcellout  hints  and  much  miscellaneous  information 
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have  been  supplied  by  him.  And  that  gentleman's  dear  and 
well  defined  notions  of  what  are  the  true  constituent  and  e^ 
sential  parts  of  good  song  writing,  and  rythmical  mdody,  hav» 
often  been,  they  candidly  confess,  of  eminent  service  to  thenu 

No  classification  of  the  materials  has  been  attempted,  as  tliegr 
considered  this  would  haye  been  a  disadvantage  rather  than 
the  contrary.  A  short  .essay  on  the  poets  of  Renliewshire  is 
however  subjoined.  To  this  essay,  a  valuable  appendix,  am- 
taining  specimens  of  their  poetry,  in  a  regular  series  down^ 
ward,  with  some  other  interesting  matter,  is  now  added. 

The  Harp  of  Ref{frewshire  is  now  consigned  to  its  fate 
to  sink  or  swim — to  thrive  or  fail.    In  bidding  it  good  bye, 
they  comfort  themselves  by  repeating  the  old  Greek  <iig*M*fT^ 
thus  Englished : 

«  Heart,  take  thine  ease,  men  bard  to  plesae  thou  haply  maist  oflkn^ 
Though  some  i^ak  iUqfthee^  some  wUl  say  better ;  there's  an  end.** 


ESSAY 


OK 

THE  POETS  OF  RENFREWSHIRE. 


FluTft  nunc  civitas,  sed  gloria  iageni ;  vetcnailUe  Cunae  late  veitifU  manent ! 
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HE  Poets  of  Renfrewshire  have  nnthcr  been  few,  in  to- 
•pect  (tf  numbers,  nor  contemptible,  fii  r^^ard  to  merit.  A  llhotigh 
none  of  tliem  have  ever  risen  fieir  above  mediocrity,  yet  their 
performances  have  been  such,  as  to  entitle  their  names  to  an  ho» 
nounUe  place  amongst  the  minor  bards  of  Scotland,  and  to  pre. 
KTve  them  from  the  death  of  total  oblivion.     As  yet  nothing  like 
a  compendious  account,  not  even  so  mudi  as  a  bare  catalogue 
of  these  Makers  has  been  given,  albeit,  the  same  is  much  wanted 
to  fill  np  some  little  chasms  in  the  lustory  as  well  of  our  anci- 
ent, as  our  modem,  stock  of  national  biography  and  literature. 
This  essay,  hastily  thrown  together  though  it  be,  and  notwith'. 
standing  it  pretends  as  little  to  give  the  former,  as  it  does  to 
set  aside  completely  the  necessity  of  the  latter,  will,  in  soma 
measure,  supply  the  deficiency  complained  off  until  something 
more  perfect  and  abounding  in  minuter  detail  find  its  way  to 
the  public     Nor  will  such  a  work  be  long  desiderated  :  for  if 
we  may  trust  report,  a  gentleman  whom  we  know  to  be  tho- 
roughly qiialified  for  the  task,  has  it  at  present  in  contemplation, 
and  indeed,  is  considerably  advanced  in  its  progreak     The  full 
asurance  we  have  of  that  gentl^pian*8  literary  talents,  local 
knowledge  of  this  county,  its  history  and  antiquities— intimAta^ 
acquaintance  with  tHe  vernacular  poetry  of  Scotland,  and  other- 
qualifications  requisite  for  such  a  work,  had  almost  dissuaded 
us  from  andcipatiog  iu  any  degree  tile  track  of  enquiry  he  has 
chosen.     But  as  an  undertaking  of  this  nature  must  be  the 
result  of  Uipe  and  laboilous  research,  we  imagine  our  detoltery 
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remarics  and  scattered  hints  will  neither  auperoede  its  ttliHlgr 
nor  materially  interfere  with  the  range  of  its  speculations^  or 
the  classification  and  order  of  its  topics* 

With  regard  to  the  older  poets  of  thia  county,  h'ttle  can  be 
said,  for  the  best  of  all  possible  reasons,  because  littleis  known* 
It  is  likely  that  the  monastery  of  Paisley  had  its  metrical,  as 
well  as  it  is  known,  it  had  its  prose  chroniclers.  However,  iC 
there  were  any  sudi,  none  of  their  legends  are  now  extant^ 
unless  the  fragments  printed  in '  the  appendix,.  (No.  1)  sub* 
joined  to  this  essay,  be  considered  as  genuine..-'  Admitting  tfaae 
they  are  so,  whidi  we  ^^elieve  to  be  tlie  fact,  we  will  yet  be 
thrown  into  some  perplexity,  while  attempting  to  .ascertain  tvro 
points  of  yital  consequence,  viz.  The  name  or  names  of  the  aa* 
thor  or  authors,  and  the  precise  sera  in  which  he  or  they  flourish- 
ed. These  we  now  bequeath  as  two  good  maiTow4)ones  for 
the  antiquary,  to  try  the  soundness  of  his  teeth  and  the  good, 
natured  patience  of  his  temper  upon  withal. 

Prior  to  the  reformation  of  religion  we  cannot  carry  ouv 
enquiries  far;  and  even  after  that  event,  the  dubious  light  which 
history  affords,  Is  not  of  itself  sufficient,  without  conjecture,  to 
eke  out  the  meagre  and  scanty  materials  on  which  our  narrative 
must  of  necessity  be  raised.  In  the  absence  of  positive  proo^ 
we  must  therefore  be  contented  with  that  species  of  evidence 
which  the  nature  of  circumstances,  and  tlic  partial  and  indistinct 
glimmerings  of  legitimate  history  supply,  however  unsatisfactory, 
bypoUietical,  or  fruitful  of  controversy  it  may  chance  to  be. 
The  human  mind  is  so  constituted,  that  in  matters  wherewith 
it  is  interested,  a  plausible  supposition  will  be  gladly  embraced, 
and  all  tlie  weight  and  authority  of  a  sterling  truth,  conceded 
at  once,  rather  than  it  should  remain  longer  in  a  state  border* 
iog  on  absolute  ignorance,  or  be  tormented,  for  ever  with  vague 
incertitude — ceaseless  and  inconclusive  conjecture. 

Of  the  late  poets  this  Shire  has  produced,  enough  in  all  con- 
science has  been  written,  but  whether  much  tothe  purpose  or 
not^  is  a  question  easier  propounded  perhaps  than  conveniently 
answered* 

Those  of  what  maj  be  called  the  middle  period,  are  scarcely 
known  at  all,  except  by  name  and  the  inimitable  pieces  they 
have  bequeathed  to  a  forgetful  and  ungrateful  posterity.  This 
will  be  more  obvious  and  more  rcgrette^i  ^vhen  we  consider  that 
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to  them  we  owe  ffabbie  Sin^uon's  Elegy-^The  J^yihsum  Bri" 
did — Scho  rase  and  loot  me  in — Maggy  Lawder — Tweedside-^ 
There*s  nae  luck  about  the  kousey  &c  &c.  pieces  of  most  sur- 
passing ekcellence  in  tbeir  kind,  and  some  of  them  the  choicest 
songs  in  our  language. 

As  closely  as  possible  to  chronological  order,  we  no*-'  pro- 
ceed to  give  the  names,  and  what  little  we  know,  of  the  poets  of 
Renfrewshire. 

Sir  Hugh  Montgomerie  of  Eglinton  is  the  first  whom  we 
meet  with  in  this  enquiry.  He  was  lineally  descended  from 
the  Montgomeries  of  Eagleshame,  the  parent  stock  of  all  that 
name  in  Scotland,  and  is  therefore  justly  entitled  to  be  consi- 
dered a  native  of  the  county.  According  to  Crawford,  it  was 
in  the  person  of  Uiis  Sir  Hugh,  the  first  foundation  was  laid 
of  the  many  honours  his  posterity  have  since  enjoyed ;  for  in 
the  fourteenth  year  of  the  reign  of'  King  James  the  IV,  he 
was,  by  the  favour  of  that  monarch,  created  Earl  of  Eglinton, 
A  D.  1503.  In  the  continuation  of  Crawfurd's  History  by 
Kobertscm,  tl;«  date  of  his  creation  is  stated  to  be  in  1 507* 
None  of  his  poems  are  extant :  and  were  it  not  for  the  inciden* 
tal  mentioa  of  his  name  by  WilKam  Dunbar,  in  the  "  Lament 
J'jT  t/ie  Death  of  the  MakkariSf*  the  fact  of  his  being  a  poet 
would  never  have  been  known«  That  finest  of  all  our  Scotish 
Poets,  in  the  poem  alluded  to,  thus  catalogues  him  as  well  as 
many  more,  whose  works  have  met  with  the  same  fate. 

Tbegvde  Schir  Hew  of  £;Klintoun, 
EtriK.  Heriot,  and  Wiiitoun, 
He  hes  tane  out  of  this  countrie ; 
Tuaox  mortis  conturtiat  me. 

Of  twenty -three  poets  mentioned  by  Dunbar,  many  of  whom 
were  his  contemporaries,  in  this  poem,  the  works  of  no  less  a 
number  than  thirteen,  with  the  exception  of  one  or  two  frag- 
ments, have  entirely  perished. 

When  the  gude  Schir  Hew  departed  this  life,  the  Historian 
of  Renfrewshire  confesses  that  he  is  at  a  loss  to  say,  but  his 
continuator  (Robertson)  has  fixed  that  event  in  1545.  '*  His 
Lordship,*'  says  that  writer,  **afler  a  life  of  great  activity,  and 
having  been  in  many  a  rencontre,  died  quietly  in  bis  own  bed. 
i;}  June  1 545,  in  the  85th  year  of  his  age.*'     Hiis  in  sooth  is 
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at  good  old  flg^e,  and  will  place  hii  biflii  in  1 4G0.  We  imogiiie; 
however,  there  must  be  some  mistake  in  assigning  the  aboTe 
as  the  period  of  his  death;  he  must  have  demised  bkbre  Duu- 
bar,  who,  born  in  1 465,  is  suppoasd  to  have  died  in  1 S80,  And 
that  poet  surely  would  not  deplore  the  loss  of  one  itvbo  to  alt 
intents  and  purposes  was  stili  alive,  and  as  Ukdy  to  live  as 
himself,  and  peradventure  equally  long.  It  may  be  said  that 
since  the  time  of  Dunbar*s  death,  which  has  not  been  ctisoo- 
vered  with  any  degree  of  certainty  or  precision,  no  contradiction 
betwixt  the  age  of  the  Lament  and  Schir  Hew*s  decease  eati 
thence  arise.  But  even  allowing  that  Dunbar  may  hare  sur- 
vived beyond  1530  many  years,  nay  till  after  1545,  this  would 
make  him  80  years  of  age  at  lea«t,  before  the  Lument  was  com- 
posed ;  a  fine  time  of  life,  indeed,  to '  write,  when  bis  fingers, 
it  is  believed,  could  not  hold  a  pen  I  Dunbar's  circumstances, 
so  far  as  can  be  learned,  were  neva*  such  as  to  permit  faim 
employing  an  Adam  Scrivener  to  endyte  his  poems  Iflce  as 
the  venerable  Chauser  seems  to  have  done. 

The  next  writer  of  verses  that  occurs  is  Al?xandeir  Cun* 
niiigham,  Earl  of  Glencairn,  a  nobleman  better  known  for 
stoutly  espousing  tlie  cause  of  'religious  reformation,  under  the 
banners  of  that  determined  and  Apostolical  Champion  of  Pro- 
testantism, John  Knox.  To  that  famed  person  and  his  adhe- 
rents, the  house  of  Glencairn  was  an  ever  open  assylum ;  and  if 
we  may  credit  report,  it  was  tliere  for  the  first  time  in  Scotland, 
that  the  Sacraments  were  administered,  agreeably  to  tlie  rituals 
of  the  reformed  Church .  But  it  was  not  merely  to  the  influence 
of  his  wealth,  name,  rank,  and  arms,  this  nobleman  trusted, 
wlien  he  perilled  himself  and  his  fortunes  in  the  good  cause  of 
the  Covenant  and  Congregation.  With  his  pen  he  converted 
to  ridicule  and  held  up  to  contempt,  what  fell  without  the  chas- 
tisement and  reach  of  his  sword.  His  "  Epistil,  derectit  from 
*'  the  holy  Heremite  of  Allareit,  to  his  brethren  the  Greye 
"  Freers,**  is  caustic  and  severe.  Knox  has  preserved  it  in  his 
"  Historic  of  Uie  llefonnatioun  of  Religioun  within  the  Realm 
*'  of  Scotland,  conteining  the  manner  and  be  quhat  persons  the 
**  Lycht  of  Cbrystes  Evangell  has  bein  manifested  unto  this 
•*  Uealme,  after  that  horribill  and  universall  Defection  from 
*'  the  Treutli  whiche  has  come  by  the  means  of  that  llomane 
'*  Antychrist;"  and  Sibbald.has  reprinted  it  in  hb  Chronicle  of 
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Scotish  Poetry*     We  also  hwve  giyen  it  in  our  Appendix 
(No.  2,)  as  exhibiting  a  lively  picture  of  the  times,  and  con-  . 
veying  a  .right  idea  of  the  species  of  poetry  then  chiefly  in 
vogue.     At  the  present  moment  we  know  of  nothing  else 
which  he  wrote,  though  it  is  moie  than  probable  this  did  not 
close  his  poetical  attempts.     After  succeeding  so  well,  it  is 
▼ery  likely  that  he  would  go  on,  with  all  due  diligence,  in 
the  good  work  of  rippinv  up  the  vices,  and  tearing  off  tlie  cowls 
which  veiled  the  infirmities  of  an  indolent,  fat,  besotted,  and  ig- 
norant Clergy.    Lindsay  had  previously  paved  the  way  for  refor  • 
mation,  and  given  such  sharp  and  stunnmg  blows  to  priestcraft 
in  his  -day,  that  the  minds  of  men  were  imly  prepared  to  adopt 
whatever  was  presented  in  the  shape  of  pigity,  uprightness, 
and  good  sense.    It  required  but  the  rousing  eloquence  and  en- 
eigetic  fearlessniess  of  Knox  and  others  of  the  Calvinistic  school, 
to  give  ^em  nerve,  «id  urge  them  on  to  action  against,  and 
revolt  firom  every  monastic  institution,  that  formerly  held  them 
in  sutjection.     We  are  not,  however,  in  this  epocha  of  our  li- 
terary history,  to  look  for  any  thing  like  good  poets,  for  indeed 
there  were  none  such.     All  the  powers  and  faculties  of  the  soul 
seem  to  have  been  thoroughly  engaged  in  fathoiping  and  bot- 
toming religious  truths,  and  in  combating  with  errors  and  absur- 
dities prescription  Jiad  hallowed,  and  the  blind  acquiescence  of 
ages  invested  with  a  sacred  mystery  of  character.     Besides  it 
may  with  safety  be  remarked,  that  all  political  revolutions  are  at 
least  for  a  time  inimical  to  the  growth  and  culture  of  poetic 
genius.      But  especially  those  which  originate  from  differ- 
ence in  religious  sentiments,  and  the  clashing  of  opposite  creeds, 
are  moie  than  ordinarily  flestructive  of  all  its  finer  sensibilities 
amd  more  delicate  tints.     Poetry  is  not  suited  to  a  life  of  action, 
uproar  and  confusion,  where  the  passions  and  prejudices  of  men 
are  excited  to  their  highest  pitch,  and  war  against  each  other 
with  the  fellest  and  most  rooted  ranconr.     It  may  look  afar  off 
upon  such  commotions  and  strifes,  but  it  shrinks  to  participate 
in  die  active  workings  and  energies  of  their  elements.     Security, 
silence  and  undisturbed  retreats,  can  only  nourish  and  rear  it 
to  the  full  maturity  of  its  strength,  and  unfold  every  blossom  of 
its  loveliness :  consequently  it  is  a  harsft  and  unkindly  tasted 
fruit,  we  must  expect,  in  every  Scotish  Poet  of  the  period  to 
whidi  we  allude.    Little  sentiment^  and  nofeeliiig — much  ia- 
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Tective,  and  little  reason— >  pointed  sucaBm— -intidcnnt  relnik« 
in^,  and  satire  all  wormwood  and  gall.  The  coarser  it  wrould 
seem  a  coarse  and  filthy  gibe  could  be  given,  or  a  severe  rub 
inflicted,  so  much  the  more  was  it  to  be  valued  as  a  notable  trutibt 
or  deemed  eicellent  as  a  pithy  saying.  Hence  Ike  diviiie  na- 
ture of  poetry  becomes  transmuted  into  the  mean  tool  of  par^ 
interest,  or  degraded  to  the  more  contemptible  office  of  cater* 
ing  and  pimping  fur  a  few  selfish  and  low  mindyd  aoen  ;  inas- 
much as  it  enters  warmly  into  all  their  ocMic^nis,  adopts  th^ 
views,  defends  their  measures,  and  lauds  their  abominatioiis. 
But  to  return. — GU^caim  succeeded  to  his  fatiier  in  1547»  aind 
died  in  1576*  He  nved  iu  a  splendid,  tfaou^  troubled  aera  of 
our  national  history,  and  himself  was  np  inconsiderable  actor 
in  its  chequered*  scenes  and  shifting  accidents.  His  devotion 
seems  to  have  approached  to  fanaticism,  his  hatred  of  poperj, 
almost  to  sacrilege.  As  a  keen  and  imatiati*  destroyer  of  stone 
images  and  other  church  ornaments,  he  was  almost  unri¥alled 
in  his  day ;  and,  with  the  eiuseption  of  his  leader,  the  aforesaid 
John  Knox,  and  Edward  of  England,  the  monastic  architecture 
of  our  country  hath  no  good  reaiioii  to  curse  any  one  more 
than  hira.  Aided  by  iiis  own  domestics,  be  pillaged  and 
dismantled  the  beautiful  chapel  of  Haliruidhoas;  nor  i:an  it 
be  dissembled,  that  the  Abbey  of  Paisley,  which  lay  so  oppor- 
tunely to  his  hand,  also  &lt  the  full  weight  and  measure  of  its 
indignation,  and  smarted  severely  under  its  regenecmting^  or 
more  correctly  speaking,  its  destroying  power. 

Alexander  Montgomerie,  the  celebrated  author  of  The  Ckerrit 
mnd  the  Sloe,  a  poet  of  a  very  difiPerent  and  superior  cast^  Irom 
his  countrymen  already  noticed,  h  the  next  widi  whom  we 
meet  in  the  order  of  time.  Like  many  more  of  our  Makers,  tew 
particulars  that  may  be  depended  on  can  be  had  respecting  him. 
Neither  his  family  connections,  coiu'se  of  life,  nor  how  he  came 
by  the  title  of  Captain,  (tor  so  he  is  sometimes  called)  are  pre* 
cisely  known.  That  he  was  connected  with  the  house  of  Eglin- 
ton,  v^pesn  not  only  likely  from  his  name^  but  alao  frooi  his 
so  often  celebrating,  in  some  of  his  smaller  pieces.  Lady  Mar- 
garet Montgomery,  eldest  daughter  of  Hugh,  the  third  Earl 
of  EglinUm.  One||ther  circumstance  of  some  weight  in  ea- 
tablishing  this,  arises  from  the  intimacy  and  friendship  that 
subsisted  betweeu  him  and  Robert  l^smpUlj  fourth  loni  of  that 
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Bme^  another  poet  to  iHiom  we  can  lay  daiin,  it  must  be 
confessed,  on  more  unexceptionable  grounds.  Yet,  though  ia 
snpposiiig  Montgcmierie  to  be  a  cadet  of  the  Eglinton  family, 
is  an  opinion  unsupported  by  any  historical  document,  and  in- 
deed is  at  variance  with  some  trifling  conjectures,  hazarded  both 
by  Irving  and  l^ibald ;  nevertheless,  it  is  one  much  more  plau- 
sible than  some  others,  which  have  been  received  and  adopted 
regarding  bim,  of  a  fancifaller  nature*  This  however  is  a 
matter  of  Uttte  real  importance,  and  the  question  is  left  to  be 
discmsed  fay  those  who  have  leisure  and  opportunity  on  their 
hands  to  do  it  justice  in  all  its  parts  and  bearings. 

The  &me  of  MontgOmerie  for  the  most  part  rests  on  his  Cher^ 
lie  and  the  Slae,  a  fine  alkgorica^poem,  which  with  all  its  te- 
diousnes8»  oliscurities,  and  occasional  lameness,  has  been,  and  wjU 
ever  be  read  with  pleasure.  The  explication  of  the  allegory, 
foenidinihe  "Opus  poemtificum  devirtutum  et  vieiorum  pugna; 
sive  electio  status  in  adolescentia  "  of  the  celebrated  Thomas 
Dempster,  and  the  friend  and  admirer  of  Montgomerie,  Ls  the 
same  as  that  given  by  Dr.  Irving;  namely,  that  the  paths  of 
wtne^  tiicmgh  of  the  most'^^fficuh  access,  ought  to  be  strenu- 
ously preferred  to  those  of  vice,  however  smooth  and  inviting 
the  latter  may  appear.  Others  have  supposed' it  is  intended  to 
represent  the  perplexities  and  doubts  of  a  lover,  but  to  every 
person  who  reads  it,  the  explication  already  given  is  undoubt- 
edly the  true  one^ 

Notwithstanding  this  poem  has  been  long  and  deservedly 
esteemed,  yet  there  are  not  wanting  some,  who,  from  a  sitly  af- 
f.ctotion  of  singularity,  have  treated  it  in  a  very  cavalier- like 
manner.  The  pettish  critidsm  of  Mr.  Pinlcerton,  we  consider 
of  this  kind.  That  writtr  observes,  **  It  is  a  very  poor  produc- 
tion; and  yet  I  know  not  bow,  it  has  been  frequently  printed, 
while  far  superior  works  have  been  neglected.  The  stanza  is 
good  fot  a  song,  but  the  worst  in  the  wofld  for  a  long  poem. 
The  allegory  is  weA  and  wire  drawn ;  and  the  whole  piece  be- 
neath contempt.'*  Tliis  wholesale  way  of  pronouncing  con- 
demnation, is  neither  just  nor  rational,  either  in  regard  to 
peraoos  or  things.  As  applied  in  the  present  case,  it  happens 
to  ba  the  very  height  of  injustice,  nay  of  downright  absurdity. 
Fortunately  other  men  are  endowed  with  understandings  and 
tastes,  as  well  as  Mr.  Pinkcrton,  and  have  the  courage  to  judge 
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for  themselves  in  these  questions,  wtdioiitlmpUdtly  yWBng^  op 
their  opinions  to  every  crude  assertion  it  lists  him  to  make. 
There  be  some  critics  vastly  in  conceit  with  themselves,  who 
strain  and  strive  not  a  little  to  gain  disttnction  amongst  their 
common>place  brethren  of  mankind,  by  saying  what  they  are 
pleased  to  term  smart  things.  These  gentlemen  will  stretch  a 
llur  point  to  avoid  repeating  any  remark  that  has  been  uttered 
before,  however  true;  and  think  nothing  of  occasionally  saa*!- 
ficing  truth,  sincerity,  and  principle^  for  the  sake  of  appearing 
strikingly  original,  and  marvellously  foolish.  It  need  scarce- 
ly be  asked,  iiMr.  Pinkertou  sometimes  falls  under  this  desc»-tp- 
tion  of  writers.  Did  the  limits  of  these  pages  admit  of  detail,  it 
were  passing  easy  to  point  qi^  beauties  in  various  perts»  even 
of  the  poor  production  mentioned  above,  which  we  are  con- 
vinced would  please  even  the  veiry  fastidious  Mr.  Pinkerton ; 
but  we  have  neither  time  nor  leisure  at  present  to  buffet  every 
babbler  that  croaketh  dissonance  in  our  path. 

Montgomerie  was  the  favourite  court  poet  of  his  day :  the 
fame  he  earned  amongst  his  contemporaries  has  descended  to 
our  own  times;  for  of  all  the  other  poets  of  that  period,  there  is 
not  one  whose  works  have  been  so  frequently  reprinted,  admir- 
ed, and  imitated.  Maugre  all  that  Mr.  Pinkerton  can  say, 
this  is  a  pretty  strong  proof  that  they  are  not  mere  tins^  and 
prunello.  Many  of  his  amatory  effusions  and  sonnets  are  in 
truth  exceedingly  beautiful  and  tender,  affecting  and  el^^t. 
His  metres  are  frequently  referred  to,  by  our  Royal  Critic, 
James  VI.,  in  his  <«  RewUa  and  CatOelis  for  Scottit  Poesie,*' 
as  models  of  style,  and  by  him  we  are  told,  that  in  <<  love 
materes  all  kjrndis  of  cuttit  and  broken  verse  quhairof  newe 
formes  are  day  lie  inventit,  according  to  the  poetts  pleaaour,*'  are 
right  ^ttipg  and  meet.  This  cuttit  and  broken  verse  is  no  o* 
ther  than  that  in  which  *'  T/ie  Cherrie  and  the  Slae**  is  written. 

X^ike  William  Dunbar,  Montgomerie  polluted  his  fine  genius 
by  a  Flyting  with  a  brother  Maker.  Flyting,  a  species  of  com- 
position whiph  appears  to  have  been  a  source  of  nmch  pleasure 
to  many  of  our  elder  poets,  at  least  one  in  which  they  ofien  in- 
dulged, was  the  popular  name  fpr  a  poetical  invective.  £very 
base  calumny,  foul  reproach,  cutting  gibe,  or  filthy  imager  an 
unclean  mind  could  engender,  formed  the  body  and  soul  of 
these  scurrilous  pieces.  And  it  is  a. singular  fact,  that  perhaps 
no  tongue  on  earth  is  more  rich  and  expressive  than  the  Scotishf 
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in  flytiiig  terms.  Its  of^iousacas,  nerves  and  DMIintfM  with^ 
ol,  are  truly  •stonishing.  Skelton  and  Naahe  aiv  nmre  drivtl* 
ieis,  compared  with  Dunbar  and  Kennedie,  Montgoxaaria  and 
Polwa^  which  is  not  sorpri»Dg,  whea  we  know  that  they  hail* 
died  far  blunter  toois.    . 

Coatemporaneous  wkh  Mon^omeric^  was  his  friend  Robert 
Sempill,  a  more  Yoluminotts>  but  by  no  means  so  good  or  so 
po|Nflar  a  poet*  It  has  been  said,  elsewhere^  that  this  Boberl 
Sempiil  was  a  titled  |iersonage;  but  it  is  right  to  mention  in  this 
placet  that  Dr«  Irving  is  dedkiedly  hostile  to  such  an  opinion, 
and  tieats  the  whole  matter  as  a  mere  figment  of  an  idle  ima- 
gination. '*  One  of  the  most  penevering  and  unsuccessful  ver- 
sifiers of  this  period,  says  be,  was  Robert  Sempill,  whom  a  late 
writer  (Sibbald),  who  amfteeshimself  with  perpetual  conjectures^ 
ridiculously  supposes  to  have  been  a  Scottish  Peer.— The  eu)o» 
gtum  whidi  Dempster  has  bestowed  on  SempiU's  genius^  is 
highly  extravagant,  and  must  have  been  conceived  without  any 
previous  acquaintance  with  his  writings;  he  r^resents  him  as 
exhibiting  the  combined  excellencies  of  Fropertius,  TibuUu^ 
Ovid,  and  CalUmachus.  Some  pieces  of  this  poetaster  are  to 
be  found  in  the  Eveigreen;  and  Mr.  Dalzell  has  lately  jrepu- 
blished  others  f;fom  the  original  editions*  They  are  equally  inde- 
cent and  unpoeticaL'*  With  every  mark  of  deference  to  the 
opittiona  of  a  writer^  who  seldom  dogmatises  rashly,  and  who 
has  by  his  labours  done  so  much  for  the  memories  of  Scotland's 
poetry  we  at  the  same  time  are  compelled  to  dissent  as  widely 
from  him  in  this  point,  as  he  seems  to  do  from  Sibbald  and 
Dempstw* 

It  is  to  be  observed,  that  albeit  the  Doctor  omtradicts  Sibbald, 
he  does  not  disprove  his  position,, nor  even  attempt  to  shake  it 
by  any  investigation  whatever^  whic^  might  throw  more  light 
on  the  subject  matter  of  dispute.  Mere  assertions  are  to  be 
received  with  extreme  caution,  when  unaccompanied  with  their 
proofs.  As  for  our  simple  selves,  we  see  nothing  ridiculous 
at  all  in  Sibbald*s  supposition ;  but  on  the  contrary,  every  rea- 
son  to  make  us  believe  it  perfectly  correct.  According  to 
Douglas's  Peerage  and  Craw^rd's  History  of  Renfrewsnire, 
Robert  the  fourth,,  Lord  Seropijl,  succeeded  to  his  Grandfather 
in  1571,  and  died  at  an  advanced  age  in  1611.  Sempill  the 
poet  wrote  all  his  works^  between  the  years  1565  and  1578.t 
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Ibr  in  Binretl's  di«iy  occurs  the  foUowiog  notice:  <*  1568  Jan, 
18.  A  play  was  make  by  Robert  SempiU,  and  performed  before 
the  Lord  Regent,  and  divers  others  of  the  nobility;"  which 
play  Sibbald  imagines  in  all  likelihood  to  be  Philotos;  and  in 
Ames*  typography  of  Gfeat  Britain,  it  appears  that  <*  The  Sege 
of  the  Castelof  Edenburgh,**  was  <<  httprintit  be  Robert  I.e. 
preuick,  anno  1573."  By  Dempster,  the  death  of  Sempill  is  fix- 
ed in  1598,  but  this  discrepancy  is  over-rsled  by  the  fdct,*  that 
this  author  was  at  a  distance  from  bis  native  country  when  be 
wrote,  and  could  not  therefore  be  very  conyersant  with,  or  correct 
in  obituaries,  and  must  of  necessity  have  trusted  greatly  to  va^e 
and  uncertain  rumours,  re<rsrding  these  particulars  in  the  bii^ra- 
phies  of  the  celebrated  men  of  his  age.  ^  Here  then  we  have  two 
individuals  bearing  the  same  name,  aUd  living  at  the  same  pe- 
riod, llittt  these  two  are  one  person,  we  have  little  hesitation 
to  affirm ;  and  with  the  simple  affirmation  of  this  fact,  we  might 
rest  satisfied  inasmuch  as  the  Doctor  is  eonccmcdf  because 
one  opinion  is  quite  as  good  as  another,  when  both  .happen  to 
be  unsupported  by  any  evidence  in  their  favour,  and  none  of 
them  aru  unplausible  in  themselves.  It  is  admitted  at  once, 
that  there  is  no  direct  mention  made  in  any  writer  of  Sempill 
the  poet  being  Lord  Sempill,  or  that  that  nobleman  was  the  same 
person  with  tlie  said  poet :  and  the  reason  of  tliis  is  obvious, 
because  none  of  Seropill's  contenipotaries  were  his  biograpbcrs, 
and  the  incidental  notices,  gleaned  from  various  quarters  re- 
specting him,  relate  to  his  literary  character,  not  to  his  lineage 
and  family  connections.  Moreover,  it  never  liaib  been  tlie  cus- 
tom to  give  poets  any  titles,  save  those  which  serve  to  mark  tlieir 
peculiar  excellencies :  all  other  trappings  are  derogatory  to  the 
might  and  majesty  of  their  simple  sirname.  No  one,  even  in  our 
own  days,  when  speaking  in  general  terms  of  Byron  as  a  great 
poet,  thinks  of  saddling  his  discourse  with  the  epithet  Lord*  The 
sirname  is  enough  to  let  him  who  bears  it  be  known  without 
this  puny  prefixtnre  of  worldly  rank.  Now  if  it  should  so  hap* 
pen>  that  every  thing  respecting  the  birtli  of  this  gieai  man 
wore  lost,  and  all  the  Magazine  liistories  of  hitn  and  oilier  tra^h 
burned  to  a  scroll,  and  notiiing  save  fragments  of  his  poems 
were  extant,  and  a  few  remarks  of  some  critics  contemporary 
with  him  upon  his  genius  were  all  that  readied  to  distant  pos- 
ferity,  it  is  Tery  likely. that  a  long  headed  wiseacre  of  that  ge«> 
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Mntum,  would  split  his  lordship  into  t«^o  halves— one  whered^ 
to  be  Lord  Byron,  son  of  such  a  one — and  the  other,  Byron  a 
poet,  of  whose  birth  nothing  was  known. 

Such  a  one  might  write  a'very  plausible  sentence  or  two,  wim 
ter  this  fiishion.  *'  One  of  tbe  most  celebrated  poets  of  bis  day, 
was  Byron.  His  works  would  appear  to  h^e  been  numeroua 
and  Excellent,  but  (^  them  few  remnants  now  survive,  and  such 
as  I  have  seen,  are  so  mutilated  and  imperfect,  tliat  it  is  impo^ 
aUe  to  say  any  thing  definitive  upon  their  merits  or.  defects. 
It  has  becm  alleged  by  some,  but  without  any  foundation  in 
truth,  that  Byron  was  of  noble  extraction ;  and  others  havo 
gone  so  far  as  to  say,  he  really  was  tided,  than  which  nothing 
can  t>e  more  ridiculous.  True  there  'was  a  Lord  Byron  coeval 
with  him,  but  I  find  no  clue  whatever  in  the  history  of  these 
times,  that  can  lead  me  to  suppose  they  were  one  and  the  same 
person.  Had  they  been  so,  sudi  a  drcumstauce  would  never 
^lave  been  overlooked  by  tlie  historian.  I  tlierefore  hold  those 
vho  cling  to  diis  opini<Mi  as  fools.*'  And  who  would  dare  to 
beard  or  contradict  so  authoritative  %  wise  one? 

What  is  now  assumed  with  regard  to  Byron,  has  happened 
to  Sempiil.  Surely  tberq  is  nothing  ridiculous  in  supposing, 
that  a  Nobleman  might  write  poems  as  weii  as  a  Squire  of  low 
degree.  And  yet  it  is  with  the  ridiculousness  of  this  supposi- 
tioD  Jh.  Irving  is  at  odds.  He  may  know^  or  at  least  he 
ought  to  do,  that  with  a  my  few  exce^rtions,  none  save  Noble^ 
men,  Courtiers,  and  Clerical  dignitaries,  \*-  e  the  poets,  philo- 
sophers, historians,  arid  literary  factotums  of  that  age-  Bdu- 
caiion  then  was  not,  as  is  the  case  now,  diffused  through  every 
rank  and  condition  of  society,  but  coniined  exclusively  to  the 
liigher  classes  or  professional  orders.  *  Without  one  having  some 
reti  or  pretended  claim  to  genteel,  if  not  noble  birth,  it  is  ques- 
tioned, if  they  then  would  even  have  been  admitted  to  any  terras 
of  familiarity  with  the  great,  whatever  their  talents  were,  or  la- 
bours had  been.  Feudalism  tqi  be  sure  was  in  that  age  8bak«.n 
to  its  base,  but  its  ramparts  were  not  cast  to  the  ground^  and 
vfaere  it  appears  in  any  formidable  shape,  a  mortifjdngdfstanee 
u  always  maintained  between  the  magnates  of  die  land  and 
the  other  members  of  the  body  politic. 

Ahbou^  the  poetry  of  Sempiil  cannot  be  eulogised  to  Hie 
•tent  which  Dempster  has  done,  neither  can  it  be  ao  far  d«^ 
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predated  as  Irring  has  attempted  to  do.  He  wrote  in  the  spi- 
rit of  the  times ;  and  it  is  unfair  to  measure  bim  by  the  standard 
of  taste  established  now.  We  much  suspect,  that  the  Dr.  has 
but  sparingly  looked  into  them,  and  been  in  the  main  as  much 
at  fault  while  speaking  of  them,  as  he  supposes  Dempster  to 
have  been  on  a  lik^occasion.  This  far  we  can  safely  say,  namely, 
that  th^  wiU  bear  comparison  with  similar  productions  of  tiie 
«ame  period,  and  not  be  greatly  the  loser  by  the  experiment. 

The  poetic  vein  that  began  in  Lord  Sempill,  was  continued 
in  the  person  of  his  cousin-german,  Sir  James  Sempill  of  Bell- 
trees,  author  of  the  "Packman's  Pater  Noster**  and  by  him  trans- 
mitted to  Robert  Sempill,  the  author  of  the  celebrated  *' Epitaph 
on  Habbie  Simpson,**  Piper  of  Kilbarchan,  until  it  terminated 
in  the  person  of  Francis  Sempill  his  son,  author  of  these  popular 
songs:  "  Scho  rase  and  loot  me  in**-^**  Maggi/  Lauder*' — 
'<  The  blytksum  Bridal,  &c  &c.  and  of  a  poem,  entitled  **  The 
Banishment  of  Poverty ^*  &cL 

Any  thing  more  than  this  oitalogue  of  names  our  limits  for- 
bid us  to  give.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  that  the  manuscripts  of 
Francis  Sempill  are  irretrievably  lost  They  fell  into  hands 
which  knew  not  their  value,  and  it  is  to  be  feared  out  of  them 
they  will  never  be  recovered.  Respecting  the  S^knpills,  con- 
siderable information  will  be  found  in  two  small  periodical 
publications,  entitled  The  Paisley  Ratository  and  Annual  Recre^ 
ationSf  printed  in  1 812.  '  Bating  s(mie  inaccuracies  in  the  mat- 
ter, and  sundry  ir  t 'egancies  of  style,  the  information  contained 
in  them  will  be  useful  to  those  desirous  of  knowing  more  about 
this  distinguished  family,  more  especially  in  regard  to  Francis 
Sempill,  of  whom  several  anecdotes  are  related,  and  who  ap- 
pears to  have  been  rathei^of  a  harum  scarum  disposition. 

There  is  a  large  cumbrous  quarto,  ]^urporting  to  be  a 
reprint  of  Crawfurd's  history  of  RenA^wshire^  and  a  con- 
tinuation thereof  to  the  present  day,  into  which  we  have 
often  dipped  for  information*  in  the  course  of  writing  this 
essay^  expecting  to  find  some  notices  respecting  the  history  of 
the  literature  of  the  County,  as  well  *a3  of  its  pedigrees, 
parishes,  and  superficial  contents,  in  arable  or  unarable  ground* 
But  this  mass  of  dulness  gave  no  response,  all  therein  was  dark- 
ness, drouriness,  and  we  may  adc^  endless  bewilderment  One 
might  as  well  have  gone  to  the  meUcil  stone  o*  Clovckodrick 
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cftd  seardKd  for  dsamoiids,  as  Mmgbt  Car  a  liagle  liint  in  tlie 
big  book  alluded  to.  Speakkig  of  tbis  volume,  U  has  always 
9tf uek  OS  with  astouiidinaent  and  son'ow,  that  a  person  in  tbe  , 
coiuity,  a  native  of  it,  possessed  of  ipteUigence*  and  science,  and 
bterofttre,  could  not  be  found  to  execute  it  in  tlie  wi^  it  sliould 
bave  been  done.  A  knowledge  of  pedigrees,  land  surveying, 
or  manures,  is  not  all  that  is  neccsfiary  for  such  a  work. 

Tbis  digression,  jieradveuture,  is  iil-<inied  and  ungracious ! 
but  it  was  written  ailor  having  made  a  fruitless  search  for  some 
fiocount  of  Robert  Cnivfurd,  a  cadet  d  tlie  Audiiuaoaes 
faiiiily,  thinking  tlie  frigidity  of  tbe  genealogist  would  have 
tiiawcd  and  dissolved  itscif>  as* tbe  line  songs  of  "•  Tweedsidt** 
and  "  Jify  Dearie  an  ycdv:"  rung  in  his  earsp  But  we  w«re 
mistakeoy  and  must  content  oQrselvcsindth  what- the  laborious 
and  eccentric  llitsoa  has  already  communicated  of  tbis  lien* 
frewshire  I'oet. 

Speaking  of  Ilamsay*s  Tea  Table  Miscellany  he  observes  that* 
*'  among  tlie  contributors  to  tbis  collection  which,  except  the 
muMcal  publication  at  Aberdeen,  i^  supposed  to  be  tbo  first 
tluit  ever  appeared  of  Scotisli-  Songs,  was  a  gentleman  of  tlie 
name  of  Crawfurd  of  tlie  family  of  Aucbinames,  whom  the 
pastcvral  bdaHties  and  elegant  language  of  Tueedside,  and  (iie 
pathetic  tenderness  of  Afy  Dearie  an  ya  die,  will  ever  place 
in  tlir  first  rank  of  lytic  poets.**  This  is  a  great  deal  from  a 
critic  so  gruff  as  Mr.  Ritson. 

Of  Air.  Crawford's  life  no  particulars  are  known,  except 
that  he  was  in  tlie  army  and  unfortunately  drowned,  either  in 
going  to,  or  returning  from  France.  Tiie  Mary  of  his  song  of 
Twc^side,  is  supposed,  by  Walter  Scott,  to  have  been  Mary 
l^lias  Scott,  of  the  Harden  family,  oft-times,  on  account  of  her 
loveliness,  sty-led  The  F(pwer  o*  Yarrom^  Besides  those  songs 
dluded  to  above,  J)ai>itie  Vavie  and  Tiie  Jiush  ahnne  Tra- 
quoir^  may  also  be  mentioned  as  other  two  happy  efforts  of 
tltis  gentleman's  muse. 

Another  gentleman  whom  it  belioves  us  not  to  omit  in  tliia* 
^etch,  is  William  Walkinsltaw  of  tbat  ilk,  the  author  of 
Ji'Uljf  wQt  a  Iran  ton  V^ag*  Sue  an  especial  good  song  of  its. 
l.iiid.  Fartlier  than  mentioning  his  name  we  cannot  go,  as  no 
other  particulars  connected  with  him  have  ve  l)een  able  to  pro* 
caitf.     'J'be  tome  of  stolidity  which  we  have  had  occasion  te 
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make  honourable  jnentiim  of  before,  has  been  conialted  on  titis 
subject,  but  as  was  to  be  anticipated,  found  wanting. 

Again  we  enter  upon  debateable  ground.     Jean  Adam,  who 
was  bom  at  Cartsdyke,  probably  about  the  beginning  of  last 
century,  and  died  in  the  town^s  hospital  of  Glasgow,  on  the 
3d  April  1755,  disputes  along  with  William  Julius  Mickle, 
translator  of  Camoen*s  Lusiad,  the  honour  of  writing  the  song. 
There's  nae  Luck  aboiU  tfie  House*     Every  particular  in  the 
life  of  this  lady  of  any  consequence,  at  all,  and  the  whole  argu- 
ments for  and  against  her  claim  to  the  song  in  question,  are 
embodied  in  two  well' written  papers  of  the  Visitor*,  to  which 
we  beg  leave  to  refer.     Tliis  writer  concludes  by  giving  it  to 
Mickle,  and  pronouncing  Jean  Adam  incapable  of  such  a  per- 
formance.    His  reasons,  though  on  the  whole,  strMig  and 
plausible,  are  not  such  as  to  produce  entire  conviction.     What 
his  argument  mainly  rests  on  against  Jean  Adam,  is  the  tame 
and  prosaic  and  religious  description  of  her  other  poetical  mis- 
cellanies f ,  so  woefully  contrasted,  as  they  undoubtedly  are,  to  • 
the  natural  simplicity  and  beauty  of  this  song  ;•— her  never  hav- 
ingjattempted  to  write  anything  else  in  the  Scotish  language,— > 
and  the  age  of  tlie  sopg  itself,  which  according  to  Bums,  ^rst  be- 
gan to  be  hawked  through  the  streets  in  1771  or  1772,  which 
places  it  out  of  her  day,  or  making  it  ten  years  older,  would 
have  to  be  written  long  after  she  had  quitted  her  poetical  la- 
bours.    His  argument  for  Mickle,  hinges  on  that  writer's 
genius— his  having  given  a  copy  of  the  song  to  his  wife,  as  one 
of  his  own  productions — there  being  found  in  his  papers,  an 
imperfect  or  rude  sketch  of  it — its  age  as  given  above,  which 
would  fix  its  composition  in  his  twenty-iifth  or  twenty>eighth 
year,  and  having  written  otlier  songs  wherein  Scotish  words 
occur,  and  one  of  which  is  written  in  tjie  same  measure. 

We  may  remark,  that  it  is  oflen  found,  all  arguments  tend- 
ing lb  prove  this  or  that  song  to  have  belonged  to  a' particular 
author,  when  drawn  from  a  knowledge  of  what  he  hath  writ- 
ten, and  the  complexion  and  power  of  his  genius,  are  very  fre- 

«  The  Visitar,  or  Litecaiy  Miscellany,  Original  and  selected ;  printed  for 
John  IVumer,  Greenock,  1818.  lliis  little  periodieal  contains  ihore  good  stuff 
in  Its  pages,  than  is  geneiiBUy  to  be  found  in  ipublicatioi^  ot  a  siniilar  de- 
scription. 

f  Miscellany  Foenu*    By  Mn.  Jane  Adams  in  C'rawtucdidjke.     GUs-. 
gowl7Si(.ISmo., 
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qoently  altogedier  nugatoiy  and  inept.     Tlie  genera]  strain  of 
Mickle's  poetry  and  bent  of  his  genius  seem  to  be  as  directly 
<^»po9ed  to  the  nature  of  song,  as  what  Jean  Adam's,  from 
oaght  that  appears,  has  been.     All  inferences  therefore,  drawn 
from  this  source  on  either  side,  we  would  deem  unsound,  and 
oii|c;fat  to  be  dismissed.     For  it  frequently  happens,  that  an  in- 
different writer  in  other  respects,  has  by  changing  his  subject, 
and  in  a  happy  moment,  produced  something  that  shames,  by 
its  excellence,  all  that  he  hath  written   before  or  will   write 
again.     In  the  same  way,  an  author  cel^rated  for  some  great 
performance,  does  not  always  succeed  in  CTcry  effort  he  makes, 
if  that  oe  somewhat  out  of  the  track  he  has  been  accustomed  to 
tresd,  and  a  miscarriage  and  a  blot  oi|  his  genius  is  the  conse- 
quence.    It  may  be  added,  that  a  large  portion  of  Scotish 
Song  is  neither  the  work  of  professed  and  celebrated  poets,  nor 
gi'Dtlemen,  nor  scholars,  but  owes  its  being  to  obscure  rhym- 
^ei-s,  humble  individuals,  and  folks  who  have  lived  and  died 
liiidistinguisbed  by  literary  acquuements  or  general  talent;  and, 
etceptingin  onet)r  two  solitary  instances,  have  never  attempted 
to  versify  in  the  world.     Many  songs  are  floating  about  in  the 
mouths  of  people,  unknown  beyond  the  parish  in  which  they 
vere  composed,  and  many  which  have  gained  popularity  are 
^tbout  a  father,   bcc&use  they  may  have  acquired  it  wiUiout 
the  author's  knowledge ;  or  if  he  was  aware  of  that  circum- 
stance, prudence  or  modesty  may  have  withheld  him  from 
reding  the  honour  by  an  avowal ;  or  they  may  have  risen  into 
notice  long  after  their  author  had  ceased  to  be. 

Iliis  song,  therefore,  may  as  well  be  considered  the  produc- 
tion of  Mrs.  Adam  as  of  Mr.  Mickle.  It  may  have  been  com- 
posed in  her  youth ;  but  the  character  of  piety  she  bad  acquired 
amongst  her  patrons,  may  have  prevented  her  from  being 
guilty  of  so  much  incongruity  as  publishing  so  hearty  a  lilt 
amongst  the  meek-faced  children  of  her  devotional  muse.  It 
is  said  she  recited  it  in  her  life  time  as  her  own,  and  from  her 
recitation,  a  copy  might  have  found  its  way  to  the  streets. 
Midde,  a  man  of  tStste,  either  hearing  it  there,  or  procuring  an 
ifflperfiM:t  copy,  might  have 'set  to  the  correction  of  it.  And 
as  no  one  appeared  to  claim  it,  he,  on  the  score  of  those  very 
corrections  and  improvements,  may  have  been  induced  to  bring 
forward  his  own  title  of  ^elf-appropriation,  im<agixung  that  in 
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this  caM,  as  materiam  tupsrabat  ejms,  lie  was  fully  autliorit^d 
fiD  do  so.  If|  however,  Mr.  M*s.  emendations  were  nptbliiig 
x&ore  than  a  few  orthograpliica]  0Des»  or  occasionally  the  sub- 
stitution of  one  phrase  for  another,  few  will  he  incl  ined  to 
thinic  that  his  conduct  in  this  matter  was  either  honourable  or 
just.  He  had  obtained  enough  of  celebrity  by  other  peiToroa- 
ances.  without  requiring  to  be  indebted  to  the  song  of  a. poor 
and  unassuming  woman,  composed  in  tlie  joyous  simplicity 
find  fullness  of  her  heart,  for  any  porlion  of  or  addition  to 
that  fame  which  he  already  enjoyed  through  exertions  altogjptber 
his  own. 

The  great  evidence  of  the  song  belonging  to  Jean  A4ani, 
!h,  however,  derived  from  tl\e  song  itselt.  There  are  many 
little  indications  of  its  being  from  a  female  liand  -^uo  inpu  could 
think  in  the  same  way,  or  rattle  ever  so  volubly  the  contents 
of  the  wardrobe,  or  arrangements  in  the  kitdien,  for  the  gude- 
I nan's  home  coming  as  in  the  song.  But  the  strongest  of  all 
Arguments  in  Jean*s  favour,  is  the  local  allusion  contained  in 
tlie  song  itself,  which  we  imagine  vfiW  sufficiently  establish  htr 
claims  to  it,  nnd  at  the  same  time  prove  to  the  world,  that  our 
assertion  of  her  right  to  do  so,  is  neitlierfimciful  nor  unfounded' 

The  local  allusion  that  we  mean  occurs  in  these  lines  t 

« 
**  Reach  me  my  cloak,  1*11  to  ttie  quap 
And  see  bim  come  awiore. 

Now  we  submit  that  none  except  those  who  have  been  bred 
lip  in  a  seaport,  would  ever  have  tliought  of  particularizing  so 
minutely,  tlie  very  spot  to  which  it  ^ ill  be  necessary  to  go  for  the 
aflTectionate  purpose  of  seeing  the  gudcman  come  ashore.  Tlipse 
educated  in  landward  towns  would  have  had  no  specialities  what- 
ever^ but  discoursed  loosely  in  generalities,  andtalked  of  th  e  h6ach 
or  of  the  seaside,  without  condescending  on  any  one  particular 
place  of  it  where  the  gladsome  meeting  will  take  place.  But 
the  quay  to  those  living  in  maritime  towns,  is  in  fact  the  centre 
«)f  all  interest,  and  (pardon  the  pun)  is  in  good  verity  the 
master  key  to  many  of  their  most  pleasing  associations,  remem- 
brances, tender  affections,  regrets  or  joys.  Hence  it  becomes 
an  object  of  no  Tittle  moment  in  the  mind's  eye,  and  more  and 
more  assumes  the  character  of  a '  dominant  and  r.ll-per\ading 
jil8a*.H>ne  ready  to  rise  uppermost,  and  engross  attention  when 
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any  of  those  a^tadng  concerns  of  life  connected  with  the  hap- 
piness or  wretchedness  of  the  individual  are  about  to  bappe^ 
Caitsdyke,  or  Crawfurdsdyke,  the  place  where  Jean  Adam  was 
bom,  ^though  now  the  eastern  suburb  of  Greenock,  has  still 
its  little  quay  and  fleet  of  small  craft,  while  its  inhabitants  are 
to  this  day  more  or  less  seafaring  people.     This  one  little  cir- 
cumstance, trivial  as  it  may  appear  to  many,  is  nevertheless  in 
oar  opinion  quite  decisive  of  the*  question  at  issue,  and  will 
also  appear  so  to  every  one  who  can  ri^^htly  decipher  the  work- 
ing of  the  human  mind,  and  estimate  die  influence  which  habit, 
and  those  associations  which  grow  up  from  peculiarities  of  local 
situations,  and  modes  of  living,  exert  over  its  most  intimate 
ideas,  feelings,  and  opinions.     In  speaking  thus,  we  do  not 
am^ate  to  ourselves  more  discernment  than  what  seems  to  be 
the  portion  of  those  who  have  maintained  and  ably  defended 
a  contnuy  opinion ;  they  no  doubt  must  have  had  good  grounds 
to  walk  on  before  they  advanced  it ;  and  we  seek  them  not  to 
relinquish  it  until  they  discard  for  a  nioment  hearsay  stories,  of 
what  this  old  woman  said  io  t'other  old  woman  about  what  an- 
other old  one  told  to  nobody  knows  whom — and  throw  aside 
blocted  or  corrected  M.&S.-  at  least  for  a  time — and  calmly 
sit  down  to  an  investigation  and  comparison  of  the  intellectual 
complexions  of  the  two  claimants,  so  far  as  these  may  be  as- 
certained finom  their  respective  works,  or  guessed  from  their 
condition  in  life,  sex,  education,  habits,  and  local  circumstances. 
And  then  let  them  say  in  the  sincerity  of  their  hearts,  which 
of  die  two  is  the  likelier  to  be  the  author.     It  requires  no  pro- 
phetic powers  to  predict,  that  a  general  acquiescence  in  the 
decision  we  have  already  pronounced  must  eventually  follow. 

With  the  earlier  and  the  later  poets  of  this  County,  we  have 
now  done.  It  only  remains  with  us,  before  closing  this  essay, 
to  notice  those  of  our  own  day ;  fhey  are  not  many,  and  will 
not  detain  us  long.  It  might  be  more  methodical  to  mention 
them  in  their  chronological  order  as  hitherto;  but  in  so  abbre- 
viated and  imperfect  a  sketch  as  is  purposed  to  be  given,  this 
is  a  matter  of  indifference.  Those  who  agai^  take  up  the  sub- 
ject, and  treat  it  at  more  length  may,  and  it  is  proper  and  na- 
tural they  should  do  otherwise. 

Frmn  the  time  of  Jean  Adam,  to  tiiat  in  which  we  are  made 
firmiliar  with  the  names  of  Wilson  and  Tannahill,  Renfrewshire 
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WM  iritboatany  9(sng  witters.  It  is  true,  diere  were  some  song* 
written  by  inhabitants  of  Pabley,  which  are  either  forgotten, 
or  if  not  so,  are  but  seldom,  if  at  all  sung  by  those,  who  can 
•ay  any  thing  regarding  their  authors,  "^ere  is  one  we  have 
ourselves  heard  from  John  Wilson  late  bar-officer  of  the  She- 
rifi*  Court,  and  well  known  through  the  town,,  by  the  title  of  the 
Fhihsoj>her,  which  should  not  be  omitted.  The  subject  was 
quite  of  a  local  cast,  namely  the  prohibition  issued  by  the  ma- 
>  gistrates  against  the  away-taking  of  peat,  feal,  and  divot,  from 
the  town's  moss.  It  was  to  the  tune  of  tlie  battle  of  SOieriff. 
muir,  and  was,  withal,  a  thing  of  some  Imnxmn  But  perhaps 
it  was  much  indebted  to  our  philosopher,  for  the  animated  way 
in  which  he  was  wont  to  sing  it,  far  a  blyther  old  man  than  be 
was  not  to  be  found  in  three  counties.  He  died  at  the  advanced 
age  of  87,  in  April  1818,  and  with  him  was  buried  the  me* 
mory  of  many  a  good  anecdote,  and  merry  scrap  of  an  old  catch. 
According  to  him,  it  was  a  tape  weaver,  and  bodn  companion  of 
Ills  own,  who  composed  it.  There  is  another  song  written ,  tt%  we 
have  heard  by  one  John  Robertson,  in  1795,  which  still  luK^ps 
its  ground  amongst  the  musical  amateurs  oC  Flsisley.  It  is 
styled  the  Toom  meal  poek,  and  though  of  a  political  cast,  and 
homely  enough,  both  in  sentiment  and  eKpre8sion«  it  is  not  al* 
together  destitute  of  point,  and  may  be  worth  while  printing, 
were  directions  at  same  time  given  to  the  singer,  when,  and  how 
he  sliould  imitate  the  shaking  of  an  empty  liag. 

After  merely  mentioning  the  names  of  Ardiibald  F3rfe  and 
James  Scadlock,  as  versifiers  of  some  little  tnerit,  our  labours 
will  be  aptly  terminated  with  those  of  Wilson  and  Tanoabill. 
The  poems  of  Fyfe,  and  some  few  critical  essays,  were  pu- 
nished shortly  after  his  death,  in  1 SOG ;  tliose  of  Scadloek,  in 
4be  present  year.  As  hath  of  tliese  little  volumes  have  ^lort 
biographical  sketclxn  oi  their  respective  authors  prefixed,  to 
which  access  may  easily  be  had,  we  sliall  pass  them  over  with- 
out comment. 

We  ought  in  this  place  to  have  also  noticed  Ehenoier  Picken, 
a  native  of  Paisley,  whose  poems  were  published  at  Edinburgh, 
3  813,  in  two  small  8vo  volumes.  Of  tlic  author,  some  par- 
ticulars will  be  found  in  tlie  periodical  work  mentioned  below* , 

*  Tlie  Weavers*  Mugazino  and  I^iterary  Companion,  Vol.  II.  No.  Xl.p.l89.> 
pHistey,  publiklicd  mmI  iitummJ  1)y  J.  Neilion. 
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to  whlth  it  has  been  ont  of  Our  power  to  make  any  adcBtioii* 

His  poetical  attempts  are  on  the  whole  pretty  tolerable,  though 
not  such  as  will  ever  render  bis  name  anywise  popular,  or  the 
events  of  his  life  a  matter  of  curiosity  and  regard  to  th% 
Utenury  anecdote>monger. 

The  brilliant  era — the  golden  age  of  Renft«wsbire  song^ 
now  opens  upon  us  in  the  persons  of  Wilson  and  Tannahill. 
Both  have  contributed  not  a  little  to  onu  stock  of  native  lyric 
poetry;  and  while'  our  language  lasts,  and  music  hath  any 
cbarm,  their  names  will  be  remembered  with  entlmsiasm,  and 
transmitted  to  ages  more  remote  with  the  accmnulaCed  ap« 
plauses  of  time. 

Alexander  Wilson  was  bom  at  Paisley  on  the  6th  of  July 
1766 ;  he  landed  in  America  on  the  Hth  of  July  1794  ;  and 
died  at  Philadelphia,  on  the  23d  of  August  18 IS,  while  on  the 
very  eve  of  completing  one  of  the  most  splendid  undertakings 
tbat  hath  ever  been  projected,  perhaps,  by  a  single,  solitary* 
friendless,  pooi?  and  almost  destitute  individual.  The  severe 
fstigties,  both  mental  and  corporeal  which  he  underwent— tha 
uumy  disappointments  wluch  be  was  doomed  to  sufier-— the 
unceaishig  labour  and  unwearied  attention  he  had  to  bestow  in 
forwarding  this  great  work,  were  all  instrumental  in  impairing 
and  sapping  bis  constitution,  and  in  depressing,  though  they 
i-ould  never  subdue,  his  enci^^c,  inflexible,  and  persevering 
luind.  Nothing  could  deter  him  from  going  on  to  place  the 
at\K%  on  that  pyramid*  whose  basis  bad  been  so  deeply,  broadly* 
and  solidhr  executed  by  himself;  but  fate  arrested  his  adven- 
turous hand,  and  blasted  the  lofty  thought— he,  like  the  Egyp* 
tian  Monarch  perisfac'd  upon,  and  was  sepulebered  in,  the  im« 
incnse  and  glorious  fabric  himself  had  reared. 

Of  this  celebrated  character,  almost  every  incident  connected 
with  lu:»  history,  has  long  ere  now  been  laid  before  the  public 
with  scrupulous  minuteness.  To  the  last  volume  of  the  Orni« 
lltology  of  America  is  prefixed,  a  sketch  of  his  life,  by  hi9 
friend  Mr.  Ord  ^  and  the  edition  of  his  poems  published  at 
I'ai&ley  in  ISKi,  is  likewfse  prefaced  with  a  well  written, 
though  diffiise  life  of  the  author,  interspersed  with  critical 
strictures  on  some  of  the  pieces  there  inserted.  It  would  be 
uncandid  not  to  f>tatc,  tbat  we  hav^  also  seen  some  interesting 
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details  respecting  him  in  a  periodical  work»  to  which  we  have 
had  occasion  to  refer,  while  speaking  of  Ebenezer  Picken,  writ- 
ten as  we  under5stand,  by  one  who  was  on  the  closest  terms  of 
intimacy  with  him  before  his  departure  for  America,  and  which, 
60  far  as  we  know  to  tlie  contrary,  are  perfectly  consonant  to 
troth' 

The  education  which  Wilson  received,  though  not  profound, 
was  £ir  from  being  totally  imperfect,  or  scan^.     Though  not 
what  is  termed  either  liberal  or  classical,  it  was,  nevertlieless, 
each  as  enabled  him  to  widen  its  foundations,  and  improve  its 
superstructure  as  leisiure  served,  and  occasion  required.    More- 
over, few  towns  in  Scotland  can  boast  of  its  inferior  classes 
being  such  a  reading  population  as  could  bis  native  place ;   and 
notwithstanding,  they  generally  evaporate  their  fine  thought^ 
and  literary  acquisitions  at  the  comer  of  some  retired  street,  or 
drown  them  in  the  rattling  of  shuttles  within  the  precincts 
of  each  particular  erudite  shop,  still,  the  information  thus  cir« 
culated,  and  the  studious  and  literary  habits  thus  introduced,  are 
not  without  benefit  to  the  inquisitive  and  intelligent  minded 
youths  who  submit  to  listen,  and  suck  in  the  nurture  which 
ever  and  anon  is  yielded,  while  the  elder  Gossips  do  discourse 
on  the  high  matters  of  church  and  state,  of  science  and  litera- 
ture.   On  an  observant  mind,  no  useful  bint,  however  obscurely 
given,  and  no  thought,  if  good,  though  ever  so  rudely  and 
imperfectly  expressed,  are  altogetlier  lost      With  such  a  one, 
no  opportunity  of  improvement,  be  it  trifling  or  otherwise,  is 
let  slip,  without  being  turned  to  some  account  either  now  or 
afterwards.     Wilson  appears  to  have  been  a  man  of  this  stamp ; 
his  powers  of  observation  were'  naturally  strong,  and  practice 
gave  them  acuteness;    his  whole  intellect  was  vigorous  and 
active,  and  occasions  were  not  at  all  wanting,  sufficient  to  call 
forth  its  strength  and  to  assign  it  a  sphere  of  action,  which, 
though  confined,  was  yet  wide  enough  to  afford  scope  at  times 
far  livelier  sallies,  and  bolder  conceptions. 

Unhappily  for  our  bard  and  naturalist,  his  lot  in  life  was 
none  of  the  most  comfbrtahle  or  fortunate.  Poverty  haunted 
his  threshold,  and  his  own  desultory,  rambling,  and  unsettled 
habits  were  not  such,  as  could  prevent  the  frequent  intrusion 
!pf  that  most  unwelcome  of  all  guests.  He  was  restless  and 
discontented^  shifting  from  one  pursuit  to  another;  which  was 
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«s  soon  abandoned  for  a  third,  and  that  again  in  ifla  turn,  h^ 
came  as  tasteless  and  unprofitable  a*  any,  and  oonaequently  as 
soon  discarded.    At  one  time  we  find  him  a  weaver*  at  another 
time  a  pedlar,  a  third  time  qualifying  himself  to  be  a  school* 
master,  and  then  again  resuming  Uie  shuttle.     Pblitical  aenti- 
ments  likewise  had  their  share  in  adding  to  his  unhappinetai 
Enthusiastic  in  his  love  of  liberty,  at  a  time  when  ail  wer^ 
somewhat  fanatic  on  the  same  subject,  the  fervour  of  the  poet*a 
imagination  distorted  and  magnified  the  visible  shape  of  n»- 
tionai  events  beyond  their  true  and  just  proportions^  Ki^iofiT 
them  a  hue  they  did  not  possess,  and  conjuring  from  the  womb 
of  futurity,  phantoms  of  utter  nonentity,  clothed,  however,  in 
the  most  uncouth  and  frightful  habiliments,  with  which  fanqr 
and  excited  feeling  can  invest  their  ideal  offspring.     These 
wakins  vi^ons  are  the  sources  of  many  bitternesses  and  much, 
uneasijiess  to  those  in  whom  they  are  engendered,  and  by  whom 
they  are  fostered,  maugre  their  ultimate  pernicious  effects.     So 
,  were  they  no  doubt  to  Wilson.      But  we  cannot  think  it  wag 
owing  entirely  to  them,  that  he  first  formed  the  resolution  of 
quitting  his  country  for  ever,  and  seeking  an  asylum  in  a  fo- 
reign land.     Tlie.real  patriot,  if  he  imagines  the  freedom  of 
the  constitution  under  which  he  was  bor%  and  which  he  haa 
been  taught  from  his  infancy  to  idolize^  is  at  stakoi  will  not 
shrink  from  the  coming  storm,  but  abide  its  fury,  and  fall 
greotly  amidst  the  wreck  of  the  falling  state.     But  there  was  m 
deeper  wound  festering  in  his  heart  which  could  not  hb  healed. 
Kid  which  residence  near  the  place  where  it  was  inflicted,  only 
tended  to  inflame  worsen     When  a  juvenile  piece  of  satire,  die* 
tated  it  may  be  said,  from  no  malicious  motive,  was  extorted 
from  his  possession,  and  burned  at  the  public  market  place  of 
bis  own  town,  enough  is  known  of  a  poet*s  feeUngs,  to  keep 
us  from  wondering,  if  home  then  should  not  appear  comfort- 
lev,  a  country  cniel,  and  this  mark  of  degradation,  and  open 
coo^miely,  mortifying  and  insupportable,  harsh  and  severe  to 
the  Lkit  de;gree. 

j^evious  a  considerable  time  to  embarking  for  America,  he 
had  published  diverse  misoellaneous  poems  of  unequal  merit  to 
be  sure,  but  all  inheriting  some  marks  of  a  mind  removed  from 
the  whimpering  and  whiflling  manufacturers  of  rhymes,  whoM 
thit  time  flooded  the  printing  offices  in  all  parts  of  8cotlAiUU 
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Oil  these  poems  and  M>ine  more,  which  he  afterwards  composed 
on  the  olhcr  side  of  the  Atlantic,  do  his  claims  for  poetical  dis- 
tinction rest  And  securely  may  they  so  rest,  since  in  them  arc 
found  not  only  those  beautiful  descriptive  passages,  which  some- 
times garnish  the  pages  of  the  Ornithology,  but  likewise  those 
pieces  in  which  we  conceive  he  mostly  etcel^  i^mely,  Watty 
and  Meg-^£ppie  and  the  Dell-— Rab  and  Ringan— TIiq  Lau- 
rel dispiited,  &c  all  written  in  our  vernacular  tongue.  These 
must  ever  be  considered  the  corner  stones  of  his  merit  as  a  ma- 
Arer :  for  his  other  pieces  written  in  English,  without  any  ad- 
mixture of  Scotish  idiomatic  phrases  and  liuiiguage,  are  frequent- 
ly cumbrous,  taudry,  and  tautological  in  their  styles  burying  as 
it  were  in  emptiness  of  sound  or  glisteringness  of  verbiage,  the 
thought  to  be  expressed.  It  is  true  that  he  punished  ere  his 
taste  was  sufficiently  matured,  or  his  genius  ftilly  unfa|ded,  an 
error  which  he  often  regretted,  but  could  not  remedy.  For  the 
faulte  which  the  sharp  eyed  critic  may  discover  in  these  poem& 
of  juvenility,  limited  observation,  false  embellishment,  or  dc«* 
praved  taste,  no  excuse  is  proffered,  because  every  ingenious 
reader  will  be  readily  incliued  to  make  every  allowance  the  n:i. 
ture  of  tlie  case  may  rcijuire.  In  the  matter  of  song-writing, 
his  townsman  Tannahillhasan  evident  superiority,,  but  in  other 
respects,  is  confessedly  his  inferior.  Had  he  written  nothing 
but  Watty  and  Meg,  he  would  have  been  honourably  remem- 
bered. Witliout  exception  it  is  the  very  beat  thing  of  its  kind 
ever  written^  delineated  as  it  is,  with  sq  much  graphic  cfiect, 
and  coloured  witli  so  much  fidelity.  '  None  but  a  Scotsman  can 
truly  relish  it,  or  fully  appreciate  the  talent  it  displays.  He  will 
place  it  in  company  with  "At  Peblis  to  the  play,"  *'  Christis  Kirk 
on  the  Grene,*'  and  *'  Burns*  Jolly  Beggars,"  and  he  may  then 
challenge  any  nation  on  earth  to  cull  so  choice  a  garland  of 
dainty  and  humorous  devices  from  its  native  poetry.  The  tender 
passion  Wilson  seems  never  to  have  felt,  in  any  of  its  ))leasing 
or  distracting  degrees  of  intensity.  He  sings  of  love,  because  it 
was  a  fashionable  thing  witli  other  poets  to  do  so,  and  be  sung 
therefore  of  its  effects  with  coldness,  indiiicrence,  and  aukward- 
ness.  Had  he  been  madly  in  love,  he  would  have  been  a  power- 
ful and  overwhelming  poet^  That  passion  opens  the  sluices 
of  the  whole  affections  of  tlie  heart,  and  as  it  is  favoured  or 
counteracted  lu  its  groutli  and  ptogi-ess,  bu  do  they  glide  ou  iu 
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I  a  tranquil  and  continuous  stream  of  gentleness  aod  joy,  or  roU 
down  in  the  fury  and  turbulence  of  the  stornu  In  the  one 
case,  becoming  the  source  of  all  that  is  beautiful  and  pleasing  ; 
in  the  other,  of  all  that  is  terrific  and  sublime. 

Some  have  r^etc^  our  poet's  departure  from  Scotland  ^  and 
judging  of  what  he  might  have  latterly  performed  here,  by 
what  he  actually  accomplished  in  America,  lamented,  that  he 
should  thus  be  one  of  his  country's  lost  stars  in  the  hemisphere 
of  letters.  That  he  would  have  done  something  more  than 
what  he  did,  had  he  only  remained,  is  to  b^  sure  likely  enough; 
but  that  he  would  have  performed  as  much,  or  gained  'so  gveat 
a  reputation  as  he  did  cdsewhere^  is  an  opinion  by  no  means  of, 
equal  probability.  The  salvation  of  his  name,  its  glory  and 
very  being,  was  his  voyage  to  the  new  world.  And  though  tlie 
animosity  and  adverse . circumstances  that  drove  him  hence^ 
every  friend  to  injured  and  unprotected  genius  will  join  in  exe- 
crating, at  same  time-  ever^  lover  of  science  and  natural  history* 
will  have  cause  to  rejoice  at  the  happy  fruits  which  resulted 
from  otherwise  so  grieving  an  event.  At  hone  his  adventurous 
and  ambitious  spirit  had  no  scope  to  give  vent  to,  or  means  left 
it  of  satisfying  its  boundless  longings.  It  sickened  in  the  little 
drcle  that  narrowed  its  movements,  and,  like  a  chillipg  spell» 
froze  its  a^irations.  The  depth,  shades  and  illimitable  extent 
of  the  American  forest^  with  its  fairtenantry  of  winged  inmateaw 
were  wanting  for  its  width  of  range,  and  the  unfoldment  of 
sod  formation  of  its  peculiar  biases,  and  the  invigoration  of  Jts 
grasping  might  While  be  remained  with  us,  be  knew  not 
what  he  vras,  or  wherefore  he  was  born ;  when  he  first  set  his 
foot  in  America,  moneyless  and  unknown,  he  awakened  to  an 
adequate  sense  of  his  own  powers  and  resources,  and  intellectUF* 
al  dignity.  He  had  one  of  those  souls  which  but  rise  to  the 
full  measure  of  the  stature  assigned  them  by  nature,  owing  to 
the  multiforai  and  harassitig  circumstances  that  gi^her  round 
in  an  enfUess  and  perplexed  mase^  as  if  to  confound  and  anni- 
hilate. His  was  one  that  smiled  at  diiBculties,  gloried  in  the 
midst  of  insuperable  obstacles^  snd  triumphed  oyer  every  bar* 
lift  thst  opposed  its  march  or  thwarted  its  desires.  When  we 
look  to  bis  brilliant,  though  short  career,  and  tlunk  on  what  he 
su^ered,  and  what  he  finally  overcame,  to  compass  his  stupen* 
dous  wmicy  be.  could  neither  have  been  accused  of  egotism  nov 
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which  we  now  do  for  him,  Vent  vitU  vicL 

The  «iTiiigs,  waywardness^  and  misfortones  whidi  seem  to 
be  the  iiatural  birthright  and  sad  Inheritance  of  men  of  ge- 
Xiitis,  thou|^  in  themselves  to  be  reprobated  and  condemned^ 
yet  when  viewed  in  rdation  to  those  by  whom  they  were  com- 
nixtted,  or  on  whom  they  have  fallen  in  the  taU.  measure  of 
€heir  manifold  evils,  do  e^r  awaken  the  best  sympathies  of  the 
heart,  and  with  these,  a  corresponding  and  entire  forgiveness. 
XcC  us  have  ever  so  determined  a  predisposition  in  our  coldeir 
moments,  and  in  the  pride  of  our  moral  worth,  to  censure  such 
cUrelictions  from  the  paths  of  propriety  and  virtue,  it  is  many 
chances  to  one,  but  that  kindlier  and  better  feelings,  and  gen- 
tier  remembrances  will  rush  in  upon  us  unawares,  and  ere  the 
ungrateful  labour  is  half  begun,  quite  unnerve  the  sternness  at 
our  purpose.  This  is  peculiarly  the  case  iit'ith  us  at  present, 
while  aixmt  to  speak  of  Robert  Tannabill.  We  are  at  all 
times  inclined  to  look  with  a  fearful  shuddering  on  the  man 
who  closes  the  bodk  of  life  on  hhnself,  and  with  his  own  hand 
expunges  from  that  bbok  the  promises  it  gives  him  of  eternal 
happiness ;  in  a  philosophic  view  of  the  matter,  we  too  can  find 
room  to  despise  the  dastardliness  of  soul  which  impels  to  self 
destruction,  to  avoid  real  or  imaginary  evils,  rather  than  await 
their  on-coming,  and  then  manfully  bear  up  against  them  with 
fortitude  and  abiding  courage.  In  the  instance  before  us,  how- 
ever, these  sentiments  of  moral  or  reKgious  feeling  have  but 
slender  influence;  for  therecoilectron  of  the  poet*s  amiable 
character,  innocence  of  life,  unassuming  manners,  and  kindness 
of  a£(bctions,  rise  up  in  sudi  impressive  and  pleading  guise  be- 
fbre  us,  that  the  indignation  of  the  moralist,  or  the  severity  of 
the  critic,  are  alike  soothed,  modified,  and  rendered  out  of 
place. 

The  main  inddents  of  hfs  life,  few  and  unvaried  as  they  were, 
have  already  been  detailed  in  different  biographical  f^etches 
with  abundant  minuteness;  to  repeat  them,  therefore,  were 
unnecessary,  and  while  we  mention  the  date  of  his  birdi  on  Uie 
5d  of  June  1774,  and  that  of  his  death  on  17th  May  1810,  we 
])erhaps  do  all  that  is  requisite  in  the  way  of  registering  the 
e^ochas  of  an  uncventftil  and  even-tenored  existence.    Indeed, 
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villi «  retired  and  shrinking  character  as  he  cerUonly  ma,  U 
would  be  inoonaatent  to  expect  any  nuwellont  or  mofing  talcw 

His  heart  was  wedded  to  his  own  home,  town,  and  kindred. 
Beyond  that  narrow  sphere  of  hnmble  enjoyment  he  seldom 
irentnred*  But  even  in  regard  to  TannshiU,  since  his  songs 
have  given  him  a  name  in  tiie  lyric  poetry  of  his  coontiy,  it 
beeomes  a  matter  of  coriority  to  note  every  minute  feature  of 
his  nriad,  and  to  record  every  outbreaking  of  his  genius.  No 
pervm  we  know  c€,  was  more  capable  of  doing  tibis  well 
than  his  intimate  and  bosom  friend,  Mr.  R.  A.  Smith  of  Pais* 
ky.  Tint  gentleman  frequently  revised  Ihe  best  effbsions  oi 
the  poet,  and  suggested  emendations.  Besides  this,  he  gave  them 
a  music,  to  say  the  least  of  which,  were  they  deprived  of  it, 
would  be  M  it  were  wididrawtng  the  sunshine  fiom  a  landscape 
tiiat  was  gloriiled  in  it.  PossAsed  too  of  many  facts  relative 
to  his  compo»tions,  and  the  companion  of  the  poet*s  Satur* 
day  afternoon  rambles,  Mr.  Smith  certainly  was  qualified  to 
famish  the  world  with  more  interesting  ncrfices  respecting  him* 
«hmng  the  latter  years  of  his  life,  tlian  any  that  have  yet  appear* 
cdi  But  if  the  poet  was  modest,  so  was  the  musician  and 
tbe  poet's  IKend.  INiiidenoe  is  often  the  characteristic  of  tnie 
genius,  and  never  was  there  a  better  illustration  of  this  position 
than  at  present.  Nor  the  one  nor  the  otherhave  preferred  their 
Haims  on  public' attention,  with  even  diat  becoming  firmnesii 
and  consciousness  of  desert  which  are  to  l>e  commended.  In 
an  arrogant  aiid  presumptive  age  like  the  present,  a  little  char* 
latanship,  (however  despicable  in  all  cases  where  circumstances 
do  not  imperiously  require  it,)  u  absolutely  necessary.  Tlie  man 
who  has  assurance  enough  to  say.  I  am  possessed  of  genius, 
may  be  bdieved,  and  his  cl>ilm  thereto  acknowledged;  but 
he  who  waits  till  his  nnghbour  perceive  his  merits,  without 
bruiUng  them  himself,  or  having  a  convenient  friend  to  take  thst 
troahlv  oflf  bis  shoulders,  may  wait  a  while,  we  fedr,  ere  they 
aball  be  known  and  reoogniaed  as  such  by  the  popular  herd. 

We  have  seen  some  letters  of  the  gentleman  aJready  men-, 
tioned;  res)Meting  TahnahiH's  private  habits  and  literary  cpm-* 
poiitions.  Written  as  they  are  in  the  carelessness  and  conO-* 
deaceof  fKeiSdiBhip,  and  widiout  any  of  the  formality  of  author^ 
*^'P^  ^*«  yet  hnagine  some  extracts  Arom  them  will  be  of 
niffieient  novehy  to  vield  interest  and  af!brd  pleasure.  '  And 
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though  it  would  have  been  easy  for  us  to  huve  inearpouBs/cti 
and  interwoven  Mr.  Smith's  observsitions  in  our  own  sk^ch, 
it  gives  us  more  satisfaction,  and  will  do  bin)  and  <H>r  readers, 
vrc  believe^  more  justice,  to  present  tbem  in  their  ori'^inal  dresAr 
Of  that  gentleman  wc  nuist  beg  pardon  for  thus  freely  laying 
hold  on  what  accident  has  placed  in  our  power,  and  printiog^ 
without  permission,  what  be  wrote  u;ith  no  sudi  view. 

Our  e;(tracts  we  give  as  they  occur  to  our  baud. 

*^  My  first  intttxluction  to  Tannahill  was,  in  consequence 
of  bearing  his  song,  "  Blythe  was  thft  tirae>'*  sung  wbi]e  it  was 
yet  in  manu-script.  I  was  so  much  struck  with  the  beauty  and 
natural  simplicity  of  tlie. language,  that  I  found  meaas  shortly 
afterwards  of  bciog  introduced  to  its  author.  The  acquaiot- 
ancc  thus  formed  between  us,  gradually  ripened  into  a  warm- 
and  steady  friendships  that  was  never  interrupted  in  a  single 
iustance  till  his  lamented  death.  «  «  « 

**  It  was  only  from  his  compositions  that  a  stranger  cquld  form 
any  estimate  of  his  talents-— bis  a|)pearance  indicated  no  marks  o£ 
genius— his  manner  was  rather  distant^  and  it  was  but  in  com- 
pany with  a  few,  with  whom  he  was  very  intimate^  that  bis 
conversation  became  animated ;  iu  a  large  assembly,  bo  ap- 
peared to  great  disadvantage,  was  quite  uneasy  and  seldom. 
$poke,  except  to  tiie  person  neatest  hun<  if  he  happened  to  be 
an  acquaintance.  »  •  • 

*^  For  several  years  previous  to  his  death,  we  oomnoonly 
spent  the  Saturday  afternoons  together  by  a  walk  to  the  country; 
but  if  the  badness  of  the  weather  prevented  us  from  enjoying 
this  weekly  recreation,  the  afternoon  was  post  in  my  room, 
f  eading  and  reviewing  what  pieces  he  had  composed  through 
the  week)  or  if  I  bad  any  new  music  I  played  or  sung  it  over 
to  him.  *  •  •  V 

*'  He  was  particularly  averse  to  enter  the  company  of  people 
above  his  own  station  of  life^  as  an  instance  of  this,  I  shali 
relate  one  little  anecdote. 

Miss         ■  of     ■■■'-'  ■  tf    ■      was  particularly  fond 

of  the  $cotisli  melody,  <*  |jord  Balgownie's  favourite,'*  and  bad 
expressed  a  wish  to  se.e'  it  united  to  good  pix'try.  I  accordingly 
applied  to  iny  friend,  who  produced  his  song,  **  GUximy  win* 
ter*s  now  awa,''  in  a  few  days.  As  soon  as  1  had  arranged  tlie 
air,  with  symphonies  and  accompaniment  for  the  piano  iorte^ 
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I  waited  oix  .the  Udy,  who  was  much  delighted  wHb  th«  tetwe^ 
and  begged  of  mc  to  invite  the  author  to  take  a  walk  with  me 
to  the  house  at  any  leisure  time.  I  knew  that  it  would  he 
almost  impossible  to  prevail  on  Robert  to  allow  himself  to  be 
introduced  by  Jair  means,  so,  for  on  ce,  t  made  use  of  the  only 
alternative  in  my  power,  by  beguiling  him  thithei*  during  our 
first  Saturday's  ramble,  uader  the  pretence  of  being  oWiged  to 
call  with  some  music  1  bad  with  me  for.the  ladies.  This,  how- 
cver»  oouki  not  be  effected,  till  I  had  promised  not  to  make 
him  known,  in  case  any  of  the  family  came  to  the  door ;  btit 
how  great  was  his  astonishment  when  Miss    ■  '      came 

forward  to  famte  him  into  the  house  by  naauB :  I  shall  never 
forget  the  aukwardnesa  with  which  he  accompanied  us  to  the 
music  room.  He  sat  asitw«ra  ipihe  pctriied,  tUI  the  ma- 
gic of  the  naaio  and  the  great  affability  of  the  iadlea,  reconciled 
him  to  bis  situation.    In  a  short  time  Mr.        ■  .  came  in« 

was  mtrodttced  to  his  visiter  in  due  form,  and  with  that  good- 
ness of  heart  and  simplicity  of  manner,  ftur  wlrieh  be  it  a9 
deservedly  esteemed  by  all  who  have  the  pleasuie  of  knowing 
hioiy  chatted  with  his  guest  till  near  dinner  time^  when  Robert 
again  became  terribly  tiiieasy,  as  Mr.  '  insisted  on 

our  suying  to  dine  with  the  &mily.  Many  a  rueful  look  was 
cast  to  mc,  and  many  an  excuse  was  made  to  get-away,  but, 
alas !  there  was  no  escaping  with  a  good  grMre,  and  finding 
that  I  was  Kttic  inclined  to  understand  his  signals,  the  kind 
nqnest  was  at  length  reluctantly  complied  with. 

*  *  *      '  after  a  cheerful  glass  Of 

two,  the  icstraint  he  was  under  gradually  wore  away,  and  ha 
became  tolerably  oomnmnicativ&  I  believe  that  when  we  lef^ 
the  mansion,  the  poet  entertained  very  different  sentimenta 
from  those  with  which  be  had  entered  it  He  had  formed  an 
opinion  that  nothing,  save  distant  pride  and  cold  formality,  waa 
to  be  met  with  from  people  in  die  higher  walks  of  life,  but  on 
experiencing-  the  very  reserse  of  bis  imaginings,  he  was  quite 

dcH^ited.  and  when  Mr.  i  i    * 's  name  happened  to  be 

Bieetioned  in  his  hearing  afterwards,  it  generally  called  forth 
espressioBS  of  respect  and  admiration.  *'  Gloomy  win«er*» 
now  awa,"  became  a  irery  popular  song,  and  was  the  r^gnang 
£tvmirite  in  Edinburgh  fior  a  ooaaSderabie  tim^ 
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'*  It  has  been  noticed  by  a  very  able  critic,  that  *<  he  seldom 
tried  the  patlietic***  yet  some  fine  touches  of  nature  are  found 
in  his  works.  I  am  sadly  mistaken  if  the  following  lines  will 
not  excite  a  strong  seosation  of  pity,  in  every  bosom  capable 
of  feeling  their  force. 

'*  This  *kerdiief  he  gave  me,  a  true  lover's  token, 
'*  Dear,  dear  to  roe  was  the  gift  ftnr  his  sake ! 

*'  I  wear*t  near  my  h<art,^but  £is  poor  heart  is  farokeiv 
*\Hope  died  wi'  Jamie,  and  left  it  to  break. 


"  Cruel  remembrance,  ah  I  why  wilt  thou  wreck  me, 
**  Brooding  o*er  joys  that  for  ever  ate  flown! 

<<  Cruel  remembrance^  in  pity  forsake  mev 
<*  Flee  to  some  bosom  where  grief  is  unknown !' * 

''The  nnuic  published  with  this  song  was  originally  oomposed 
for  other  words,  but  Tannahill  took  a  ibncy  to  the  air,  and 
immediately  wrote  **  Impairing  Mary"  for  it,  which,  being 
the  better  song,  was  adopted.  The  opening  of  the  melody  is 
too  like  the  first  part  of  '•  The  flowers  of  the  forest,"  to  lay 
claim  to  great  originality,  but  after  it  was  composed,  I  never 
could  please  myself  wiUi  any  alteration  I  attempted  to  make, 

so  it  remains  as  it  was  first  sketched* 

•  «        •  .     *  m  • 

Perhaps  the  most  popular  of  all  his  songs  was  *'  Jeisie  the  flower 
o*  Dumblane."  Many  a  bonnie  lass,  whose  name  chanced  to  be 
the  same  with  that  in  the  song,  has  been  in  her  time  the  siipi> 
posititiotts  heroine  of  it,  and  got  the  blame  of  having  **  cuist  Hke 
glamor  o*er  kinh**  though  with  little  reason,  fdr  I  do  sincerely 
twlieve,  the  poet  had  no  particular  fair  one  in  his  eye  at  the 
time,  and  that  Jessie  was  quite  an  ianascinary  personage. 

'*  rhe  third  stansa  of  this  song  was  net  written  till  several 
Vionths  after  the  others  were  finished,  and,  in  my  opinion,  it 
would  have  been  more  to  the  author's  erecttt  had  such  an  ad« 
dition  never  been  made.  The  language,  I  think,  fUls  consi- 
derably below  that  of  the  two  first  verses.  Surely  the  IVoroe- 
thian  fire  must  have  been  burning  but  tounUyp  when  such  com- 
non  place  ideas  could  be  coolly  writto^  after  the  song  had  been 
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so  finely  wound  up  with  the  beautiful  apostrophe  to  the  MaTis, 
•*  Sin^  on,  thou  sweet  mavis,  thy  hymn  to  the  e*ening." 

*'  When  I  had  composed  the'  music,  Jessie  was  introduced  to 
the  world  with  this  clog  hanging  at  her  foot,  much  again* t  my 
Inclination  and  advice ;  however,  I  fee)  confident,  that  every 
aing(*r  of  taste  will  discard  it  as  a  useless  appendage. 

**  The  mu!»iG  to  **  Thou  bonnie  wood  of  Craigie  lee,**  was 
composed  by. "  Blythe  Jamie  Barr  frae  St.  Barchau^s  town.*' 
It  does  its  author  great  credit.  It  is  a  very  pleasing  and  natural 
melody,  and  has  become  most  deservedly  a  great  favourite  all 
ever  the  fFesi  KifUra  side,  I  think  this  little  ballad  possesses 
considerable  merit,  one  of  its  stanzas  strikes  me  as  being  par> 
ticuiarly  beautifiiL 

**  While  winter  blaws  in  sleety  f^owen, 

Frae  aff  the  norland  hills  sac  hie. 
He  lightly  skiffs  thy  bonny  bowers, 

As  laitb  to  harm  a  flower  in  thee. 


'<  The  little  Bacchanalian  Rant,  you  are  so  anxious  to 
know  the  history  of,  was  written  in  commemoration  of  a  very 
happy  evening  spent  by  the  poet,  with  four  of  his  husxcal 
Fucims  At  that  meeting  he  was  in  high  spirits,  and  his 
eooversatipn  became  more  than  usually  animated ;  many  songs 
were  sang,  and  we  had  some  glee  singings  but  neither  fiddle 
nor  fiide  made  its  appearance  in  company,  nor  were  any  of 
as  "  nic^  nid,  nodding, ***->we  were  **  unco  happy.**  and  had 
just  such  a  '*  drappie  in  our  e'e,'*  as  enabled  us  to  bid  defiance 
to  care  lor  the  time  being,  but  the  poet  thought  proper  to  em- 
bellish his  song  with  the  old  chorus.  '*  We*re  a*  nodding,"  and 
ntber  than  throw  aside  a  lucky  thought,  he  chose  to  depict  his 
tin  hardship,  "  as  blind  as  an  ewl,**  but  I  assure  you  this  was 
lot  the  case ;  his  hardship  bad  all  bis  faculties  **  sitting  lightly 
CKkluiD."— As  the  merry  rhymes  in  question  were  never  in- 
tended for  the  public  eye,  I  hope  you  will  not  give  a  copy  to 
any  penoa*. 

«  We  hove  vsntined  to  disagree  on  thU  point  with  Mr.  Smith,  Inasmuph 
ai  tlie  courteous  reader  will  find  tbe  BODS  idludsd  to.  nrintsd  at  lUU  length  is 
Ike  iiiiveodi3b*A«tor. 
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^<  Songs  possessia^  great  poetical  beauty,  do  not  iilwa^  be« 
oome  fkvourites  with  t£e  pul^c — '*  Keen  blaws  th'e  wi^id  c^er 
the  braes  of  Gleni^r,"  is  perhaps  Tannahill's  best  lyrical  efifu- 
sioo,  yet  it  does  not  appear  to  be  much  known,  at  least,  it'  is 
but  seldom  sung.--rXt  w^  written  fo;r  the  p!|d  Scptish  ]!i^elody, 
**  Bonnie  Dundee,"  but  Bums  h^^  occupied  i^e  s^mc  grou];id 
ttefore  himz'vv-Mr.  Rofis.of  Aberdeen,  coinpos^  a  very  pretty 
ur  for  it,  yet,  to  u$e  the  phrii^  qf  a  certain  favqurite  vocal 
performer,  it  did  not  Atf«^-The  laqgufige  and  imf^iy.  of  this 
song  appear  to  me  beautiful  fmd  n^turaL  There  is  aa  fdegaat 
fimplioity  in  the  co^plflt9 

'^  The  wild  flowers  of  summer  were  spread  a*  sae  bonnie^ 
*'  The  mavis  sang  sweet  frae  the  green  biiken  tree^'* 

And  the  dreary  appearance  of  the  scenery  ia  winftory  is  stHMiog- 
ly  pourtrayed  in  the  second  stanza, 

*'  Now  naething  is  heard  bnt  the  wind  whistling  dreaiy  ; 
''  And  naething  is  seen  but  the  wide-spreadmg  snaw : 

Again, 

^  The  trees  are  a'  bare,  and  the.  birds  mute  and  daww^ 
**  Tbey  diake  the  «auld  drift  frae  their  wings  as  ildbey  ^ae^ 

^  And  chirp  out  their  plaints,  seeming  wae  ibr  my  Johm^^ 
"  *  Tis  winter  wi*  than,  and  *tis  winter  wi*  me." 

The  birds  shaking  "  ^e  cauld  drift  fi;ae  their  wihgSy**  Is  am 
idea  not  unworthy  pf  Burn&( — 

*<  One  of  Tannahfll's  most  favoprite  walks,  was  by  theruliis 
of  Stanley  Castle,  or  over  the  Braes  ot  (jrleniffer.  There  he 
could  recline  on  the  brown  heather,  or  sit  on  the  side  of  a 
bracken-fringed  rock,  listen  to  tlie  bum  murmuring  through  the 
glen,  and  view  the  wild  and  varied  scene  around  hiin^vnUi  » 
«*  Poet's  eye,** 

*'  Whene'tfr  you^roam.by  $tanley*s  mouldering  valJsp 
**  Thlpk  of  Uie  lowly  bard,. who  swestly  sung 
"  Those  scenes  around  thee— his  unhappy  fate^ 
**  Wilichnia.thetribMteiOf  agefierous^fa**' 


*"  He  was  possessed  of  a  correct  ear,  aUd  bad  acquired  a# 
much  knowledge  of  music  as  taabied  bim  to  Icam  any  simple 
melody,  if  written  in  an  easy  key  for  tbe  German  Flute;  an 
old  one,  cracked  in  half  a  do^en  places,  and  bound  up  Inrith 
waxed  oord>  be  always  kept  beside  bis  loom,  and  latterly  he 
could  commit  any  air  to  pa])er  which  he  had  caught  by  ear — 
an  eartfae^n  ink  bottle  usually  bung  on  his  loom  post,  and  I 
believe  that  tbe  greater  number  of  his  songs  were  composed 
whilst  be  was  steadily  occupied  at  his  business.  Unfortunate-^ 
ly  bis  cclebri^  as  a  song  writer  led  many  an  idle  person, 
tlu-ougb  vanity  or  curiosity  to  see  bim,  which  Was  too  frequent* 
ly  effected  t^  sending  for  bim  to  an  Inn,  and  be  has  often  \a* 
mented  bitterly  to  me  in  private  his  want  of  fortitude  to  with- 
stand those  intrusions:  such  deviations  from  prudence,  always 
produced  the  most-agonising  reflections,  and  I  fear  was  one  of 
tlie  causes  which  accelerated  his  unhappy  fate ;  that  this  was 
the  case,  is  obvious  from  a  letter  whidb  he  wrote  about  tliis 
tioe  to  a  friend  in  Glasgow,  in  which  he  say8>  '*  That  scrib- 
bh'og  of  rhymes  halh  positively  half  rtiln'd  me.  It  has 
k'd  me  into  a  wide  circle  of  acquaintance)  of  course  into 
an  involuntary  habit  of  being  oftener  in  a  public  house  than 
cart  be.  good  for  any  body-^-altbough  I  go  there  as  seldom 
as  possible,  yet  how  often  have  I  sat  till  within  my  last 
sliilling^  and  aolike  some  of  our  friends  who  are  better 
circumstanced,  bad  to  return  to  my  loom  sick  and  fever* 
ish  This  often  makes  me  appear  sullen  in  company,  for  if  I 
indulge  to  tbe  eitcnl  we  have  both  seen  in  others,  I  am  in  '■■*■■ 
for  two  ct  three  days  afterwards."^ Other  circumstances  com- 
bined to  depress  bis  mind :  Several  of  his  printed  poems  had 
been  censured  pretty  severely ;  he  had  published  too  prematurely; 
of  this  be  was  fully  sensible,  and  to  retrieve  his  character  as  a 
poirt,  had  prepared  for  tbe  press  a  new  edition  much  corrected, 
in  whid]  all  his  songs  were  carefully  retouched,  and  many  of 
liis  former  pieces  expunged,  so  that  not  a  line  was  suffered  to 
remain  that  could  reasonably  give  offence.  How  to  get  it 
published  was  now  the  only  remaining  difficulty,  for  the  native 
independence  of  bis  spirit  could  not  brook  the  idea  of  publish- 
ing again  by  subscription.  About  this  time  I  had  been  com- 
aissioqed  by  a  respectable  Bookseller  In  Greenock  to  treat  with 
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him  for  the  oopyrigbt,  and  I  believe  hesent his  iiuuiiisarfpt8»  or\ 
at  least  a  copy  of  the  printed  ▼•lume,  with  his  correctioiiSy  to 
jyjr.  — —  for  inspectioiit  but  from  tardiness  of  reply  in  that , 
quarter,  he  sent  the  completed  manuscript  to  Edinburgh,  offer-  i 
jug  the  copyright  for  a  very  small  sum  to  Mr.  Constable*    Un* 
happily  that  gentleman  was  in  London  at  the  time,  and  ^F^hea 
written  to  on  the  subject,  answered  that  he  had  more  new 
works  on  hand  than  he  could  undertake  that  season ;  accord- 
ingly the  manuscript  was  returned.  ■ 

**This  disappointment  preyed  heavily  on  his  spirits,  and  C  ob- 
served a  change  of  disposition  gradually  wear  on  him  from  that 
time ;  ^  proneness  to  imagine  his  best  friends  were  diapoaed  to 
use  him  ill,  and  a  certain  jealous  fear  of  bis  el^ms  to  genius 
being  impugned  These  imaginary  grievances  ware  frequently 
confided  to  me,  and  I  found  it  impossible  to  convince  him  of 
his  error. 

**  Two  days  before  his  death,  he  shewed  me  several  poetical 
pieces  of  a  roost  strange  texture,  and  in  the  afWrnoon  of  the 
same  day,  he  called  on  me  again,  requesting  me  to  return  him 
a  song  that  had  been  left  for  my  perusaL  I  had  laid  it  {mat  in  a 
music  book,  and  was  unable  to  find  it  at  the  time.  It  «vas  bis 
last  production,  and  be  seemed  to  be  much  disappointed  when, 
after  a  long  seardi,  I  could  not  procure  it  for  him  *•  This  was 
the  last  time  I  saw  him.  The  anxiety  he  shewed  to  get  back  the 
manuscript,  appears  to  have  proceeded  from  a  determination  to 
destroy  every  scrap  of  his  poetry  that  he  could  possibly  collect 
Nothing  could  be  found  after  his  death,  but  what  pieces  be  had 
sent  to  different  correspondents,  which  Tren  collected,  and  the 
different  variations  submitted  to  the  editor  of  his  works  publish- 
ed by  Mr.  Crichton 

*<  These  few  particulars  are  all  I  can  recoUect'of  the,mffii  I  «> 
highly  esteemed,  and  I  fear  you  will  think  them  a  great  deal 
more  than  are  worth  relating." 

Wc  also  subjoin  the  following  postscript  tQ  one  of'  Mr.  S.*s 
letters. 

'*  You  may  expect  the  book  I  promised  you  a  sight  of  in  a  few 
days.  It  contains  the  first  verse  of  the  major  pert  of  hia  Songs. 
Those  of  which  the  other  verses  are  lost,  were  chiefiy  imita« 

•  This  piece !«  calletl  •*  Whv  unite  to  banish  Care/'  and  will  he  found  in 
the  Appendix— the  two  last  stanzau  «rc  for  the  fir^c  time  !u\i\M.'-^£dit(n\ 
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tions  of  old  Sootish  tOBf^  written  tikr  a  peniMl  of  Jofamon^t 
Musical  Museum,  and  I  am  inclined  to  tbink,  tbey  would  have 
added  but  little  to  the  author's  fame^  although  he  had  preserved 
Aem  f .  He  had  collected  their  respective  melodies,  and  I 
bad  promised  to  arrange'  them,  with  an  easy  accompaniment 
iar  the  piano  forte.  1  believe  that  Mr.  Blaikie,  of  this  towOt 
had  made  an  ofier  to  engrave  the  whole  for  publication,  but 
Ae  idea  of  publishing  in  this  form  was  soon  abandomN^  <« 
being  too  expensive." 

After  these  oopions  extracts  we  have  little  to  say.  It  is  our 
opinion,  however,  that  the  genius  oi  TannahiU  could  not,  as 
one  of  bis  bi<Mnrapfaers  would  insinuate,  be  equally  suited  to 
other  species  of  poetical  composition  besides  iujm  which  his 
inclination  at  first  led  him  to  prefer,  and  habit  at  length  had 
nodered  easy.  His  strength  ky  in  song- writing,  and  to  it, 
he,  for  the  most  part, Judiciously  confined  himself  .He  onoo 
attempted  dramatic  composition,  but  without  success.  The 
piece  to  which  we  refer,  was  published  in  the  first  edition  of 
bs  poeoDs,  but  omitted  wisely  in  every  subsequent  one.  In 
ballad- writing  he  also  failed.  His  Connel  and  Fbra  is  read- 
without  emotion,  and  never  thought  of  again  after  perusal* 
Ihis  piece  has  none  of  that  noble  simplicity  of  diction  and 
disreganl  of  meretricious  ornament  which  dfatiDgnish  tlio 
balUkd  from  every  other  kind  of  poetry,  an^  §itt  it  all  its 
peculiar  charm.  With  the  exception  of  one  oi^  two  stanzas, 
Connel  and  Flora  glisters  in  all  the  shcwy  and  unmeaning  gar- 
nttoM  nf  WMPdiness  And  AiUneds  of  sottndin^  epithet,  tliat  dis- 
gusted ua  ao  iimch  in  the  MM  niongery  lately  in  vogue,  but 
odw  tappi^-rodced  out  and  despised,  never,  it  is  hop^,  to  be 
agafarcttllivaicd  cv  i^feemed. 

Tba  Mtttaiait  WmA  is  a  boilnieliftle  poem  bonslder^d  as  such, 
but  ftf  Aom  being  any  thing  like  an  intifaieiofi  of  John  Bar- 
bour. AAer  Chatterton,  tbe^  have^sprouted  up  many  imi- 
taioia  af  llie  'language,  not  of  the  apttit  of  tiie  ancient  poets. 
That  *^  inaw^llous  boy,'*  with  ell  the  holes  the  antiquarian 
Dttjr  tiiok4n  Ilia  donMtt*  iff  sAl  ihfe  matchless  pfince  of  literary 
impiMni,  wbA  the  oiosest  imitetor,  ff  not  in  sentiment  and 
slyk^  at  IcistifrlftngUigte,  to  tVe  models  of  ^Ittmbering  ages. 
TiMiaini  bad- nfefther  leMure,  ^ueation,  norihcans,  to  qualify 

t  ttit  £b|gDHmt8ht;re  ipokeo  of  will  be^found  in  the  Appendix*— £4«ar. 
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{lim&cl^  for  the  perusal  of  Barbour  and  other  venerable  makeri^ 
much  less  to  imitate  their  productions  Yet,  though  he  has 
been  unsucccssfal,  we  cannot  help  loving  him  for  thus  shewing 
that  be  was  acouainted  with  the  name,  ^fnot  with  the  lang«iage 
of  oivi  of  the  oldest  of  our  epic  poets»  How  much  better 
would  it  have  been  with  him,  and  many  other  of  our  barda^  had 
they  been  acquainted  with  the  real  orthography  oT'their  mother 
tongue,  it  h  needless  to  mention.  'Kothtiig  is  a  mofe  palpable 
error  than  moulding  the  Sootish  language  into  English  forms 
of  spelling,  and  notking  can  be  more  absurd,  since  thereby  its 
true  pronunciation  is  inevitably  lost.  This  corrupt  mode  of 
writiDg  our  language  hath,  however,  got  such  a  hold  and  foot- 
ing in  tiie  fiteimture  of  the  day,  that  to  make  any  innovation 
now,  were  to  bring  dowp  the  ridicule  and  neglect  of  the  frivolous 
and  ignorant  multitude  on  the  head  of  him,  who^  hardihood 
led  hnn  to  enterprise  it.  But  it  b  needless  to  grumble  at 
things  for  which  there  is  no  remeid.  Scotland  may  part  with 
her  language,  peibaps  as  tamely  as  she  yielded  up  her  parlia* 
mcnt,  end  surrendered  others  of  her  dearest  rights.  We  must 
have  done,  however,  with  this  dangerous  topic^  and  remember 
the  advice  of  the  poet : 

Pericokme  plenum  opus  aleaft 
Thtttfs^  &  incendis  per  igneb 
Suppositos  dneri  doloso. 

Tlie  sensibility  of  Tannahill  appears  to  have  been  greater  than 
his  genius,  and  his  heart  more  susceptible  of  tender  than  deep 
feeling  On  the  wholes  we  believe  his  poetical  character  to 
have  been  over-rated,  and  that  sympathy  for  his  £ite  to  have  so 
associated  itsdf  in  our  minds  with  his  other  ezeelloDecS)  that 
while  we  endeavour  to  estimate  his  merits  as  a  poet^  our  fteU 
ings  have  more  to  say  in  the  matter  than  our  judgement*  Be 
tills  as  it  may,  his  name  will  long  be  remembered  with  no  ordi- 
nary degree  of  emotion,  and  it  will  be  a  long  day,  ere  anotber 
like  him  shall  in  these  western  parts  sweep  the  Soodsh  iyine  with 
so  delicate  and  so  artless  a  toudk  Assuredly*  the  proudeet  tri- 
bute ever  paid  to  bi^  genius^  was  the  visit  which  the  £ttrick 
Sheplierd  paid  to  him,  not  long  before  his  death.  There  was 
fiometliing  romantic  in  this  pilgrimage  of  the  JUIoixiitain  Bard* 
to  foci  and  to  see,  to  converse  a^id  to  enjoy  the  fellowship  of  one 
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whose  heart,  like  bis  own,  was  gifted  with  the  magic  Toice  of 
song,  lliey  spent  only  one  night  in  each  others  company  f  • 
Tannahill,  Mr.  Hogg  informed  us,  convoyed  him  half  way  to 
Glasgow  on  the  following  morning,  where  they  parted-  It 
was  a  melancholy  adieu  Tannahill  gave  him.  He  grasped  his 
band,  tears  gathering  in  his  eyes  the  while,  and  said,  **  Farc- 
wdl,  we  shall  never  meet  again — farewell,  I  shall  never  see 
you  more.*'  These  prophetic  words  were,  alas !  too  soon  ve* 
rilied  hy  the  event  of  his  death,  which  happened  but  a  short 
time  after  this  deeply  affecting  and  tender  parting. 

Paisley  has  now  given  birth  to  two  men  of  distinguished 
eminence,  and  both  poets.  They  were  her  own  children, 
and  she  acted  the  etep-dame  to  them  boih.  One  lived  to 
shame  her  ingratitude,  by  raising  a  splendid  trophy  of  hia 
genius  in  a  foreign  land ;  the  other  withered  in  the  shade  and 
honnors  of  her  neglect.  Yes,  we  scruple  not  to  avow  it,  that 
one  main  cause  of  TannahiU*s  premature  fate,  was  the  chilling 
aspect  of  his  own  town.  He  had  vanity  like  every  man  of  ge» 
nhis — a  thirst  for  fame,  as  every  noble  spirit  ought  to  have ; 
but  Ae  first  was  iportified,  and  the  hist  was  disappointed  and 
ungnttified.  True,  he  heard  his  songs  diaunted  with  delight, 
and  his  prakes  whiskered  in  diitant  parts,  but  then  not  even 


f  Onr  itaBDch  and  excellent  friend,  Mr.  A.  B  .  n,  whoie  stnlfiUe  eccen  • 
tridtks  and  tdenti  have  endcured  Mm  toovcry  <«rcl»,  wai  themnn,  we  bci. 
beve,  of  intradoainff  the  two  poeCi  to  etch  other.  The  lover  of  reliques  will 
la  the  woilcihap  oTMr.  B.  find  msny  things  worthy  of  hit  attention.  Our 
ufewiU  not  contain  a  full  inventory  of  theno,  bat  we  shall  mention  a  few 
IbrtfaeediAealiooefthreiuloua.  i^primts,  ti»e  fionmlela  beadoC  the  stone 
cficy  wlikii  covered  the  remains  of  that  subtle  Mafilcian,  fiunous  Wlxard. 
aMlleBnied. Clerk,  Miehaiel  8«itt— brotis^  fhnn  Mehnn  Abbey->//«t».  A 
pknk  of  oneof  the  Spanish  Armada.  JMn.  Sundry  beautiftil  chiniinnof 
goeen  Mary^  Tew^-^Il^m.  A  rafter  of  AlUmqif*  mid  ktmntit  Ktrk^Hem. 
A  waMi«  tfaffof  the  Btoom  qfike  Cmien  JDiMBies^  convertible  likewise 
ialaanfcct  oaalaiBl  whistle,  when  it  listetfa  one  to  pipe  melodiously  in 
joonnrtng  tbroagh  the  elasric  ^iles  of  the  aoathem  ahtoes  as  a  pUirhn, 
tovmli  the  noble  nilns  of  MefarossancI  Drybanh/-«I>o.  of  the  Aua  odimr 
JVwfiwifr  Ho  of  the  TtyiMv  '>ve  on  the  llorders,  Ac  Itc,  Besides  a 
stopendoua  haipsiootd,  an  antiqjue  virginal,  with  fiddles,  flutes,  and  vioimu 
cenas,  great  and  small,  lnnumerBble»  and  a  host  of  quaiahs  made  of  the 
Totwoad  asid  EHasaUe  Oak,  with  as  many  cToaslets  and  snuflT  boxes  of 
the  Yew  Tne  above  noticed.  The  ConnoMeor  of  Mnttaw  wiU  ,aIso  be 
ddUMed  with  some  fine  spirited  sketches  in  black  chalk,  tnat  adorn  the 
wslK  someef  which  we  understand  are  designed  and  executed  by  a  very 
FooMog  young  artist  oftlilktown.  whose  truly  original  conceptions  have 
sOm  cxdted  our  admiration.  We  were  particularly  pleased  with  "  the 
twt  Ik^B**  ftom  Bums.  The  attitude  of  ^thc  O^tleman  and  Scholar**  Is 
splly  chosen  and  admindAyjdeUneated. 


hinted  at,  in  the  place  of  his  birth.    Where  was  th0  ooimte* 
nance  the  higher  ranks  should  have  conferred  on  him?— Wb* 
the  support  tfie  wealthy  could  have  given  him  to  prosecute 
studies,  and  improve  in  his  darling  avocation?    Merit ip 
lower  paths  of  life,  was  akin  to  a  miracle  in  the  eyes  pf 
richer  class  of  his  native  community,  and  miracles  having 
with  the  apostles,  they  were  not  now  to  be  believed. 

We  have  done  with  our  sketch.  Sensible  as  we  we^  tfnit 
this  essay  is  very  defective  in  many  respects— 4hat  it  is  oliea 
abridged,  where  it  should  have  been  full  apd  p9rticulaf»  and 
diffuse,  where  it  should  have  been  concise  and  general;  never- 
theless despite  these  ^ults,  it  wiU  serve  its  end  of  being  a  klndi 
of  rude  chart,  by  which  some  abler  hand  may  direct  hiscpurs^, 
while  prosecutiiig  under  happier  auspices,  the  same  sulyects  of 
which  we  have  treated.  The  mistakes  or  omissions  which  Umb 
attentive  reader  may  discover,  as  they  were  either  involuntaiy 
on  our  part,  or  originated  from  lack  of  better  infQrmationit  it  m 
lioped  will  be  forgiven,  or  at  least  charitably  construed,  Wiuit 
has  been  written,  was  from  the  worthy  moUye  of  giving  to  onv 
countrymen  a  bead  roll  of  names  belongii^  to  this  districts  tlwit 
deserve  not  to  perish,  without  paying  some  tribute  to  theiv 
mory,  however  inadequate  such  may  be  to  their  deserts,  oi 
sufficient  to  secure  them  from  the  obUviousaei^  iihi^^ 
throws  over  the  most  illustrious  dead* 


I  see  the  makkaris  amangis  the  laif, 

Playis  heir  thatr  padyianis»  syne  gois  to  graif» 

Spairit  is  nbchtthair  facultie; 

Ulmor  mortis  cODturbat  me.  -,    . 

Qvoo  uwmAMt 
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No.  1. 

i^e  0tsAt  at  ^dfix  ^ovimliin 

at  Hi  loarOiCtf 
nor* 

Lytfae  and  listen  feeris  al. 

In  quhat  minere  tbirlil  In  Hhralle, 

Wes  ane  swote  May  fair. 
Be  ane  raid  WovIfF,  ane  ugsum  fendc^ 
Liggand  me  the  warldis  end ; 
Quhyll  ane  knicbt  breem  ifid  wend 

Thilk  wouliRs  hert  till  tere. 

Then  this  burde  brieht  to  bring 
Fra  the  Woitfflis  halde  indigne^ 

Did  himsel  boune  ; 
His  sventuris,  gril  to  tell^ 
Dots  mi  weake  witt  precell, 
Quhairfoir  me  rede  you  well. 

His  laude  to  ro^ne. 


Oude  Gonntlya  bene  pricken  oim^ 
Ane  squyer  be  him  ronnc^ 

Stalwarth  and  Ire. 
Ouir  forthfe,  holds,  and  how, 
Quhyll  thay  pnocben  till  a  lowe^ 
Brennand  bauld  oa  ane  know^ 

MeruailDus  till  seeu 
£3 
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**  Q,ubar  wonnis  thow  knidi^ 
In  armeur  dere  cUcbt  ?'*    - 

Spakftiithane  vaaa, 
*'  I  gang,  quod  Gormalyny 
Sum  straunge  aventur  in. 
Sua  betide  me  lu^  and  gyo. 

Do  quhat  I  can. 

Qnftiat  cace  has  happtt  tih^ 
Sith  410  dolore  I  9ee 

Thorow  this  land  gudt? 
Qubat  bene  tbia  lytie  flwe, 
Trubland  the  mokie  aire. 
And  sua  moche  of  dispaife^ 

With  teirisafflude? 

«  Welavay !  tti  bertk  brokeu 
Wi  moche  wae  ywrokeo,*' 

Quod  the  viEeine  ; 
*'  Syne  ane  reid  wou]fia8tow% 
Ibe  swde  May  growan 
Als  lyk  ane  reia  blomn^ 

A^dhirawmtane. 

This  woulff  ben  grit  in  baB% 
Wi  hmg  touslit  mane^ 

Hideous  to  see  ; 
Eyne  lyk  beadis  of  fyr. 
With  ane  reid  selcouth  lyr^ 
Paweis  scharpenit       

Abune  al  gre. 

Dwelland  at  the  waildis  eu^ 
Nocht  pitie  him  kend, , 

Bot  dois  devote 
Flokkisy  Scbepperdis,  W«meiv 
Maydis,  bairaia,  eild  meuy 
'llien  slinkis  to  his  den 

In  moche  gkwe» 
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)f  aliaounis  on  him  licht. 
He  swoppit  ane  May  bricbt» 

Sib  to  the  king 
Of  this  rojame  braid ; 
And  doomit  to  the  dei^ 
8ch»  is  pevdie  Ilede» 

Sua  aonowb  qiryng* 

Sitli  quhen  tbe  king  httis 
Fra  mi  taxHeyit  feeris 

Ofthiscace; 
Certeik  baitb  me  and  myne 
Schal  dree  moche  pync^ 
Qnhilk  mdds  me  dwyne 

And  sike^  alace»** 

ITpsteitit  Garmalyny 
J^yk  ane  suche  of  wynd, 

Fen  and  fellone, 
^  Bekim  that  bled  on  tre. 
This  samen  May  schall  I  fre. 
And  the  grim  woulff  sdiall  di» 

Se  Bue  yvon.' 


it 


Out  syne  he  drawis  his  suerd ; 
And  settis  its  poynct  tiU  the  card^ 

Wxttand  token 
Qnfaal  atrt  it  mote  fall» 
Quhilk.  laUow  he  schall, 
(tnl^il  he  mote  saif  mell 

Witheweulffisdeo. 

Waflland  tfllthe  west^ 
Jioiikand  till  the  east, 

^  Was  sumdele  tbe  suer^ 
SomhUmdis  it  whiles  did  becl;, 
^uhyll  in  fine  north  its  neck 
Beadand  hot  ane  cbeque 

Xtedditon  cvd. 

•  •  •  I 

(Multa  deerant) 
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Partfa  prickit  he  tbrocb  the  vud, 
X^yk  ane  Uak  dud, 

In  tide  tempestive, 
Calland  loud  and  hSe, 
On  the  nrottlff  ne  to  flee, 
Quhan  fleand  ^karlie, 

He  was  belive. 

Alace !  in  the  wouUlis  mouth. 
Borne  was  the  mayd  in  troutb, 

Sbrikand  dolore, 
Hlr  waist  jimp  and  smaw, 
Crushit  was  atwizthisjaw, 
And  fair  heid  bong  Liw 

Sad  thoch  decore. 

Hir  armis  saft  and  lyte. 
And  halse  ivorie  quhyt 

Sweepit  the  grund. 
Quhyll  hir  goun  in  the  wynd» 
Trailand  wes  behind, 
Alace !  sicht  of  sic  Icynd, 

Npvir  was  fund. 

Wae  wes  Scliir  Gormatyn, 
Syne  neir  be  ne  win, 

Albe  he  straive ; 
Kil^ime  his  horss  coupit 
Ouir  nnc  roche  knoupif, 
Tu  erd  Gormalyn  loupit. 

Deliver  an.d  braive* 

On  feet  lie  swyth  ran 
Manie  ane  rayl  of  land*  , 

Nicht  and  day. 
Tborow  day  he  ay  saw 
Hir  aklendir  waist  in  woulfli^  gaw. 
And  thorow  nicht  a  mane  law^ 

For  mercie  alwaftc*.  - 
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*  O  for  ttie  egiUii  wingi 
O  £Dr  ane  vmris  sting  f" 

Qaod  GonnalyB, 
•*  a  fm  ane  lyounis  pawe, 
Tliat  this  woulfmote  I  druim 
Litb  and  limb  assinder  sma^ 

And  8%  in  ftne. 


.1  hert  ben  sair  ymitft^ 

Be  tlwa  mayis  wwdis  swote, 
Tendir  and  sad, 

ITwt  it  bene  molten  dene, 

Fulfilland  mi  tua  cyne^ 

With  manie  saut  tene, 

Of  dolor  and  dnuL 

O  wmilfflet  the  l4idie  IVe^ 
And  ye  scfaail  haif  kye  tiue^ 

Sonde  and  sweit.  ' 
Dk  yere  as  manie  moe, 
Jeheip  wi  yong  to  thiovr 
SchaU  until  ye  eitfa  goe, 

Trewlie  I  weet. 

Boc  ^  wes  th«  WouWs  hert|= 
iyk  beid  of  ane  steel  dert, 

Ly te  reckit  bee 
Of  Scblr  Gorraalyn  gnd^ 
Kampagand  fell  and  wiwt 
And  scaddand  lyk  simmer  dud, 

In  welkin  blee. 

Miafcmd  his  salvi^e  pow, 
Wi  Uudie  eyne  on  low, 

And  ane  lang  gowl. 
Up  auntanis  he  apcelw, 
Doun  braes  he  reelis, 
^m§^  weren  at  his  heelis, 

Detb  in  Us  gowi 


£yir  tbe  mayd  be  schuke^ 
Wi  ane  feidfoa  leuk, 

Girnand  and  yamtod* 
And  quhyl  he  dois  hir  dascb* 
His  teith  stikis  in  hir  flescfa,      .  . 
Makand  ane  deip  gaschi 

With  felloun  chanqpand* 

Menrailous  it  was  ta  heir 
Axnangis  hillis  and  h^u^hia  dreir^ 

The  maydis  mane. 
It  seemit  waneirdUe  aoun^ 
Suchand  in  aire' around* 
Calculed  to  astound, 

Wi  fticht  and  paia. 

Cbewand  his  Uppk  wi  yre» 
Gormalyn  fers  aafyr, 

Sboutand  peraewit» 
^ot  the  Woulff  unfoirfian^ 
Buse  aff  the  bonnie  bom, 
Fleet  lyk  ane  schot  sterp. 

Far  frae  his  bruit. 

Bonn  on  the  garss  fpmi, 
Fawis  stout  Sdiir  Q9nnidy% 

In  disperauacs} 
Forfaoditen  foirgane^ 
He  list  him  mak  mane^ 
That  the  May  awm  was  tani!. 

In  hour  wancbancc 

Alice!  noutlnr  Tristram* 
Kor  bauld  Schir  Gawan* 

Launcelot  du  Lak* 
Nor^anie  perle  of  hardiment. 
Of  Chivalrie  culd  schent, 
Thiswoulffquhaowre  thabtn^ 

Scfaupeth  his  trak*  , 
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**  Kise  op  stjwartli  scfair,** 
.    8pak  siine  his  gude  Squier» 

As  bim  ]ay»    ' 
"  Rise  up  run  and  rive, 
Lang  as  ye  bene  on  live. 
This  woulf,  and  repriv^ 

Hie  dulce  May* 

Here  is  ane  Strang  drinck^ 
Famose  for  bard  swyndc, 

Richt  blyth  of  cfaen^ 
Gif  it  be  al  ditnick> 
Tbouadudl  be  nevir  foock» 
lA  disperaunce  donck, 

For  aoe  hail  yenw 

Anrt  qiibaiirswaetr  thow  lis|^ 
*      Katheles  will  it  assist 

Thee  to  run 
Owir  everilk  bolt  boar» 
Fers  as  the  wud  boar, 
Xfiistand  annone  to  gore  ;^ 

Or  lyk  the  sun, 
Rydand  in  blew  skyis, 
Throw  duddis  of  purpoiir  gris% 

Swift  for  to  se^"— 

•  *         • 

(CHttadesant.) 

Vny  little  nore  of  the  maimsqipt  £ma  wl^ieh  the  tbtm  h- 
.Masaibed,  can  be  at  all  l^bku  Semal  Haazaa  seem  to  to- 
i^e  to  the  ingredients  which  composad  the  soranjgn  bevenge- 
^fkaioisiered  to  Schir  rGormalyn  by  his  Sqiiyer»  whd^  we  ate 
^I^wbcve  informed,  is  "  cunnand  and  Writ  in  al  crbb  ii  wd." 
Ftwn  ought  that  can  be  pefceiYedt  this  ooidial  waa  of  a  much 
^nao  iniigoratii^  and  wholesome  deaprqptioii»  than  that  wtaicb 
:^  lank  jawed  knight  of  La  Manrha  swaUowiad,  afMetherib 
^ottttiog  he  received  fimn  the  Yanguesian  canri«w;  for  the 
i^'crsttit  after  this  wolf  is  continued  with  fresh  ardour*  and  a» 
•f-i^ht  be  expected,  becomes  of  no  ordinary  lengthy  being  inter* 
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nipted  by  various  caoMS,  fluch  m  toiimcTis  joitaliS|  audi  lifce 
divertisements  met  with  by  the  way  in  wbiofa  our  Itniglit  liatii 
always  to  participate. 

Hie  description  of  the  Warldis  end,  is  perhaps  the  beat  part 
«f  this  curious  little  Romance.  Our  original  is  however  ao 
very  mudi  destroyed  in  this  place,  dxat  we  have  dfefened  till 
an^er  time,  giving  any  part  or  specimen  of  it 

This  legend  has  a  very  tragical  catastrophe,  which  is  not  ge- 
nerally the  caae  in  others  of  a  like  nature.  It  appears  thstt  tbe 
adventurous  knight,  having  by  some  means  or  other 
in  delivering  the  damsel  from  her  tkiMnn  detii,  in  'i^  cave 
longing;  to  the  Beid  Woidffat  the 

WarldiA  allutennaiit  metbc^ 
Foroentls,  the  wdlof  dole  and  dfethe, 

proceeds  in  quest  of  further  perils*  accompanied  by  btt  fiur  piia^ 
and  the  worthy  Squyer  afbresaid*  After  infinite  travel,  they 
come  into  a  strange  country,  of  a  v&ry  unpromising  aspect,  auid 
in  wliich  they  had  not  advanced  far,  ^  they  are  attacked  by 
a  discourteous  "  Geaunt  grit  as  tre,"  -aliO^  captivated  jSj  ^be 

Ladyels  menrailoiu  pht^sosaia 
Of  beuitie  rare  and  cbtirtMe 

bethinks  him  to  make  a  seizurfe,  without  much  adob  In  this 
his  Giantship  is  miserably  deceived,  for  Scbir  Gormalyn  being 
a  genuine  imp  of  Chivalrie,  is  not  to  be  subdued  or  terrified  b/ 
menace  or  blow,  and  accordingly  a  very  furious  duel  is  fought  be- 
twiztthem.  After  yaifoas  **  felloun  strakis**  given  and  received 
gia  both  sides,  the  giant  isVought  to  the  ground,  with  a  tre- 
mendous shock.  But  ^trangerlo  tell*  %hile  in  the  act  of  fallli^ 
he  catches  hold  of  the  kttigfat*aataed  by  some  of  its  fumitmc^ 
and  horse  and  man  and  all  together  tumble  to  the  ground.  In 
tie  afib^,  ^e  beiUl  of  the  Reid  Wbt^lff,  widch  it  seems  had  been 
suspciidBd  soaiewhere  about  the  horse^s  tfeck,  licdnne  disengag- 
ed^ andiUla  beaidfr  the-recMitflient  giant,  Who^.thougfa  weak  and 
exfaamted  by  hiS'lutt  exertion,  seiises  the  fatal  sktrll,  and  hurb  it 
right^hi  tha  'fisse-of  the  knight  ft  unfoi^iftately  hits  him  on  the 
cheek,  and  tba  vetMale  <lf  hn  belmi*t  behig  up,  one  Of  the  Woirs 
teeth  **  limg^  trMt  and  6f  yttil<Mv  hue  on  grene,*'  makes  a 
daep'inoislon,  aMd  #*  aaine  bein^  sttffbied  with  a  mortal 
pokon,  whioh'the  w<^  htid^een  accuitdtned  to  imbibe  fnm  the 
bhMjkwalits  ofthe  V0>«U  of^^'SKileand  Betd^'thb'^vOund  proves 
iatal  I  fbr  tie  knight  shortly  afterwards  dies  in  the>ahhs  of  tiia 
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mxA  he  luid  rescued,  and  who  having  fWDen  in  lovie  with  him 
for  his  c»urage,  good  services,  and  noble  demeanour,  becomca 
disn  acted  at  his  loos  composes  a  Lai  Mortd,  and  at  Ust,  in 
« fine  hisroicd  stfle,  empires  by  his  stdOi  And  with  ibk,  the 
whole  in  a  great  measure  oondudes. 

More  iMTticuIais  respecting  this  metrical  Romance,  with 
Kome  conjectures,  touching  its  age  and  author,  and  as  many 
more  of  ita' verses  as  can  be  deciphered,  will  appear  in  tba 
^  ({Totimenfou  of  guiBiie  Concetttjs,  or  Qiagmenr  of  jQlo0tf 
Bonneilttf  anti  ple^ant  JS^etili,''  to  be  published  in  the  be. 
giiyuDg-ef  next  year. 

i|>ere  ftflotDii  ine  lUtll  tmg  Otffit 
**€om  iOnstv^  torn  iUtttv,  S<r  Utni  tooii.'' 

Twa  gentil  bircKs  flit  on  ane  tra, 
Twa  bonoie  burdls  as  e'«r  culd  ba^ 
And  as  thay  sat  for  ay  thay  sang, 
Quhyl  wuddis  and  rocfaii  wi  eeboia  rang. 

Com  bidder,  com  bidder,  mi  boiitiie  daw,  * 
Wi  hdiieyit  halse  aiid  deit  dftbbit  moil. 
And  ay  the  ane  sang  to  the  Utfair 
Com  hither,  hot  nae  delay  dom  hither^ 
Com  bidder,  com  bidder,  &  \H  us  Woo* 

The  sun  rase  hie  in  the  ptirpotir  east. 
And  ilicht^t  doun  iti  thfe  glnmib  tees^ 
And  nicht  cam  on  befdlr  thair  duii^ 
Insingand  of  this  gentil  ttutle. 
Com  hidd^,  com  hidd^,  &C. 

Syne  gaed  thir  birdls  sua  traist  and  tce9» 
Be  nicht^  to  thahr  faerboirrie. 
In  suth  to  say,  tbair  hehis  Wer  licht^ 
Sitbens  thay  sdng  thorow  tlie  nicbc* 
Com  bidder,  com  bidder,  &c* 

An  acMunt  ofthfs  pld  song  wHl  1^  fbund^i  th%oatalka|tior.  referred  to,  in 
die  note  to  die  foregoing.  In  the  meantime,  welninic  U  is  one  of  the  sonj^ 
ncQtiooed  by  Gawin  Donirlan,  in  bis  **  Prolouge  t»  the  XII.  Booke  ftf 
&»■«».**  £dkl700,p.S)«, 
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No.  2. 

ANi$  EPiSlLS  DIBBCTEO  FROM  THE  HOLY  HEREMITE  OF 
ALLAREIT,  TO  HIS  BRETHREN  THE  GRAYE  FQpRS. 

I  Thomas,  bdrmlte  of  Lareif^ 
Sanct  Frances  ordour  hartely  gnk; 
Beseiklng  you,  widi  fennc  mtent. 
To  be  wakryif  and  diligent  ^ 

For  thir  Lutherans,  rissen  of  new,    - 
Our  ordour  dayly  dois  persew. 
Thir  smaikis  do  set  their  haill  intent 
To  read  the  Inglisch  New  Testment; 
And  sayis  we  have  thame  clein  ^sceypit, 
Therefore  in  hast  they  mon  be  stoppit. 
Our  Stait  hypocrisie  they  piySss*. 
And  us  blaqphemis  oa  this  wyisa ; 
Sayand  that  we  ore  heretykea. 
And  fals  loud  lying  mastif  tyke& ; 
•Cummenrs  and  qoellers  of  Cbrisds  kirk, 
Sweir  swyngeours  that  will  not  wirk^ 
But  idelie  our  living  wynnis. 
Devouring  woilEs  into  shcep6  skinnis ; 
Hurftland  with  huidis  into  our  nek, 
Widi  Judas  mind  to  jouke  and  bek ; 
Seikand  Chriskis  people,  to  devoir, 
The  doun-thringers  ot  Goddis  gloir  -, 
Professors  of  bypocrisie, 
And  Doctouris  in  idolatcie;. 
Stout  fischeids  with  the  feyndis  net, 
The  upclosers  of  hevins  yett; 
Cancart  oorruptars  of  the  creede^ 
Humlock  sawers  ayiang  gudc  seede; 
To- trow  in  trators  that  men  do  tyist. 
The  hye  way  kennand  them  ira  ^yi&t^ 
Monsters  with  the  bcistis  marke, 
Dogges  that  never  stintes  to  barke'; 
Kirkraeil  that  are  to  Chfist  unkend, 
A  sect  that  Satbanis  selfe  has  send;    . 
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Lutlcand  in  boils  lyke  tnlor  loddis, 
Maintaineri  of  idolln  md  falae  god^s 
Fautastike  foilesp  and  fenyeil  fleichers, 
To  turn  fra  trueth  the  rarsy  teacbcnb 
For  to  dcdair  their  haiU  sentenoey 
Wald  mckill  cumber  your  comdenoe: 
To  say  your  fiuth  it  is  «a  slaric. 
Tour  cord  and  lousie  cote  and  sark ; 
Te  lippin  may  bring  you  to  salvatioun, 
And  quyte  eiclndis  Chiystis  paasaoun. 
I  dread  this  doctrine,  and  it  last» 
Sail  outher  gar  us  wirke  or  fast. 
Thairfove  with  apccde.we  menn  protidc^ 
And  not  our  proffit  ovirslide. 
1  acfaaip  myielfe»  within  short  quhile^ 
To  course  our  Ladie  in  Argyle, 
And  thair  on  cniftie  wyae  to  wirlcy 
Till  that  we  biggit  half  ane  kirk. 
Syne  miracles  mak  be  your  advice. 
The  kitterills,  though  they  haif  boC  lyce^ 
The  twa  part  to  us  they  will  bring, 
fiut  orderlie  to  dresse  this  thing, 
A  Gaist  I  puipose  to  gar  gang, 
Be  counsayll  of  frcar  Walter  Lang ; 
Quhilk  sail  make  certaine  demonstrations 
To  hef p  us  in  our  procurations. 
Your  hsilie  order  to  decoir. 
That  prartick  he  proved  anis  befoir. 
Betwixt  Kircaldie  and  Kingbome; 
But  lymmaris  made  therat  sic  skorne. 
And  to  his  fame  made  sic  degression, 
Synstne  he  hard  not  Kingis  confession. 
Tbouch  at  that  dme  he  cam  no  speide, 
I  pray  you  lak  gude  will  as  deide; 
And  so  roe  amang  you  ressave, 
As  ane  worth  mony  of  the  lave. 
Qubat  I  obtaine  m9y»  thronch  his  airt, 
Ileason  wald  y^  had  your  pairt 
Your  order  handilUs  na  monle ; 
Bnt  for  other  casualties 
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As  becfe,  male,  hutfea>  tad  dieesev 

Or  quhat  we  htd£,  or  thai  ye  pbc?ac, 

To  send  your  brethren  ^  ha/bete* 

As  now  nocht  dUs  but  vaieiff 

Be  Thomas  your  bnithw  at  amimaiid, 
A  culrttnne  kythit  tlutmcb  mooy  «  fauKi 

Jle»  CimniHghame,  Sari  qf  CKtncaim, 

THE  SOLSSaUtUM; 

OR,  THE  LOVER  COMPAIRINa  HIMSELF  TO  A  SUN.FLoW£R 

Lyk  as  the  dum  Soltegpium  with  eair  owfMum 

Dois  sorrow,  quhen  the  sun  gois  out  of  sight* 

Kings  doun  his  heid,  and  droupis  aa  dpid.  and  will  not  spreid. 

But  lukis  his  levis  throw  langour  aU  the  nicbt, 

Til  fulisch  Phaeton  i^ryse  with  quhip  in  hand 

To  purge  the  christa)  tkyis,  and  licht  the  land* 

Birds  in  thair  bower  wait  on  that  hour. 

And  to  thair  King  ane  glade  gude^martow  givtt^ 

Frae  than  that  flowir  lists  not  to  lour. 

But  laughs  on  Phebus  lowsing  ont  lUs  lam, 

Swa  stands  with  me»  ejicept  I  be  quhair  ][  way  se 

My  lamp  of  licht,  my  lady  and  my  luv?^ 

Frae  scho  depairts,  a  thousand  dairts  in  sindrie  airt« 

Thirle  tfaruch  my  heavy  hearty  hot  rest  or  ruve* 

My  countenance  declairs  my  inward  grief» 

And  houp  almaist  dispairs  to  find  reUeH 

I  die,  I  dwyne,  play  dots  me  pyne, 

I  loth  on  every  thing  I  lukci  allace ! 

Till  Titan  myne  upon  me  sdiyn% 

That  I  revive  thruch  favour  of  hir  face. 

Frae  scho  appeir  into  hir  sphere,  begins  to  cleir 

Hie  dawing  of  my  lang  desyrit  day. 

Then  courage  cryis  on  houp  to  ryse  qubcn  he  espyia 

The  noysum  nicht  of  absens  went  away ; 

No  noyisi  frae  I  awalke,  can  me  impesche, 

But  ou  my  staitly  stalk  I  flurische  fresche, 

I  spring,  I  sprout,  my  letvis  ly  out, 

]Vly  collour  cbangis  in  ane  bairtsum  hew; 
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Na  matr  I  lout,  bat  stand  upstout, 
As  glad  of  hir  for  quhome  I  only  grew« 

0  hBffiy  day,  go  not  awiay,  Apollo  stay 
Thy  chair  fiae  gpmg  doun  unto  the  west. 
Of  me  Ch<m  mak  thy  Zodiac^  that  I  may  tak 
My  pleaonr  to  befaald  quhome  I  luve  best. 
Thy  preseos  me  resCoris  to  ly£e  from  deth« 
Thy  absens  lykways  Rchoris  to  cut  my  bretb. 

1  wisB  in  vain,  thee  to  remain* 
Seaprimum  molr9e  says  me  always  nay* 
At  leiat  thy  wane  bring  sune  again^ 
Fnewol  with  pgtiens  per  forss  till  day* 

THE  SEOE 

CASTEL  OF  EDINBURGH. 

Buschment  of  Berulk,  mak  zow  for  the  gait, 
To.nng  tour  drumis,  &  rank  zour  men  of  weir; 
Adidres  zour  armour  ronnd  zow  for  deboiti 
With  sound  of  trumpet  mak  zour  steids  to  steir* 
Sen  se  ar  freikis  that  weil  dar  fechi  but  feir : 
As,  for  exampiil,  we  haue  sene  zow  ellis, 
Lyk  as  the  last  ^m  that  your  camp  come  h^r, 
Lend  vsane  borrouing  of  soar  auid  blak  be]  I  is. 

Zoar  camp  conuoyit  but  cumer  throw  the  land. 
In  gude  anriiy,  and  rewlit  by  thair  j^nk, 
Reddie  to  pas  as  plesit  vs  command, 
TbKMv  all  our  bounds,  to  the  west  sey  bank ; 
Thocht  sum  men  say  ze  serue  bot  lytill  thank. 
Suppose  oceattoun  cum  iirst  of  thame  sellls, 
As  tbay  haue  broutn  that  baigane,  sa  thay  drenk, 
And  rewis  that  tyme  that  euer  they  saw  aour  bellis. 

F3 
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The  walls  wes  heich,  we  cutd  not  veil  pursew  thame; 
Bot  quhen  we  gmt  thame  doun,  AiU  deir  thay  bocfat  it; 
Be  gyde  the  woil,  at  sundrie  tymes,  we  slew  thame : 
That  euer  they  saw  vs,  sum  of  thame  fbvtbocbt  h. 
Ane  poysonit  woU  to  drink,  <jT^at  docbt  it  ? 
Infekit  watter  sowllit  thame,  dieik  and  chin : 
Persauing  that  sorrow,  mur  thay  socbt  it, 
Bot  keppit  standAiUs  at  the  sldatis  thair  in. 

The  castel  segit,  and  all  beset  about 
V^ith  fowseyifi  wyde  inuironit  be  dydit, 
Montanis  and  myndis,  leit  neuer  man  luik  out; 
For  ordinance  thay  dang  at  day  and  nydit, 
By  weirlyk  volyis;  thocht  the  wallis  wes  wycht^ 
Zit  dowl»U  battrie  b»k  thame  all  in  inschis: 
Of  Daueis  toure,  in  all  the  toune  roenis  sycht, 
Thay  riggan  stanes  come  tinp\and  ouir  the  tiinschift 

Thf  vehement  schot  feid  in  at  either  syde, 
By  threttie  cannonis  plasit  at  partb  seuin ; 
Quhill  thay  tfaair  in  mycht  not  thair  hddis  byde. 
For  pot  gun  pelkttis  falland  from  the  beuin : 
The  bumbard  stanis  directit  fell  sa  euin, 
That  in  to  dykes  by  dmt  it  deidly  dang  thame  ; 
Quhill  all  the  houssis  in  Ae  place  wes  reuin. 
The  buUatis  brak  sa  in  to  bhidis  amang  thame. 

#  #  *  • 

■—  —  —  —  —  ■*  .^i^..^..^. ^^>— 

THE  PACKMAN'S  PATEB^NOSTBR. 

•         •  *  * 

Pocitwwn.  But  good  Sir  Johi^  vbere  kara'd  our  Lady  her 
Letins? 
For  in  her  days  'vere  neither  mass  nor  mattinsy 
Kor  yet  one  Priest  that  Iiatin  then  did  speak. 
For  holyvords  weie  then  all  Hebrew  and  Greek. 
She  never  was  atBonie,  nor  kisa'd  Pope's  toe : 
llow  came  she  by  the  ma^  the^  \  would  knovi'^ 


Frieii.  Packman,  if  thou  beUe^  the  ILegetidaiyi 
Tbe  mass  Is  elder  &r  than  Gbri^  or  Maty : 
For  all  the  FatrSuciis,  both  more  and  less. 
And  great  Melchned^ck  himself  said  mass. 

Pae,  But  good  Sir  John,  «pake  all  these  fkthers  Latin? 
And  said  they  mass  in  surplices  and  satin  ? 
Could  they  speak  Latin,  long  ere  Latin  grew  ? 
And  without  Latin  no  mass  can  be  true. 
And  as  for  heretics,  that  now  translate  it, 
False  misereantSy  they  i^hame  the  mass,  and  slight  it. 

Pre.  Well,  Packman,  ^th  thou  an  too  curious. 
Thy  purblind  zeal,  fervent)  but  furious, 
I'd  rathor  teach  a  whole  convimt  of  monks^ 
Than  such  a  Packman  with  his  pultan  spunks. 

•  •  •  •        , 

Sir  JMm€S  SkmpUU 


EPITAPH  ON  HABBIE  SIMPSONi 

Kilbarcfaan  now  may  aey  alace ! 
For  scho  hes  lost  hir  game  and  grace, 
Bayth  Trixie  and  tiie  Maidin-traoe»^ 

Bot  quhat  remeid! 
For  na  man  can  su|^ly  his  place; 

Hti>  Simpson's  deid. 

Now  ^ha  shall  play  The  day  it  dawis, 
Or,  HufU  upi  quhen  the  cock  he  crawls; 
Or  quha  can  for  owr  kirk-townis  caus 

Sts^d  u^insteid? 
On  bag-pypis  now  na  body  blawis, 

Si:n  Habbie's  deid* 

Or,  quha  will  caus  our  scheirers  sclieir ; , 
Qulia  will  ban^  i^p  th^  bra^s  of  weic,  .     ', 
Bring  in  the  bellis, .  or '^lide  pTay  meiV,' 

fn  time  of  need?    ..^    . 
"^ab  Simpson  Cp^^     Quh'at  neid'  ye  spcTr? 

J^*)\.  now  hij*"*  dcnd. 


Sae  kyndly  to  his  nidiilKmra  ntis^ 
At  Beltane  and  Sanct  Barchan's  ftas^ 
He  blew,  and  then  hald  up  his  bricat 

As  be  war  wejd; 
Bot  now  we  field  na  him  arreist. 

For  Habbie's  deid« 

At  iairis  he  playit  befoir  the  spear-ment 
And  gaillie  graithit  in  thair  geir^  quhen 
SfeSM  bonetis,  jakis»  and  swordis  sa  deii  then, 

Lykeonybeid; 
Now  quha  diall  play  beiblr  sic  welr-men 

Sen  Habbie*s  deid? 

At  Claik-playis  quhen  be  wont  to  cuixi« 
His  pype  playit  trimlie  to  the  drum ; 
I«yke  bykes  of  bcis  be  gart  it  bum 

An  tuneit  his  reid  ; . 
Bot  now  our  pypes  may  a*  sing  duni,- 

Scsi  tjabbi^'s  dftrid. 

And  at  hors  rads  numy  a  day, 
Befoir  thebJak,  the  brown,  i\nd  gnji 
He  gart  his  pypis  quhan  he  did  pl^fi 

Bayth  skirl  and  screid  j 
Now  al  sic  pastymis  quyte  away, 

6en  Habbie's  deid. 

He countit  was.ane.weild  ni^hj^  xnan^ 
And  fersHc  at  futc-l>all  he  nm  •, 
At  everie  game  tbQ  grc  he  wQfi 

For  pith  and  speid ; 
The  lykc  of  Habbie  was  na  then ;    , 

Bot  now  he's  deid. 

And  then  besydehis  vsilyiant  actis» 
At  bridalis  he  wan  mony  pladcis; 
He  bobbit  aye  bdiind  fowks  bakis, 

And  schuke  his  heid ; 
Now  we  want  mony  merrie  cracki/i 

Sen  Habbie's  deid. 
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Hee  was  conToycr  o'  the  bryde^ 
Wi'  bittock  hingftnd  at  his  sycte ; 
About  the  kirk  he  tfaocht  a  pryde 

TViio^toleid; 
Now  we  maun  gaebot  ony  guydc^ 

For  Habbie*s  dcid 

Sa  wdll's  he  kei|Mt  his  decotttm. 

And  all  the  stotia  of  Qnkip  M^  Hbrttfii^ 

He  slew  a  maoy  and  waes  mf  ibr  him. 

And  bate  the  feid; 
And  yet  tfie  man  wan  bame  bcfbir  bin^ 

And  WMfeia  deid. 

Aye  quhen  h«  pbyki  the  biivis  leiieh 
To  sie  him  teethless,  auld,  and  teuch; 
He  wan  hia  pyiHib^afde  BaT-cleucfa, 

Witbratsin  dieids 
Qtthilk  efter  wan  hym  gear  enedch, 

JBotaMr  hfi^sdeil 

Aye  quhan  h^  pliqnt  tfie  ffMWiugi  gaddtrit^ 
And  quban  he  spfdi,  UiB  cailt  bUddcrili 
On  Sabboth-dnyis  hia  ca|ie  Jiraa  feddarit,' 

Aaeu^Ueweid; 
In  the  Kirk-yeinl  his  meir  stude  tedderi^ 

*  Qliharbelyisdeid. 

Alace!  for  him  my  heai)  is  8air» 
For  of  his  spryngis  I  got  •  skair, 
At  everie  play,  laee^  feist,  mod  finr, 

Boigylenrgreid; 
We  need  not  luko  Ibr  pyping  nJfir 

Sen  Habfaie*B  deid  K 

Rdbnt  SempUi 

*  Vr>  icftr  to  the  Visitor,  publtotioil  at  Gremock,  for  Note^  eKpUnstoiy 
«f  tbii  i^tai)b,  and  abo  to  the  faisle)-  'Re^ouiQxj.-'Sditor, 
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THE  BLYTHSUM  BRIDAL. 

¥y  let  us  a*  to  the  brM«l» 

For  there  w31  be  lilting  there  $ 
,  For  Jockie's  to  be  marry'd  to  Maggie^ 

Tlie  lass  wi'  the  gouden  hair. 
And  there  will  be  hing-kail  and  pottage^ 

And  bannocks  of  barley  meal. 
And  there  will  be  good  saut  herrings 
To  relish  a  cog  of  good  ale. 
Fy  kt  U8  a*  to  the  bndmU 

For  Aere  vfiU  be  WHng  ikere, 
For  Jockie*s  to  be  marrifd  to  Maggifff 
The  loit  wi*  ike  gouden  hair* 

And  t^ere  will  be  Sandie  the  siitor» 

And  Win  wi*  the  meikle  mou; 
And  there  will  be  Tam  the  blotten 

"Wi*  Andrew  the  tinkler,  I  trow ; 
And  there  will  be  bow*d- legged  Robbie^ 

Wi*  thumbless  Kattie's  goodnsan ; 
And  there  will  be  Uue>>cbeeked  Dobbi^ 

And  Lawrie  the  laird  of  the.land^ 
Fy  Ut  ut  a%  4^. 

And  there  will  be  sow-libber  Tatle, 

And  ploukie-fac'd  Wat  in  the  mill, 
Capper-no8*d  Frande,  and  Gibbie, 

That  wons  in  the  how  of  the  hill ; 
And  there  will  be  Alaster  Sibble, 

Wha  in  wi*  black  Bessie  did  mool, 
Wi*  snivelling  Lilly  and  Tibby, 

The  lass  that  stands  aft  on  the  stook 
Fy  let  us  a*i  jfc. 

And  Madge  that  was  buckled  to  Steenie, 
And  coft  him  grey  breeks  to  his  arse, 

Wha  after  was  hangit  for  stealing, 
Great  mercy  it  bappen*d  na  warse : 
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And'tfiere  ntll  be  g1«ed  Geatdj  Jannen, 
And  Kinh  wi'  the  lily-white  leg, 

WhA  gade  to  the  south  for  mannen, 
And  beng'd  up  her  wame  in  Mons-inegi 
/^  let  iM  a%  jv. 

And  thcie  will  be  Judan  Maclawric^ 

And  bunking  daft  Baiboim  Macleg; 
VfV  iiae-Iugged  ahamy-fiic'd  Lawrie, 

And  ehangy-mou*d  halucket  M^. 
And  there  will  be  happer-ars'd  Nanay, 

And  iatry*ftc'd  Flowrie  by  name^ 
Muck  Iffaific^  and  ftt-hippit  Grisy, 

The  lass  wi*  the  gowd<^  wame* 
Fsf  Ui  ut  a\  jfi» 

And  there  wHl  be  gini-agiun  ^bbie^ 

Wi'  hia  gldut  wUe,  Jenny  BeU» 
And  misle-ahinn'd  Mungo  Macapi^ 

The  lad  that  was  skipper  himaeL 
Xbens  lads  and  lanes  in  pearliqgs 

Will  feast  in  the  heart  of  the  ha% 
On  sybowsy  and  rifarts,  andcarlingi^ 

That  are  baith  sodden  and  raw* 
Ftfletut  a\  %c 

And  diere  wBX  be  Ih^^es  and  brachen, 

MTitfa  fowth  of  food  gabbocks  of  skate, 
Powsowdie^  and  dnminockf  and  dowdy, 

Andcallcrnowt-feelinaplaie;  . 
And  there  will  be  partans  and  buddes. 

And  whytens  and  spddena  euew, 
Wi'.stng*d  sheep-heads,  and  a  heggie% 

And  scadHps  to  sup  till  ye  spew. 

And  there  will  be  lapper*d-milk  kebbuck% 
And  sowens^andfiuiesy  and  baps, 

Wi*  swats,  iind  welUscrapei  paunches, 
Aad  brandy  in  stoups  ^d  ia  caps : 
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And  there  will  be  aeal-kail  aad  feastock% 

And  ^ink  to  sup  tiJl  ye  live; 
And  roasts  to  roast  on  a  brander 

Of  flowks  that  were  taken  alite* 
JF^  let  us  a%  j;c» 

Scrapt  haddocks,  wilks,  dulse,  and  tangle^ 

And  a  mill  of  good  sneeshing  t»  prie  ;. 

When  weary  with  eating  and  drinking, 

We'll  rise  up  and  dance  till  we  die* 

JFju  let  tu  a*  to  the  bridal, 

J^or  there  uuU  be  UUing  there; 

For  Jockie*9  to  be  marry*d  to  Mc^gfe^ 

The  Uus  vd'  thegauden  hair, 

Rrandt  SetnfKllL 


TVV££DSID£. 

What  beauties  does  Flcva  disclose? 

How  sweet  are  her  smiles  upon  Twe^d^ 
Yet  Maiy*»  still  sweeter  than  those ; 

Both  nature  and  fancy  exceed. 
Nor  daisy,  nor  s^eet  blu!>hing  rose. 

Not  aU  the  gay  Howers  of  the  field. 
Not  Tweed,  gliding  ^entty  through  those. 

Such  beauty  and  pleasure  does  yields 

The  warblers  aire  Heard  in  the  grove, 

The  linnet,  the  lark,  and  the  thrush. 
The  blackbird,  ahd  sweet  cooing  So^e, 

With  music  eiidiaiit  every  biish. 
Come,  let  us  go  forth  to  the  mead. 

Let  us  see  how  the  primroses  spring ; 
We'll  lodg^  in  Some  village  on  I'tveed, 

And  love  while  the  feaiher*d  folks  sing. 

How  does  ray  loye  pass  the  long  oay  r  . 

Does  Mary  not  te^d  a  few  sfi^p?  ' 
Do  tbey  never  carelessly  stray^  • 

Whjle  hi^ily  she lieft  asleep? 


LXV 

Tireed*ft  imitten  ahoiiU  lull  her  to  rm} 

Kind  nature  indulgiDg  my  blifls. 
To  relieve  the  aoft  pains  of  my  lirriinf, 

I'd  steal  an  ambrosial  kiss^ 

'Tis  she  does  the  yiipns  excel. 

No  beauty^nritb-faer  may  compare; 
Love's  graces  anmnd  her  do  dwdl. 

She's  fairest,  where  tfiousands  are  fair. 
Say,  charmer,  -^here  do  thy  flocks  stray  ? 

Oh  !  tell  me  at  noon  where  they  feed ; 
Sball  I  seek  them  on  sweet  winding  Tay, 

Or  the  pleasanter  banks  of  the  Tweed  ? 

Jioicrt  CrtHti/knU 

MT  DEARIE,  IF  THOU  DIE. 

Love  never  more  shall  give  me  pain^ 

My  fimcy's  fixed  on  thee ; 
Vor  ever  maid  my  heart  shidl  gain, 

My  Peggy,  if  thou  die. 
Thy  beauty  doth  such  pleasure  give^  - 

Thy  love's  so  true  to  me ; 
Without  thee  I  shall  never  Uve^ 

My  dearie^  if  thou  dioi 

If  fiUe  sball  tear  thee  from  my  breast^ 

How  shall  I  lonely  stray ! 
In  dreary  drt  ams  the  night  I'll  waste. 

In  sigbSi  the  silent  day. 
I  ne'er  can  so 'much  virtue  find,  *  • 

Nor  such  perfection  see ; 
Then  I'U  renounce  all  womankind, 

My  Peggy,  after  thee. 

No  new-blown  beauty  fires  my  heart   ' 

With  Cupid's  raving  rage, 
But  thine,  which  can  such  sweets  impart^ 

Must  aU  the  world  engage. 

G 
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'Tw«i  tki%  that  Skt  lihe  vofniiig^  «ai, 

Gave  joy  and  life  to  mie ; 
And  when  ito  dfatiaed  day  k  doM^ 

With  F^ggy  letme  dia; 

Ye  powers  that  onile  on  viituoiiB  ImPC^ 

And  in  nttb.  pleasure  share ;  * 
You  who  its  liudifcd  iMoaa  appraee^ 

With  piity  ^w  the  fsir ; 
Restore  my  Peggy's  wonted  channs^ 

Those  charms  so  dear  to  me; 
Oh !  never  rob  me  from  those  arms ; 

I'm  lost  if  Peggy  diew 

Xobert  Crtmjurd, 


WILLY  WAS  A  WANTON  WAG. 

Willy  was  a  wanton  wag, 

The  blytbest  lad  that  e'er  I  saw, 
At  bridals  still  he  bore  the  brag. 

And  carried  aye  thegree  awa: 
His  doublet  was  of  Zetland  shag, 

And  wow !  but  Willy  he  was  braw, 
And  at  his  shoulder  hang  a  tag. 

That  pleas'd  the  lasses  best  of  a*. 

He  was  a  man  mthout  a  ckg, 

His  heart  was  frank  without  a  £aw  ; 
And  aye  whatever  Willy  said, 

It  was  still  hauden  as  a  law. 
His  boots  they  were  made  of  the  jag ; 

When  be  went  to  the  weapon-^aw. 
Upon  the  green  nane  durst  him  brag, 

The  feind  a  ane  aoiang  them  a*. 

And  was  not  WiUy  weel  worth  gowd? 

He  wan  the  love  of  great  and  sma*; 
For  alter  he  the  bride  had  kiss'd, 

He  kis&M  the  lasses  hale-sale  a*  s 
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Sae  merrily  rouni  #»  ring  ttey  fMr*4 
When  by  the  hand  heled  than  a\ 

And  smack  on  mad^  «ii  them  hsitow'd^ 
By  Tirtue  of  a  standwg  law* 

And  wasna  Willy  a  grtal  \amm,    , 

As  shyre  a  UdK  as  #*«■  1VW  aeen? 
When  be  danc*d  with  the  laaMs  nKuid»  . 

The  bridegroom  8peer*d  where  he  had  been. 
Qnoth  Willy,  I>e  been  at  tfae  ringb 

With  bobbing,  faith,  my  dmnka  are  tair; 
Gae  ca*  your  bridto  and  mndenB  in, 

For  Willy  he  dow  do  naei 


Then  rest  ye,  Willy,  I'll  gae  dot, 

And  iar  a  wee  ftU  vip  the  ring: 
But,  shame  licfat  on  his  soupl»  sdooI^ 

He  wanted  WiUy's  wanton  fling. 
Then  straight  he  to  the  bride  did  fare, 

SajTS,  weirs  me  on  your  bonny  iacc. 
With  bobbing,  Willy's  shank*  are  sair. 

And  I  am  come  to  fill  his  place. 

Bridegroom,  die  says,  you'll  spoil  the  dance, 

And  at  the  ring  you'll  aye  be  lag. 
Unless  like  WiUy  ye  advance; 

(O !  Willy  has  a  wanton  leg : ) 
For  we*t  he  learns  us  a'  to  steer, 

And  formast  aye  bears  up  the  ring ; 

We  will  find  nae  sic  dancii^  here, 

If  we  want  Willy's  wanton  fling. 

Wiaiam  WaOtftuhava, 


THERE'S  NAE  LUCK  ABOUT  THE  HOUSE. 

And  are  you  sure  the  news  is  true  ? 

And  are  you  sure  he's  weel? 
Is  this  a  time  to  talk  of  wark? 

Mak  basta^  lay  by  your  wheel! 
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Is  diis  liie  time  to  ipfai  a  ihmd 

When  CoUn'satt  the  door? 
Beach  me  my  doak,  I'll  to  the  quay 
And  see  him  come  ashore. 

For  thereat  nae  luck  abeut  the  house. 

There  is  nae  huk  ava  ; 
Thereat  lUtie  pleasure  in  the  house. 
When  our  gudeman*s  auKU 

And  i^e  to  me  m3P  bigonel^ 

My  bishop-satin  gown; 
For  I  maun  tell  the  bidUe's  wifo 

That  Colin's  come  to  town.    - 
My  Sunday's  shoon  they  maun  gae  on, 

My  hose  of  pearl  blue ; 
Its  a*  to  please  my  ain  gudenum^ 

For  he's  baitn  leal  and  true. 
For  there's  nae,  ^, 

Rise  up  and  mak  a  clean  fire-side^ 

Put  on  the  muckle  pot, 
Gie  little  Kate  her  cotton  gown. 

And  Jock  his  Sunday's  coat; 
And  mak  their  shoon  as  black  as  slaes^ 

Their  hose  as  white  as  snaw. 
Its  a'  to  pleasure  my  gudeman, 

He  likes  to  see  them  braw. 

For  there*s  nae,  j-c. 

There's  twa  fat  hens  upon  the  bauk 

Been  fed  this  month  and  mair, 
Mak  haste,  and  thraw  their  necks  about. 

That  Colin  weel  may  ^tre ; 
And  spread  the  table  neat  and  deui, 

Gar  ilka  thing  look  braw,    ' 
For  wfaa  can  tell  how  Colin  fared, 

When  he  was  far  awa; 

jlh  /  there* s  nae,  j^c* 

Sae  true's  his  word,  sae  smooth's  his  speech 
His  breath  like  cauler  air. 


His  very  foot  has  music  in*t 

As  he  comes  up  the  stair  I 
And  shall  I  see  hk  face  again, 

And  shall  T  hear  him  speak] 
I'm  downri^t  diasy  wi'  tiie  thought^ 

In  troth  I'ni  like  to  greet. 

Far  there's  7iaej  ^c. 

If  Colin's  w^el,  I*m  weel  content, 

I  hae  nae  mair  to  crave — 
And  gin  I  live  to  keep  him  sae, 

I'm  blest  aboon  the  lave. 
And  shall  X  ^ee  bis  face  again» 

And  shall  I  hear  him  speak ! 
I*nl  downright  dis^  wi'  the  thought, 

In  troth  I'm  like  to  greet. 

For  thereat  nae,  ^e. 

The  cauld  blasts  of  the  winter  wind. 

That  thrilled  through  my  heart. 
They're  a*  blawn  by, — I  hae  him  safc^ 

Till  death  we'll  never  part : 
But  why  should  I  of  parting  tauk? 

It  may  be  far  awa; 
The  present  moment  is  our  ain. 

The  neist  we  nev^  saw. 

For  fhere*$  nae,  j-c. 


Jean  Adam, 


THE  TOOM  MEAL  POCK, 

Preserve  us  a' !  what  shall,  we  do, 

Thir  dark  tinhallowed  times  ? 
We're  surely  dreeing  penance  now. 

For  some  most  awfu'  crimes. 
Sedition  daurna  now  appear, 

In  reality  or  joke, 
For  ilka  chiel  maun  mourn  wi'  me, 

O'  a  bulging  toom  meal  pock. 

And  sing,  Ob  wacs  mt: ! 
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When  lasses  bra^  gaed  out  at  e*CD, 

For  sport  and  pastime  free, 
I  seem'd  like  ane  in  paradise. 

The  moments  qtuck  did  flee. 
Like  Venuses  they  a'  appeared 

Weel  pouthered  was  their  locks* 
*Twas  easy  dune,  when  at  their  hames, 

Wi*  the  shaking  o*  their  pocks. 

And  sing,  Oh  waes  me  I 

How  happy  past  my  former  days, 

Wi*  merry  heartsome  glee. 
When  smiling  fortune  held  the  cup. 

And  peace  sat  on  my  knee; 
Nae  wants  had  I  but  were  supplied^ 

My  heart  wi'  joy  did  knock, 
W^hcn  in  the  neuk  I  smiling  saw 

A  gaucie  weel  fill*d  pock. 

And  sing,  Oh  waes  me! 

Speak  no  ae  word  about  reform* 

Nor  petition  Parliament, 
A  wiser  scheme  1*11  now  propone, 

I*m  sure  ye*ll  gie  consent— 
Seod  up  a  chiel  or  twa  like  me,. 

As  a  sample  o'  the  flock, 
Whase  hollow  cheeks  will  be  sure. proof, 

O*  a  hinging  toom  meal  pock. 

And  sing,  Oh  waes  me ! 

And  should  a  sicht  sae  ghastly  like^ 

Wi*  rag3,  and  banes,  and  &kin, 
Hae  nae  impression  on  yon- folks,, 

But  tell  ye'U  stand  ahin. 
O  what  a  contrast  will  ye  shaw. 

To  the  glowriri  Lunnun  folk, 
When  in  St  James*  ye  tak'  your  stand, 

Wi*  a  hinging  toom  meal  pock. 

And  sing,  Oh  waes  me  ] 
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Then  rear  your  hand,  and  glowr,  and  star^ 

Before  yon  hilk  o*  beef, 
Tell  them  ye  are  fi«e  Scotland  oome. 

For  Sootia*8  relief; 
Tell  them  ye  are  the  vera  best 

Wal'd  free  the  Attest  flock. 
Then  raise  your  arms,  and  O !  di^liQr 

A  hinging  toom  meal  pock. 

And  sing,  Oh  waes  me ! 

Tell  them  ye*re  wearied  o*  the  chain 

Tliat  hauda  the  state  tfaegither, 
For  Scotland  wishes  just  to  tak* 

Gude  nicht  wi*  ane  anither. 
We  canna  thole,  we  canna  bide 

This  hard  unwieldy  yoke, 
For  wark  and  want  but  ill  agree, 

Wi'  a  hinging  toom  tneal  pock* 

And  sing,  Oh  waes  me  *! 


John  SobeHaott, 


BLYTH  ARE  WE  SET  WI*  ITHB^l. 

Blyth  are  we  set  wi*  ithcr; 

Fling  Care  ayont  the  moon ; 
Kae  sae  aft  we  meet  thegither; 

Wha  wad  think  o*  parting  soon  ? 
Tho*  snaw  bends  down  the  forest  trees^ 

And  bum  and  river  cease  to  flow : 
Tho*  Nature^s  tide  hae  sbor*d  to  freeze 

And  winter  nithers  a*  below.  , 

Blyth  are  we,  &c 

■  *  ^^j*"^  "**  ^'^  certain  to  what  tune  this  long  is  ning.->We  believe  it 
IS  an  old  one,  but  those  who  may  be  inquisitive  on  this  topic,  mav  apply  to 

ilw  "iP"*'''  *.^®"**  ^^'  ^'  ** — ^  °^  Paihley,  who  sings  it  hiuucU  irf  viwim, 
<na  tUma  tiie  toom  meal  pock  to  the  admiration  of  alL 
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Now,  round  the  iugle  cbceriy  nrtet, 

We*ll  scog  the  blast  Mid  dread  nae  bann, 
Wi'  jaws  o*  toddy,  recking  bet. 

We'll  keep  the  genial  cunrent  warm. 
The  friendly  crack,  the  cheerfu*  sang. 

Shall  clieat  the  happy  bour^  awaV 
Gar  pleasure  reign  tlie  evening  lang, 

And  laugh  at  biting  frost  and  «naw. 
Blyth  are  we,  &c. 

Tlie  cares  that  duster  round  the  heart, 

And  gar  the  bosom  Atmnd  wi'  paiu» 
Shall  get  a  fright  afore  we  part. 

Will  gar  tliem  fear  to  come  agam. 
Then,  fill  abotit^  my  winsome  chielsi 

The  sparkling  glass  will  banish  pine : 
Nae  pain  the  happy  bosom  faelsy 

Sae  free  o*  care  as  yours  and  mine. 
Blyth  are  we,  &c« 

The  above  song  is  given  from  the  two  volumes  of  miaech- 
laneous  poetry  published  by  Picken,  previous  to  his  death. 
Some  particulars  regarding  him  have  been  handed  to  us  by  a 
friend,  which  were,  however,  too  late  for  insertion  in  the  pro- 
per place.  That  friend  has  also  «ven  us  the  name  oi  another 
versifier^  by  name  James  Caldwell,  of  whom  we  were  ignorant. 
CaldweUt  it  seems,  was  tlie  author  of  several  loyal  songs, 
published  anonymously,'  which  were  sung  on  His  Majesty's 
birth-day,  at  the  annual  processions  of  the  weavers  of  Paisley. 
These  were  mostly  composed  during  the  period  that  Wilkes* 
faction  was  at  its  height.  He  died  at  an  advanced  period  of 
life  in  1787. 

Eftenezer  Picken  was  bred  to  the  church,  but  desisted  fVom 
prosecuting  his  tlieological  studies,  for  tJie  purpose  of  enjoying 
more  leisure  to  cultivate  the  rnuiiAis.  How  much  he  may  have 
sacrificed  fo»  their  sakes,  is  not  perhaps  exactly  known ;  but 
certain  it  is  that  these  coy  nymphs  adventured  hut  little  for  his. 
He  was  of  a  social  and  joyous  disposition,  fond  of  company^ 
and  intimate  with  most  of  the  minor  constellations  in  the  hemi- 
sphere qf  Scotish  pofitry.    He  was  the  friend  of  A 1  exandcr  W  il- 
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nn>  and  like  binif  ddivered  a  poeCie  onlioii  in  die  Pnthtoa 
It  Edinbmi^  Haying  embarked  in  lome  commercial  ape- 
ailiitions  which  fiuled^-Picken,  after  enjoying  oomparatfve 
affluence  and  comfort  for  aoroe  time^  waa  redttoad  to  indigence 
and  diatreaa.     He  died  in  1815  or  1816. 

We  owe  our  thanka  tothe  gentleman  who  finrniahed  ua  with 
the  anbatanoe  of  the  abore  notioea»  and  are  only  aorry  that  it  ia 
incomiiaCible  with  our  limits  to  insert  the  judidoua  reflectiona 
vidi  which  tbey  were  aooompanied*  Better  uae  of  them  wUl 
be  made  hereafter. 

THE  FIVE  FRIENDa 

A  famom  SeeU$k  Sang, 
TUNE-We^  B*  noddiii. 

Wed  wha'a  in  the  bouroch,  and  what  ia  jour  cheCT? 
The  best  that  ye'll  find  in  a  thousand  year. 

jind  we*re  a*  noddmf  nid  nid  noildint 

We^Tt  a'  noddinjou  at  e*«i. 

There's  our  ain  Jamie  Clark  frae  the  hall  o*  Arayle, 
Wr  hia  leal  Scotlsh  heart*  and  his  kind  open  smile. 

And  we*re  a*  noddint  ^ 

There  is  WiU  the  gude  fallow*  wba  killa  a*  oar  can^ 
Wi*  his  sang  and  his  joke,  and  a  mutchkin  mair. 

And  we're  a*  noddin,  j;c. 

There  ia  biythe  Jamie  Barr  frae  St  Barchan'a  town, 
When  wit  geta  a  kingdom,  he*s  sure  o'  the  crown. 

And  we're  a*  noeUUnt  jv. 

There  18  Rab  frae  the  south,  wi*  hia  fiddle  and  hia  fluta^  ^ 
I  oeuld  liat  to  his  sangs  till  the  stems  fa*  out.  - 

And  we*re  a*  noddin,  ^. 

Apollo,  for  our  comfort,  haa  fumiah*d  the  bowl. 
And  here  ia  my  hardship,  aa  blind  as  an  owL 

JPor  we^re  a*  noddin,  j-c. 

Bobert  TumaUlL 


LXXIV 
WHY  UNITE  TO  BANI6H  CAR£. 

AIA-^Let  ut  taste  the  sparktkig  udne, 

^   * 

"Why  unite  to  btansh  care? 
Let  him  come  our  jovs  to  shue; 
Doubly  Meet  our  cu{>  diall  flow, 
Wbeti  it  soothes  ft  brother's  woe ; 
*TwtA  fbr  this  the  Pow^  divine 
Ctowfi'd  our  board  with  generous  winew 

Far  be  hence  the  sordid  elf 
Who'd  claim  enjoyment  for  himself; 
Come,  the  hardy  seaman,  lame. 
The  gallant  soldier,  rdbb*d  of  Deune^ 
Welcome  all  who  bear  the  woes 
Of  various  kind  that  Merit  knows. 

Patriot  heroes,  doom*d  to  sighy 
Idle  *neath  corruption's  eye) 
Honest  tradesmen,  credit  worn, 
Pining  under  fortune's  scorn ; 
Wanting  wealth,  or  la^iug  fiune^ 
Welcome  all  that  worth  can  chum. 

Come,  the  hoary  headed  sage. 
Suffering  more  A'om  want  than  age; 
Come»  the  proud,  tho'  needy  bard, 
Starving  *midst  a  world's  regard : 
Welcome,  .welcome,  one  and  all 
Hiat  feel  on  this  unfeeling  balL 

Sobert  Ta«nahiU, 


ThefeOowing  are  those  Fnginenta  mentioned  in  page  40  and  41  of  tbeEi««T. 
THE  LASSIE  O*  MERRY  EIGHTEENi 

My  father  wad  hae  me  to  marry  the  miller. 
My  mither  wad  hae  mc  to  marry  the  laird. 

But  brawly  I  ken  k's  the  love  o'  the  siller. 
That  heightens  their  fancy  to  ony  regard ; 
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» 

The  miller  is  cn6k9%  fbe  nOkr  hi  cnMict^ 
The  hdfd,  tho*  he's  venhhy,  m  Ifnt  and  hmn, 

He*8  sold  an^heVcmiM,  «iidlM*ftfcUB'  mA  b«'»lMl|, 
Aad  he*e  no  lor  a  UaAt  •*  necny  «igb(teiu 

O  LADOIB,  CAN  YE  LEAVE  ME. 

O  laddie^  can  ye  leate  ibjb  9   * 

Alas,  'twill  break  Ait  coBStanI  hmt^ 
There's  noo^lit  ob  eartli  ean  nftficfo  ate 

Like  lUs  Aat  we  must  part 
Hunk  on  the  tendfer  vew  yda  made 

Benead>  tiie  secret  birken  shadty 
And  can  ye  now  decerre  me ! 

Is  a  your  love  but  art? 

COME  HAME  TO  TOUR  LIKGALa 

Gome  hame  to  your  lin^sls,  ye  ne*e^do»wcl  loon« 
Te're  the  king  o*  the  dyrers,  the  tai^  o*  the  town : 
As  oftcn's  the  Muneodify  nxmiiBg  comes  i% 
Tour  wearifu*  daedUng  again  mam  bcgi&  * 
Gudewife^  ye*fo  a  skiSel,  your  tongms's  juit  a  bell» 
Tfi  the  peace  o'  gude  feilow8»  it  rings  ibe  death-knell. 
But  dack  till  ye  deafcsi  aiild  Bamaby'a  miU, 
The  souter  shali  aye  hao  his  Muaondiqr'a  jfSL 

BRAVE  LEWIE  ROT  WAS  THE  FLOW'R,  Ac. 

BiaTe  Lewie  Rc^  wm  the  flow'r  of  onr  highlandmen, 

Tall  as  the  oak  on  the  k>%  BcovcHrluc^ 
Fleet  as  the  li(^it-boattdtng  tenants  of  FilUo-glePt 

Dearer  than  life  to  bis  lovely  Neea  wiioch ; 
Lone  was  his  hiding,  the  cave  of  his  hiding* 

When  forc*d  to  retire  with  our  galkat  Prince  Charlie, 
Tho*  manly  and  fearless,  his  bold  heart  was  cheerless. 

Away  from  the  lady  be  aye  lov'd  so  dearly. 

FLL  LAY  ME  ON  THE  WINTRY  LEE. 

1*11  lay  me  on  the  wmtry  lee» 

And  sleep  amidst  the  wind  and  wcet^ 

And  ere  another's  bride  I  be, 
O  bring  tome  my  windnig  sheet* 
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Vfhat  can  a  hapleas  laasie  Sof 

When  ilka  friend  wad  prove  her  fae> 
Wad  gar  her  break  her  dearest  voir. 

To  wed  wi*  ane  she  canna*  lo*e? 

FAITHLESS  NANNIE. 

Full  eighteen  sommen  up  life's  bra^' 

I  f^eiedtod  on  lu'  camiy»  0» 
Till  iieeky  love  threw  in  my  way. 

Young,  bonnia  foip*hair*d  Nannie  CL 
I  woo*d  her  soon,  I  wan  her  syne. 

Our  TOWS  o*  love  were  mony  O, 
And|  O  what  happy  days  were  mine^ 

Wi*  bonnie  £ur.hair'd  Nannie  0« 

AND  WAR  T£  AT  DUNTOCHER  BURN. 

And  war  ye  at  Duntocfaer  bum. 

And  did  ye  see  tiiem  a%  num! 
And  how's  my  wifie  and  the  baims? 

I  ha*e  been  lang  awa»  man. 
This  hedger  waik*s  a  weary  trade. 

It  doeraa  suit  ava,  man,  ^ 

Wi*  lanely  house,  and  lanely  bed^ 

My  comforts  are  but  sma,  man. 

THOU  CAULD  GLOOMY  FEBERWAR. 

Hiou  cauld  gloomy  Feberwar, 

O  gin  thou  wert  awa', 
I'm  wae  to  hear  thy  sughing  winds, 

I'm  wae  to  see  thy  snaw. 
For  my  bonnie  brave  young  Highlaner, 

The  lad  I  lo'e  aae  dear, 
Has  vow*d  to  come  and  see  me, 

In  the  spring  o*  the  year. 

O  HOW  COULD  YE  GANQ  3AE  TO  GRIEVE  ME. 

O  how  ean  ye  gang,  lassie,  how  can  ye  ffng, 

O  bow  pan  ye  gang  sae  to  grieve  me  ? 
Wi*  your  beauty  and  your  art,  ye  hae  broken  my  hearty 

For  I  never>  never  dreamt  ye  wad  loave  me! 
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MEG  O*  THE  etBN. 

If  eg  o*  the  glen  set  aff  to  the  fiur, 
Wr  ruffles  and  i^bbooa,  and  mc^ikle  prepare, 
Her  heart  it  was  heavy,  Her  head  it  was  lichti 
For  a^  the  lang  way  for  a  wooer  she  sicht ; 
She  spak*  to  the  lads,  but  the  lads  slippet  by* 
She  spek'  to  the  lassies,  the  lassies  were  shy* 
She  thought  she  might  do^  but  she  didna  weel  ken. 
For  naue  seem*d  to  care  for  poor  M^  o*  the  glen. 

NOW  MARION  DRY  TOUR  TEARFtT  E'E. 

Now  itfirion  dry  your  tearfii*  e*e^ 

Gae  break  youc  rode  in  twa, 
For  soon  your  gallant  sons  ye'U  see, 

Returned  in  safety  a*. 
O  wow,  gudeman,  m^  heart  is  faui ! 
And  shall  I  see  my  bairns  again  ? 
A'  seated  round  our  ain  hearthstane^ 

Na«  mair  to  gang  awa? 

DAVIE  TULLOCH'S  BONNIE  RATY. 

Darie  TkiIlocfa*s  bonnie  Katy, 

Dane's  bpnnie  blythsome  Katy, 
Tam  the  laird  cam*  down  yestreen, 

He  socht  her  love,  but  gat  her  pity. 

Wi*  trembling  grip  he  squeex*d  her  handy 
While  his  auld  heart  gaed  pitty-patty. 

Aye  he  thought  his  gear  and  land 
Wad  win  die  love  o'  bonnie  Kaly ; 

DaTie  TuUodi's  bonnie  Katy, . 

Daviess  bonnie  blythsome  Katy, 
Aye  she  smil*d  as  Davie  wil*d. 

Her  smile  was  scorn,  yet  mixt  wi*  pityt 

KISS'D  YESTREEN. 

The  Undes  a*  leugh,  and  the  carlin  flate. 
But  Maggie  was  sitten  fu  owrie  and  blate,. 
'ilie  aold  silly  gawky,  slie  coudna  contaixi^ 
Uow  bniwly  &  was  kiss'd  yestreeo^ 
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KissM  yestreen,  kj&s'd  yestreen, 
V  How  brawly  she  was  kiss*d  yestreen, 
Slie  blether'd  it  round  to  her  fae  and  her  ^iead. 
How  brawly  she  was  ]yss*d  yestreen. 

HEY  I>OKALD,  HOW  DONALD 

Tbo*  simmer  smiles  en  bank  and  brae, 
And  nature  bids  the  heart  be  gay. 
Yet  a'  the  joys  o*  flow'iy  May, 

Wr  pleasure  ne'er  can  move  maw 
Hef  Donald,  how  Donald  I 
Think  upon  your  vow,  Donald-— 
Mind  the  heather  kaowe,  Donaid^ 

Wbare  ye  vow*d  to  love  nc 

KITTY  O'CARROL. 
Ye  may  boast  of  your  charms,  and  be  proud  to  be  sur^ 
As  if  there  w.is  neviT  such  beauty  before, 
Bnt»  ere  I  got  %veddet1  to  old  Thady  More, 
I  had  dozens  of  wooers  each  night  at  my  door. 
With  their,  Och  dear  f  O  wfll  you  marry  me, 
Kitty  i>*  Carrol,  the  joy  of  my  soul ! 

«y  DAYS  H  A*E  FLOWN  Wr  GLEESOME  SPEED 
My  days  hae  flown  wi*  gleesome  speedy 

Grief  ne*er  sat  heavy  on  my  mind. 
Sac  happy  in  my  rural  reed, 

I  lilted  every  care  behind ; 
I've  whiles  been  vext,  and  sair  perplext. 

When  friends  prov'd  false,  or  beauty  shy. 
But,  like  gude  John  O'Badenyon, 

I  erun*d  my  lih,  and  car'd  naby. 

THE  BANKS  OF  SPEY. 
&Tnes  of  my  childhood,  your  wanderer  hails  you, 
Wi»g*d  with  rude  storms,  tbo'  the  winter  assails  you, 
BWaSk  and  dreary  as  ye  are,  ye  yet  hae  charms  to  cheer  me^ 
For  here  amidst  my  native  hiHs,  my  botmy  lassie's  near  me ; 
'Tis  sad  16  see  the  withered  lea,  the  druroly  flooded  fountain. 
The  anj^ry  storm  iu  awful  form,  that  sweeps  tlie  moor  and 

mountain^ 
Bvt  frae  the  surly  swelling  blast,  dear  lassie,  1*11  defend  her, 
^id  £rac  the  bontue  banks  of  Spey  I  never  more  shall  ij-aodcK 
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Ittas^  of  ItmfrtlDfl^trr. 


The  gale  18  high,  the  bark  is  ligh^ 

Swiftly  it  gUdv  U^  diyk  .s^  oyer, 
Why  bear,  ye  wave>»  so  base  a  freighf^ 

IVhy  waft,  ye  windsy  a  vagrant  lorer. 
Wake^  artless  maid,  thy  dream  is  o*er. 

No  bright'mng  h^pe  oan  gild  .the  morrow^ 
Ihy  lover  hails  a  distant  shore. 

Nor  thinks  of-  thee  far  in  Glen-Orra. 

Hie  moon  is.  up,  the  maiden's  gone, 
Where  flower  and  tree  the  night  dews  cover, 

To  weep  by  mountain  streaxnlet  lone, 
Q*er  perjur'd  vows  of  faithless  lovcr» 


Turn,  faithless  wretch,  sedt  Orra's  wfld. 
To  rapture  raise  the  maiden's  sorrow. 

Ah !  see  where  love  so  lately  smird. 

Cold,  cold,  she  sinks  in  dark  Glen-Orra. 

The  moon  hangs  pale  o'er  Orra's  steep. 

And  lists  a  hapless  maiden  sighing. 
The  sullen  night-winds,  cavem'd  sleep. 

As  loath  to  rave  o*er  maiden  d^^ng^ 
The  hue  of  death  has  hlench'd  the  lip> 

The  rosy  cheek  is  pale  with  sorrow. 
Ere  mom,  death's  chilly  hand  shall  nip 

The  loveliest  flower  in  green  Glen.Orra. 

II. 

LULLABY  OF  AN  INFANT  CHIEF. 

AIIU-^'  Gadil  gu  1o.** 


O  alumher,  my  darling,  thy  sire  is  a  knight, 

"Shy  mother  a  lady  .so  lovely  and  bright, 

The  hills  and  the  dales  from  the  tow'rs  which  we  sec. 

They  all  shall  belong,  my  dear  infant,  to  thee. 

O  rest  tliee,  baW,  rest  thee,  babe,  sleep  oh  till  day, 
O  ifcsx  thee,  babe,  rest  thee,  babe,'  slfeej)  whale  you  maf. 
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0  fesr  not  the  bugle,  tho*  loudly  k  bi0W% 
It  calls  but  the  wardens  that  guard  tliy  repoae, 
Their  bows  would  be  bended,  their  blades  would  be  re4> 
£re  the  foot  of  a  foemaa  drew  near  to  Ay  bed. 
Then  rest  thee,  babe,  rest  thee,  babe^  deep  pn  till  day, 
Then  rest  thee,  babe,  rest  lliee,  babe^  ateep  while  you  may. 

0  slumber,  my  Au*ling,  the  time  it  may  come^ 
\fheD.  thy  sleep  ahafi  be  bn^en  1^  tnuapel  and  dnioi. 
Then  hush  thee,  dear  baby,  take  rest  while  you  may, 
For  strife  cemcs  with  manhood  as  U^  bomes  wilii  day, 

O  rest  thee,  babe,  rest  thee,  babe^  sleep  on  tiU  day. 

O  rest  thee,  babe,  rest  Aee,  babe»  sleep  while  you  may. 

III. 

THE  BURTAI4  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE  •• 


Kot  a  drum  was  heard,  nor  a  funeral  note. 
As  his  corse  to  the  rampart  we  hurried. 

Not  a  tidier  discharg*d  bis  farewell  shot, 
O'er  the  grave  wlmr^  <Mff  hero  was  buried* 

*  We  have  not  been  able  to  obtain  any  Infonnatlon  who  It  -wa  that  wro^c 
ttU  poetical  elegy,  nor  are  there  any  traces  which  affbrd  room  for  conjecture, 
h  appeared  at  first  in  eeve^  of  the  public  newspapers,  fh>m  whence  it  was 
copied  into  Blackwood**  Magazine,  foil  the  month  of  June  1817.  'Ifte  affldr, 
horwer,  to  which  it  pcfcr»,  and  the  di6tine:ui5hed  person  whom  it  so  Justly 


We  buried  |^.d«ikljr  a*  dnd  of  night. 
The  fiods  widi  our  bejnonets  turniog^ 

By  the  scnigif^iiig  mpon-l^eeins  miilyU^ 
And  the  laotera  dimly  bunung. 

No  useless  coffin  enclosed  his  braas^ 

Nor  in  sheets  nor  in  ahrouds  we  bound  him* 

But  he  lay  like  a  warrior  taking  his  rest* 
With  his  martial  doak  around  hini. 

Few  and  short  were  the  prayers  we  said, 
.   And  we  spoke  not  a  word  of  sonow. 
But  we  stedftstly  gas'd  on  the  face  of  the  defld» 
And  we  bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow. 


tamaumonitM,  are  luljects  too  wdl  known  to  require  fkom  us  any  clitnab 
stantial  deCaO.  Tliey  itand  hi^  on  the  xoU  of  nattooal  dbtlnctioii  and 
achievements.  Their  importance  and  their  renown  have  lioth  been  warmly 
recognised  bjrthecdflbnittonaandtberevereneeoftbepublicingenenL  The 
muatiloiia  ommiaiider  in  particular,  who  fiA  a  victfan  in  theoonteat»  lice 
entombed  in  the  reocdlectiona  of  his  generous  oountr3rmen,  and  hia  memory, 
no  doubt,  will  descend  with  undiminished  lustre  finr  the  admiration  and 
the  example  of  ages  to  come. 

lieutenant  Genenl  Sr  John  Moore,  was  son  to  the  oeletirBted  Dr. 
Moore  of  Glasgow,  and  was  bom  there  in  the  month  of  Novcniier  1761. 
He  afctadied  himadf  early  to  the  professiHi  of  arms,  and  the  whole  course 
of  his  superior  distinguished  career,  showed  how  happy  he  had  been  in  the 
choice  which  he  had  made.  In  the  active  disdiarge  of  his  Mllitaiy  duty, 
he  visited  the  West  Indies,  Corsica,  HoOand,  Ireland,  and  i^ypc,  and 
when  the  expedition  to  Spain  was  first  meditated,  his  extensive  and  veiy 
eminent  services  recommended  him  astlie  fittest  person  to  oHnmand  in  the 
undertaking.  Hare  it  was,  on  the  16th  of  June  1806,  while  engaged  at 
Corrunna,  and  wiUi  victory  hovering  around  bis  standard,  tluithe  fellbya 
shot  ftom  the  enemy's  batteries.  l¥ith  a  liravery  worthy  the  most  romantic 
heroism,  he  sustained  his  hard  but  honourable  fat^  and  shortly  after,  with. 


We  thou^iht-as  we  haDow'd  his  narrow  bed,.    ' 
And  smoothed  down  his  lowly  pillow, 

That  the  foe  and  the  stranger  would  tread  on  his  head. 
And  we  far  away  on  the  billow. 

XJghtly  they'll  talk  of  the  Spirit  that's  gone, 
And  o'er  his  cold  ashes  upbraid' him, 

But  nothing  he'll  reck  if  tliey  let  Iiim  sleep  on. 
In  the  grave  where  a  Briton  has  laid  him* 

But  half  our  heavy  task  was  done, 
When  the  clock  told  the  hour  for  retiring, 

And  vre  heard  by  tlie  distant  and  random  gun, 
That  the  foe  was  suddenly  firing. 


fota  stniggle,  he  breathed  hts  last,  having  been  previously  aMored  of  the 
defetf  of  the  French,  and  expresElng  hit  great  hsf^UMfs  at  the  advantage 
vticb  hie  men  h44  eo  gallw>t|y  oUaiued. 

An  occurrence  ao  aolemn^fio  niKNinifUl,  and  ap  cventftd,  Ibe  very  recital 
of  vhich  tbiills  the  soul  with  tbe.  xnoet.  V4Fi^  emotiona,  was  »  theme  hi 
tftrj  view  highly  respectable,  and  worthy  to  awal^en  the  feelings  &.'.d  song, 
of  the  baxd.  The  tribute  of  poetical  cetebca^en  ami  a|%laiiM  has  ever 
been  courted  by  men  of  eminence  itt  every  d^Mixtnientv.but  the  illustrious 
in  «rar  have  always  preferred  particular  clatnu  tp  the  cnvl^^le  distinctiony. 
and  to  them,  acoordhigly,  in  all  ages,  it  has  been  most  libezall^  expressed.. 

In  no  unmeaning  or  trifling  reAprenoes  Itowever,  whidk-  t^u  froqucntly 
pervade  productions  of  a  similar  kind,  does  the  piece  before  us  in  th$  least 
indulge.  It  is  dedicated  solely  to  that  conclucQng,  but  painAil  scene  which 
iHwhes  lor  ever  all  the  active  duties  of  the  living  to  the  dead.  With  n, 
tcadnness  and  siinpUdty  properly  suited  to  the  occasion,  it  describes  the 
tine  sad  manner  of  entombment,  while  the  sensations  and  the  tears  ar» 
pflfteticsBr  unfiled,  which  occupied  the  nxinds  of  the  sorrowful  attendants, 
" « they  bitterly  thought  on  the  morrow."  Nor  can  we  forbear  remarldng 
faov  happily  and  how  energetically  the  author  concludes.  With  impres. 
ilocs  wlaanized  by  the  importance  of  the  moment,  wbeu  the  earth  was^ 
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Slewly  and  sadly  we  laid  bim  down. 

From  the  field  of  his  famey  fresl}  and  gory. 

We  Ganr*d  not  a  Une»  we  nos'd  not  a  stone. 
But  we  lefl  him  alone  in  his  gloiy. 


^i%^^^^fmm0^'^ 


IV. 


THOU  ART  NOT  FALSE. 


Hiou  art  not  false,  but  thou  art  fiddle. 
To  those  thyself  so  fondly  sought ; 

Ihe  tears  that  thou  httst  forced  to  trickle 
Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thought : 

*Tis  this  which  breaks  the  heart  thou  grievest^ 

Too  well  thou  k>v*st— too  soon  thou  leavest. 

The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises. 
And  spurns  deceiver  and  deceit ; 


to  receive  uid  for  ev«r  conceal  the  sacred  remidm  of  the  ilhutrious  Chie^t 
our  poet  movingly  expresses  the  sorrow  of  the  troops,  as  displayed  even 
in  the  very  act  of  consignment,  '*  Slowly  and  sadly  they  laid  him  down." 
He  adverts  in  a  highly  descriptive  strain,  to  the  martial  state  In  which  the 
hero  was  buried,  '*  From  the  field  of  his  £une  fresh  and  gory,**  and  bjr 
a  single  but  comprphennrely  significant  line,  he  describes  him  as  **  U^ 
«tt  alone  in  hn  gkiry.** 


But  she  who  not  a  thought  duguisoii^ 

Whose  lore  is  as  sincere  as  sweety—* 
When  she  can'  change  who  loved  so  truly^ 
It  feels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

To  dream  of  joy  and  wake  to  sorrow 
Is  doomed  to  all  who  love  or  live ; 

And  if,  when  conscious  on  the  morrow. 
We  Scarce  our  fancy  can  forgive, 

That  cheated  us  in  slumber  only,' 

To  leave  the  waking  soul  more  lonely. 

What  must  they  feel  whom  no  false  vision^ 
But  truest^  tenderest  passion  wanned  ? 

Sincere,  but  swift  in  sad  transition, 
As  if  a  dream  alone  had  charmed? 

Ah  1  sure  such  grief  is  fancy's  scfaemii^ 

And  all  thy  change  can  be  but  dreaming  I 


V. 


TWINE  WEEL  THE  PLAIDEN 


Oh!  I  hae  lost  my  silken  snoo^ 
That  tied  my  hair  sae yellow; 


JVe  gi*en  my  heart  to  the  lad  I  loo*d^ 
He  was  a  gallant  fellow. 

Then  twine  It  weel,  my  bonny  dow,. 

And  twine  it  weel,  the  plaiden  ;^ 
Tbe  lassie  lost  bei*  silken  snoo(i 
In  pu*ing  of  the  bracken. 

He  prais*d  my  een  sae  bonny  blue» 

Sae  lily  white  my  skin,  O ; 
And  syne  he  prie*^d  my  bonny  mou*^. 

And  sware  it  was  nae  sin,  O. 
Then  twine  it  weel,  &c. 

But  he  has  left  the  lass  he  loo'd, 

His  ain  true  love  forsaken, 
Y/Tiich  gars  me  sair  to  greet  the  snood>, 

I  lost  amang  the  bracken. 
Then  twine  it  weel,  &c« 

VI. 
SONG  Ta  MARGARET. 


In  summer  when  nature  her  mantle  displays^ 

Of  the  richest  and  loTeliest  hue. 
How  pleasant)  at  evening,  on  Cartfaa's  green  banks,. 

To  wander;  dear  Maz^aiet|  mtb  you. 


How  ivreet  'tis  to  look  at  the  redblushiiigcloaiil 
And  smile  of  the  4zure  blue  sky« 

But  sweeter,  &x  sweeter,  the  blHsh  on  thy  cheeky 
And  sweeter  the  smile  of  thine  eye. 

And  when  Ja  ihe  bosom  of  ocean  the  siu^ 
Has  sunk  for  a  time  &om  the  inew, 

StiU  lovely  the  scenes  when  by  moonlight  behel<l^ 
Of  a  soft  and  a  tSbr&j  hue. 

But  what  are  the  richest  and  loveliest  scenes 

That  nature  or  art  can  display. 
If  wanting  my  Margaret^  nor  art  can  exoe^ 

Nor  summer  itself  can  look  gay. 


«»%<»»»»»%%%%% 


vii; 

THE  ORPHAN  Bt)Y. 


Aay,  Lady>  stay,  for  mercy's  sake^ 
And  hear. a  helpless  orphan's  tale! 
Oh !  sure  niy  looks  must  pity  wake,— - 
*Tis  want  that  makes  my  cheeks  so  pale* 
Tet  I  was  once  a  mother's  pride, 
And  my  .brave  father's  hope  and  joy ; 
But  in  the  Nile's  proud  fight  he  died. 
And  now  I  am  an  Oiphan  Boy. 
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Poor  fboUsh  child!  how  pleased  was  T 
When  news  of  Nelson's  Tict'iy  came. 
Along  the  crowded  streets  to  %» 
And  see  the  lighted  windows  flame ! 
To  force  me  home  ray  mother  sou^t ; 
She  could  not  hear  to  see  my  joy ; 
For  with  my  fkther*s  life  'twas  bought^ 
And  made  me  a  poor  Orphan  Boy. 

The  people's  shouts  were  long  and  loud  ; 
"My  mother  shuddering  stoppM  her  ears ; 
«<  Rejoice  \  Rejoice !"  still  cried  thfe  crowd 
My  mother  answered  with  her  tear* 
«  Why  are  you  crying  thus,'  said  I, 
<  While  others  laugh  and  shout  with  jpy?*" 
She  kissed  me— and,  with  such  a  sigh  I 
She  called  me  her  poor  Orphan  Boy* 

*  What  is  an  orphan  boy?'  I  cried» 
As  in  her  face  I  look'd  and  smil'd ; 
My  mother  through  har  tears  replied, 
«  You'll  know  too  soon,  iU-fated  child !' 
And  now  they've  tqll'd  my  unoeiiCT'fi  knel^ 
And  I'm  no  more  a  patrenf »  joy, 
O  Lady— I  have  leam'd  too  well 
What  'tis  to  be  an  Oiphan  Boy. 

Oh  !  were  I  by  your  bounty  fed  I 
Ifay,  gentle  lady,  do  not  c^de^-* 


« 
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Trust  me,  t  wish  to  eaiu  my  bread; 
The  sailor's  orphan  boy  has  pride. 
Lady,  you  weep  1— ha !<'— this  to  me? 
Youll  give  me  dothing,  food,  employ  ?-i« 
Look  down,  dear  parents !  look  and  see 
Your  happy,  happy  Orphan  Boy. 

viir. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  BUSACO  »• 

AIIU-ScoCs  wba  hae  wi*  Wallace  bled. 


Beyond  Busaco*8  mountains  dun, 
'When  far  had  roU'd  the  sultry  sun, 
And  night  her  pall  of  gloom  had  thrown, 

0*er  nature's  still  oouTezity ; 
High  on  the  heath  our  tents  were  spread^ 
The  cold  turf  was  our  cheerless  bed. 
And  o'er  die  hero's  dew  chill'd  bead. 

The  banners  flapp'd  incessantly. . 


«  Wc  are  not  prepared  at  present,  with  ceitaiAty  to  aflinn  who  nuiy 
have  been  the  author  of  thU  excellent  song.  Were  we,  however,  to  hanrd 
a  conjecture,  we  would  ascribe  it  to  the  pen  of  lilr.  J.  Ho^,  more  generally 
luMNrn  bjr  the  fiaxniliar  appellatioa  of  **  The  Ettrick  Shepherd.**  To  this 
«e  are  induced  both  from  the  internal  evidence  which  the  "piece  its^ 
whibi'i,  and  by  its  appearance  firtt  of  all  in  the  Spy,  a  perlodfeal  wt»k. 
pubUshed  in  Edinburgh,  oTwhkfa  Mr.  Hogg  was  biaiNlf  the  Editor. 
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The  loud  war  trumpet  woke  the  morn,. 
The  quivering  drum,  the  pealing  ham, 
I^rom  rank  to  rank  the  cry  is  borne. 

Arouse  for  death  or  victory; 
The  orb  of  day  in  crimson  dye, 
Began  to  mount  the  morning  sky,. 
Tlien  what  a  scene  for  warrior's  eye^ 

Hung  on  .Uie  bold  d^vity. 

The  serried  bay'nets  gl^ftfaing  stoocU 
lake  icicles  on  hills  of  blood. 
An  aerial:  stream*  arsitverifrood, 

Reel*d  in  the  flickering  canopy, 
like  waves  of  ocean  rolling  fast. 
Or  thunder  doud  before  the  blast, 
Massena's  legions,  stem  and  vast, 

Rush*d  to  the  dreadful  rj^veliy. 


"Whoever  may  have  been  the  author,  Die  Qottle  of  Buaaco  is  aaong 
•f  oonsidenfale  merit,  and  undoubtedly  the  production  of  a  master  ia 
poetry.  W  is  evidently  done  in  the  ctyle  of  Mr.  Campbell's  Hohenlinden, 
a^d  though  the  imlMMion«must  he  adcpowledlged  .to  be  in  some  respects 
inferior  to  the  modd,  yet  still  it  possesses  particular,  nay  even  distinguished 
excellence  in  its  kind.  By  a  variety  oflMU  picturesque  alliiBioitt,  expressed 
by  terms  most  a^xopriatB  and  inq^ressive,  the  poet  introduces,  descrtties, 
and  concludes  the  interesting  scenes  of  action,  €f  conte^  and  of  death. 
\S^th  a  concern  which  it  is  utterly  Imposrible  to  suppress,  we  hear  the 
awfully  oomprriiensivc  signal  to  en^ge,  **  Arouse  for  death  or  victory." 
In  hansb  grating  sounds,  which  enter  the  very  soul,  we  are  infoimed  of 
legions  '*  Rushing  to  the  dreadful  revelry,**  while  the  poet  in  a  manner 
hi^y  significant,  p9«onifies^**Red  Ruin  riding  triumphantly.**  Thevrtiolek 
in  fact,  is  a  highly  finished  ^fUsion,  eminently  calculated  to  commcmonte 
the  aiBdr  to  which  it  refers,  and  by  its  impulse  to  rouae  the/'undaunted  and 
J|«pifi,W  the  boldest  *'  Feat}  of.pfaiyalxy.V 
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Hie  iMitkse  is  o*er,  the  Ifattd  flfao<^^ 
A  dioKuid  thousand  thundBn  woke^ 
Hie  air  grows  adc,  the  mountauis  rodc^ 

.Red  ruin  ridca  trhnxiiihaiitiy; 
Light  boil*d  the  war  doud  to  the  sky. 
In  phantom  towen  and  adumns  hi^ 
But  dark  and  dense  tiielr  basts  Ue^ 

Fnme  on  Ae  battle's  boundaiy* 

Hie'thisde  waVd  her  bonnet  bloe^ 
The  harp  her^wildest  war  notes  duev. 
The  red  rose  gaia'd  a  fimfaev  hue» 

Busaoo  in  thy  heraldry; 
Hail,  galhoit  hrolhers !  woe  belht 
Hie  foe  that  bnves  thy  triple  wall, 
Xhy  sons,  O'  wrefehed  Portugal, 

Botts'd  at  their  feala  of  chindry^ 


Him  sdHk  the  night,  and  how  deathlike  the  gloom^ 
Which  earth's  lonely  bounds  now  enshrouds^ 

Kostar  qMvides  bright^  and  ietir*d  is  the  moon^ 
From  her  sentinel-wirtdi  in  the  clouds*. 
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Where  now  are  the  flclirers  that  cmbroidelr'd  the  Vale;^ 
And  the  hills  which  yon  hamlet  endos'd, ' 

And  where  are  the  wild-woods  ithat  way'd  in  the  gale^ 
On  whose  tops  the  daik  imvens  repos'd  ? 

For  a  moBMOt  they're  hid,  but  booq  shall  the  Tcil 

Whidi  o'ershadows  fliem  ynaaaA  away ! 
With  the  dawning  of  mom  iheir  return  I  shall  haily 

And  their  beauty  again  I'll  surrey. 

But  where  are  the  thoughts  that  once  gladden'd  Iny  hearty 
And  the  hopes  I  so  fondly  have  dicrish'd ; 

And  where  are  the  visions  whieh  blissful  did  start? 
Alas!  they  fiir  ever  are  perish'd. 

Tes,  for  ever ! — ^no  nore  ahall  £iiia*B  bri^  cye^ 

The  sun  of  my  soul,  died  its  l^t; 
Its  heaven-bom  lustre  has  fled  in  a  sigfa» 

And  left  my  sad  bosom  Inuighu 
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UN£9» 
ta  imttiitioii  of  tbe  ItaOm* 


3Lo««  under  fiiendship's  vesture  whttt^ 
Laughs,  his  little  liiobs  ooncealixig»<-« 
And  oft  in  sport  and  oft  in  spite^ 
Idke  Fity  meets  the  dazsled  sights 
fitauks  through  his  tears  revealing. 
But  now  as  Rage  the  God  iqppearsf 
He  frowns, and  tempests  shake  his  frame] 
IVowning,  or  smiling,  or  in  tears» 
*Tb  Lore-^end  Love  is  stiU  tbe  aaucw 

XI. 
THE  WISH. 


Mine  be  a  eot  beside  tfie  hill ; 
A  bee-hive*8  hum  shall  soothe  my  earf 
A  willowy  biodc,  that  tutns  a  mill 
Wtb  many  a  fidl  MA  Knger  near* 


1^ 

The  swaUow  oft  beneath  my  thatdi. 
Shall  twitba  from  her  day-built  nest- 
Oft  shall  the  pilgrim  lift  the  latch* 
And  share  my  meal,  a  welcome  guest 

Around  my  ivy'd  porch  diall  spring 
£ach  fragrant  ilower  that  drinks  the  dew« 
And  Lucy  at  hte  iirheel  ^haU  sing 
In  russet  gown  and  apron  blue. 

The  village  church  among  the  treei^ 
Where  first  our  marriage-vows  were  giv*% 
With  merry  peals  shall  swell  the  breeze* 
And  point  with  taper  ^ire  to  heav'n. 


i^»»V»%^^^^^^ 


xir. 

AN  ITALIAN  SONG. 


Dear  is  my  little  nativekvale  ; 

The  ring-4love  builds  and  murmun  daeni 

Close  by  my  cot  she  tells  her  tale 

To  every  passing  villager. 
The  squirrel  leaps  firom  tree  to  tree 
And  shelkhis  nuts  at  liberlgr. 

In  orange  groves  and  myrtle  bowers, 
That  breathe  a  gale  of  fragrance  rouad^ 
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I  ch«m  Hie  frirj^fooied  hmxn^ 
With  mj  loved  lute's.  noMntie  mind  s 
Or  aown9  of  Uidiig  lauret  ^veeve^ 
For  those  that  win  the  nee  el  evcb 

l!1ie  shepherd's,  horn  at  bfeai;  of  dey— 
The  bellet  deocTd  la  tfi^df^  gled&-*>* 
The  cMiinnet  end  romndeiej 
Sung  In  ilie  sUeqt  green*wood  ahade^ 
These  simple  jojs,  that  never  fail,, 
Shall  hind  me  to  my  native  ?alew. 


XIIK 

A  FAREWELU 


Once  moie^  enchanting  girl,  adieu  ! 

I  most  b^one  while  yet  I  vaey,. 
Oft  shall  I  weep  to  think  of  you ! 

But  here  I  wijU  not^.  cannot  stay. 

The  sweet  eipression  of  that  face* 
For  ever  changing^  yet  the  same* 

Ahno^  I  dare  not  turn  to  tracer 
It  OflltB  m J  soul,  it  flees  my  finme  k 

b3 
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Yet  give  me,  give  me,etQlg% 

One  little  lock  of  these  so  blesf^ 
lliat  lend  your  cheek  a  wanner  glowv 

And  OB  your  white  neck  love  to  rest. 

Saj,  when  to  kindle  soft  ddi^t^ 

That  hand  has  dianced  with  nnne  to  meet^ 
How  could  its  thrilling  touch  excite 

A  s^  so  short,  and  yet  so  sweet? 

O  say-^but  no^  it  nuist  not  bfr«- 
Adieu !  a  long,  a  long  adieu !— • 

Yet  stiU,  methinks,  you  frown  on  me^ 
Or  never  could  I  fly  &om  you. 


XIV. 
ON  A  TEAR*. 


Oh !  that  the  chemist's  magic  art 
Could  crystallize  this  secret  treasure ! 

Long  should  it  glitter  near  my  lieart, 
A  secret  source  of  pensive  pleasure. 

*  ThJ8  beautiful  little  song,  and  likewise  the  four  which  iinmediatdf 
precede  it,  are  taken  fjrom  the  oompOBitiUM  of  aunud  BfOgen,  £iq;  Banker, 
London.   Besides  these,  and  several  otben  of  a  simitar  oatfire,  he  u  the 
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Tlie  little  Inrilliant,  ere  it  fell. 
Its  lustre  caught  from  Chloe*s  eye; 

Tlien,  trembling,  left  its  coral  cell— 
Tbe  spring  of  sensibility  ! 

Sweet  drop  of  pure  and  pearly  light ! 

In  tfaee  the  rays  of  virtue  shine ; 
More  calmly  dear,  more  mildly  bright^ 

Than  any  gem  that  gilds  the  mine. 


anflior  of  flie  **  Voyage  of  Ck)lumbu8,"  and  of  the  well  known  production, 
entitled  the  <*  Pleasures  of  Memory."  These  are  all  exceedingly  interesting 
aod  beautiful  in  thdr  Idnd,  being  calculated  to  improve  while  they  amuse 
and  deOght  They  exhibit  to  us,  in  a  very  eminent  degree,  that  power  of 
i^trention  and  refinement  of  feeling,  seconded  by  a  certain  fdicity  of  ezpres. 
RMi,  vtich,  whatever  may  be  his  subject,  form  the  necessary  and  distinctive 
luatifimtiona  of  the  poetic  character. 

Of  an  the  perfomiances  of  Mr.  R.  the  first  place  is  certainly  due  to 
h»  «  Pleasures  of  Memory."  It  is,  perhaps,  the  only  exhibition  of  its  kindt 
vhose  intrinac  excellence,  without  suflMng  any  peroqitible  deterlorati(Mi« 
(»  sustain  a  critical  comparison  with  the  **  Measures  of  Hope."  Both 
P^  indeed  ^ipear  to  have  been  peculiarly  happy  in  the  dioice  of  their 
"i^ect,  as  each  has  distinguished  himself  with  unrivalled  success.  They 
^47e  depicted  in  a  truly  po^c^  style,  scenes  wliich,  though  equally  remote 
from  the  present,  are  not,  on  that  account,  less  interesting  or  important. 
Abstiacting  us  for  the  moment,  ftom  the  particular  periods  of  life  at  which 
veoia^have  arrived^— firom  the  peculiar  situations  in  which  we  may  for  tlie 
time  be  placed,  and  trbm  the  varied  emotions  which  these  necessarily  inq)ire, 
^boch  most  forcibly  direct  our  attention  to  the  days  and  to  the  enjoyments 
^  oOm  years.  With  all  the  glowing  sensibility  of  fancy  and  of  hope,  the 
one  hurries  us  forwvd  through  the  regions  both  of  probability  and  of  wish, 
while  the  otiier,  with  a  fascinating  but  persuasive  sweetness,  makes  us 
xe^ct  and  re.feel  What  we  may  have  long  ago  entirely  forgot.  The  one  in 
the  spirit  of  a  fondly  fostered  child,  delights  to  recollect  and  to  dwell  upon 
thecaresMs  it  has  formerly  enjoyed ;  the  other  still  throbbing,  and  full  of 
the  injuries  of  his  past  life,  gladly  escapes  into  uncertain  futurity,  anxiously 
Mticiting  amelioration  and  redress.   In  short,  both  poets  pregnant  with  the 
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Benign  restorer  of  the  soul ! 

Who  evOT  fly'st  to  bring  relief, 
IVhen  first  we  feel  the  rude  contitnil 

Of  love  or  pity,  joy  or  grief* 

The  sages  and  flie  poet*s  theme^ 
In  every  clime,  in  every  age  ; 

Thou  charm'st  in  Fancy's  idle  dream—* 
In  Reason's  philosophic  page. 

That  very  law  *  which  moulds  a  tear. 
And  bids  it  trickle  from  its  source^ 

That  source  preserves  the  earth  a  sphera^ 
And  guides  the  planets  in  thdr  course. 


theme  of  th^  long^-fnnopcrly  alive  to  itslmportamceandtolts  InllueBcc, 
and  hi^y  qoalifltid  for  the  execution  of  the  deiign,  have  so  fediogl? 
collected,  aRanged,.aiideiidM31lri»d  thdr  reqieetive  subjects,  that  there  is 
little  rf>a!iCT  left  for  any  future  aiooeMfiil  competition 

♦  The  law  oTgtavitatiaii. 
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XV. 
THE  WEARY  PUND  O'  TOW. 


The  weary  pund,  the  weary  pund. 
The  weary  pund  o*  tow  g 

I  think  wy  wifk  wiU  end  her  Ijftf 
JSefitre  she  spin  her  tow. 

I  bought  my  wife  a  stane  o*  lint 
As  gude  as  e*er  did  grow ; 

And  a'  4liat  she  has  made  o'  tfaa^ 
Is  ae  poor  pund  o*  tow. 

J^  weary  jrnnd,  j^c. 

There  tat  a  bottle  in  a  bole^ 

Beyont  the  ingle  low; 
And  aye  she  took  the  tither  soukt 

To  diouk  the  stowrie  tow. 

2%e  weary  pundt  ^c 

Quoth  I,  for  shame,  ye  dirty  dame, 
Gae  spin  your  tap  o*  tow ! 

She  took  the  rock,  and  wi'  a  knock* 
She  brack  it  owre  my  pow. 

The  weary  pund  o*  tovh  t^ 
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M  last  her  feet,  I  sang  to  see*ty 
Gaed  foremost  owre  the  know^ 

And  or  I  wed  anitfaer  jade, 
1*11  wallop  in  a  tow. 

The  weary  pund  o'  tow  ^. 

XVI. 
MORNA« 


Her  hair  was  like  the  Cromla  nus^ 
'When  evening  sun  beams  firom  the  wes^ 

Bright  was  the  eye  of  Moma. 
When  beauty  wept  the  warrior^s  faD, 
Then  lone  and  daik  was  Fbgal*s  hal^ 

Sad  was  the  lovely  Mama. 

O  lovely  were  the  blue-eyM  maids, 
Hiat  sung  peace  to  the  warrior^s  shade^ 

But  none  so  fair  as  MonuL 
Her  hallow*d  tears  bedcw*d  the  brake, 
Hiat  wav*d  beside  dark  Orma*s  lake^ 

Where  wanderM  lovely  Moma. 

Sad  was  the  hoary  minstrel's  song, 
That  died  the  rustling  heath  among. 
Where  sat  the  lovely  Morna. 
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It  sluniber'd  on  t]|||]^lacid  wave^ 
It  echo'd  thro*  the  warrior's  cave, 
ilDd.sigh'd  again  to  Morna* 

The  hero's  plumes  were  lowly  laid  ;    * 
In  Fii^gal*8  hall  each  blue-qr*d  maid 

Sung  peace  and  rest  to  Moma. 
"Die  harp's  wild  strain  was  past  and  gonc^ 
No  more  it  whisper'd  to  the  moan 

Of  lovely  dying  Moma* 


XVII. 


LASS  Wr  A  LUMP  OF  LAND. 


Gi'e  me  a  lass  wi*  a  lump  o*  land^ 

And  we  for  life  shall  gang  thegither, 
Tho'  daft  or  wise  I'll  ne'er  demand^ 

Or  black  or  fair,  it  maksna  whether. 
I'm  aff  wi'  wit,  and  beauty  will  fade. 

And  blude  alane  is  no  worth  a  shiUing^ 
But  she  that's  rich,  her  market's  made, 

For  ilka  4  harm  about  her  is  killing. 
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ere  me  a  lass  wi'  a  Ii&np  o*  land. 

And  in  my  bosom  1*11  hug  my  treasure; 
Gin  I  had  ance  her  gear  in  my  hand» 

Should  love  turn  dowf,  it  will  find  pleasure. 
XAugh  on  who  likes,  but  there's  my  hand, 

I  hate  wi*  poortith,  4ho*  bonny,  to  meddle^ 
Unless'  they  bring  cash,  or  a  lump  o*  land, 

They'se  never  get  me  to  dance  to  their  fiddle. 

There's  meikle  good  love  in  bands  anit  bag!^ 

And  siller  and  gowd*s  a  sweet  complexion  j 
But  beauty,  and  wit,  and  virtue  in  rags, 

Hae  tint  the  art  of  gaining  affection; 
Love  tips  his  arrows  wi*  woods  and  parks. 

And  castles  and  rigs,  and  moors  and  meadowy 
And  naetfaing  can  catch  our  modem  qiarks 

3ut  wed  tocher'd  lasses,  or  jointur*d  widows^ 
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XVIII. 

LOUD  ROAR*D  THE  TEMPEST. 

AIBw— Hie  moon  was  a-waning. 


Loud  rov'd  tlie  tempest,  the  night  was  descending, 
•^lone  to  the  bemch  was  the  fair  maiden  wending. 
She  eyed  the  dark  wave  thro*  its  light  foaming  cover. 
And  chill  grew  her  heart  as  she  thought  on  her  lover. 

Long  has  she  wander*d  her  maiden  heart  fearing, 
Wild  rolls  her  eje  but  no  bark  is  ttppeeanjig. 
No  kind  star  of  li^  thro*  the  dark  sky  is  beaming, 
And  far  is  the  cliff  where  the  beacon  is  gleaming. 

In  vain  for  thy  love  the  beacon  flame's  burning. 
And  vain  is  thy  gaze  to  descry  him  returning, 
No  longer  he  sttives  'gainst  the  billows*  rude  motion, 
For  heavy  they  roU  o*er  his  bed  of  the  ocean. 

"  Ah !  where  is  my  child  gone,  long  does  she  tany," 
Food  mother  ^jabmty  1hou*rt  not  heard  by  thy  Maiy, 
For  sound  is  her  sleep  on  the  dark  weedy  pillow, 
Her  bed  the  cold  Mmd,  «iid  her  sheet  the  rode  billow* 
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90K6  OF  A  HXNDUSTAKKI  GIBX.  \ 


*Tis  thy  willy  and  I  mnst  lonre  tfaee^ 

0  then,  best-bdor'd,  farewdl ! 

1  forbear,  lest  I  should  grieve  thee^ 
'    Half  my  heartfelt  pangs  to  telL 

Soon  a  British  &ir  will  charm  ihee^ 
Thou  her  smiles  wilt  fondly  woo ; 
But  (hough  she  to  rapture  warm  tfae^ 
Don*t  forget  thy  Poor  Hucboo. 

«  The  IbOowiag  dMOOHtaoeei  we  raOm^fanH,  give  ceearion  tD  tfai» 
singularly  Intereating  production.  Among  tiie  other  InoMtes  of  a  British 
resident  in  India,  was  a  Hindustanni  Oiri»  diftinguiabed  both  for  her  refine- 
molt  and  aeoOtiOStj,  and  who  "had  cjopccItwI  for  her  master  a  rery  tender 
affection.  Notwithstanding  her  particular  atteefament  and  attentiona,  how- 
ever,  her  iestbeiovedj  it  seems,  had  courted  and  was  about  to  maxiy  > 
lady  belonging  to  his  own  country.  Amid  many  other  necessary  aitange- 
ments  for  tfie  teoeption  of  his  iatended  and  ckfant  tartda^  the  gmtiaiian 
judged  it  proper  now  to  get  rid  of  bis  poor  BMoOt  and  aeoonUi^  sent 
her  a  condderable  way  up  into  the  country. 

As  they  were  in  the  act  of  tenortaig  her  ttouk  llie  onSy  4*9eot  of  her 
sincere  regard,  the  was  obsenred  to  indulge  her  agoniied  fedings,  by  singiDK 
apl^tive  but  most  harmonious  strain,  which  she  had  evidentl^y  onnposed 
for  the  monmAil  occasion.  Some  Ihae  afterwards,  Urii  melody  was  com- 
nvnucstedtDtheicelebnted  Mrs.Opkeb  fbr  Vn^  putpotit  of  mHOit  it  with 
appropriate  words.  How  well  she  has  succeeded  mi^  eerily  be  inferred, 
even  flrom^a  cursory  perusal  of  the  preceding  song,  whidi  we  may  safely 
aOtm  cannot  iUI  le  interart  every  rorier  win  poiicsgei  te  ISHt  vpar^ 

-ibilitr. 
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Vdl  I  know  this  happy  beauty, 
^8oon  tlidie  envied  bride  will  shine  % 
But  will  she  by  aoxUius  duty 
Aove  a  paasiim  waim  9$  mine? 
If  to  rule  be  her  ambition. 
And  her  own  desires  pnraue, 
Thou'lt  recal  my  fond  submission. 
And  regret  thy  Poo&  Hikdoo. 

Bom  herself  to  rank  and  splendour. 
Will  she  d^gn  to  wait  on  thee^ 
And  those  soft  attentions  render, 
Tboa  so  oft  has  praised  in  me? 
Tet^  why  doubt  her  care  to  please  thee? 
thou  must  every  heart  subdue ; 
1  am  sure  each  maid  that  sees  thee 
Loves  thee  like  thy  Pooft  Hindoo. 

Ho,  ah !  no ! — tfaou^  fiom  thee  parted. 
Other  maids  will  peace  obtain ; 
But  thy  Lola,  broken-hearted, 
Ke'er,  oh  \  ne*er,  will  smUe  again. 
O  how  fast  from  thee  they  tear  me  I 
Faster  still  shall  death  pursue : 
But  'tis  well— death  will  endear  me» 
And  thou'lt  mourn  thy  Poor  HiNDoob 


so 


Her  piercing  beauty  struck  my  hearty 

And  she  became  my  choice ; 
To  Cupid  now,  with  hearty  prayer, 

I  offer'd  many  a  vow. 
And  danc*d»  and  sang,  and  s%h*d  and  BWtm^ 

As  other  lovers  do ; 
But  when  at  last  I  brea1h*d  my  flame^ 

I  found  her  cold  as  stone ; 
I  left  the  girl,  and  tun*d  my  pipe 

To  John  o*  Badenyon. 

When  love  had  thus  my  heart  beguil'd 

With  foolish  hopes  and  vain. 
To  friendship's  port  I  8teer*d  my  course 

And  laugh*d  at  lover's  pain ; 
A  friend  I  got,  by  lucky  chance, 

'Twas  something  Hke  divine. 
An  honest  friend's  aprecbus  gift. 

And  such  a  g3t  was  mine ; 
And  now  whatever  might  betide 

A  happy  man  was  I, 
In  any  strait  I  knew  to  whom 

I  freely  might  apply ; 
A  strait  soon  came — my  fiiend  I  try*d— 

He  heard,  and  spurn'd  my  moan ; 
I  hied  me  home,  and  tun'd  my  pipe 

To  John  o'  Badenyon. 

Methought  I  should  be  triser  nextj 
And  would  a  patriot  turn. 
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to  doaft  on  JchnvyWfSkes, 
And  try  up  tmisoa  Horn^ 
Tbdr  nuDily  tffxtk  Jhtdaat'df 

And  pnis'd  theb  noble  swiy 
Who  badf  with  flaBDoiag  ton^e  find  pen^ 

Maintaln'd  the  puMie  wieal; 
But  a%  a  month  or  two  had  pd^t^ 

I  found  myself  bdtmy'id, 
^Twas  self  and  party  ifter  all,  * 

For  all  the  stir  fbeynude ; 
At  last  I  saw  the  fiKttious  knaves 

Insult  die  Tery  throne, 
I  cursVd  them  a',  and  tun'd  my  pipo- 
To  John  o*  Badenyon.     - 

What  next  to  dc^  I  mus^d  awhUa^ 

Still  hoping  to  succeed, 
I  pitch*d  on  books  for  cooopanyy 

And  gravely  tiy'd  to  read : 
I  bought  and  borrow'd  every  where. 

And  study'd  night  and  day. 
Nor  mis8*d  what  dean  or  doctor  wrot«   - 

That  happen'd  in  my  way. 
Philosophy  I  now  esteemed 

The  eomament  of  youtbt, . 
And  careluUy,  through  many  a  pag^^    ' 

I  hunted  after  truth* 
A  thousand  vaiious  schemes  I.try'd, 

And  yet  was  pleas*d  with  none, 
I  threw  tfaem  by,  *and  tun*d  my  pipo 

To  John  o*  Badenyon. 
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And  lunr.  3f«  3r0^ogsMi«  every;  wbfN^ 

That  wish  t»  »a|c0  •  8bo«r» 
Take  heed  in  tm^fim  fimdly  bop* 

For  happiMW  beiew  I 
"Wluit  you  may  £wiqr  plieMm  bfre» 

la  but  an  eftufty  Msney 
And  girk,,  and  f modsf  «i>d  bpok0»  and  4% 

You'll  find  tfiqiwf  all  tbe  eaoiet 
Then  be  adv^*d  and  wming  ttk'^ 

From  such ilMn:a» ine i 
I'm  ndtber  Piipe  nor  Ogdiaal 

Nor  one  of  high  degMe; 
You'll  queet  di«pl<«H«r9  every  where ; 

Then  do  as  I  have  doae> 
Even  tune  your  pipe>  and  please  yourselyes^ 

With  John  o*  Badenyon. 

XXJI> 
MARY  OF  BUTTERMERE  ♦. 


In  Buttermere's  woods  aad  wilds  amoog^ 
A  flowenet  bloasoin'd,  and  fyit  k  grew  ;  . 

*Twa8  pure  as  the  braek  diat  rippl'd  along. 
Or  the  pearly  drops  of  the  uoming  de^* 

a  Thk  long  vefera  to  the  un&ituiiate  JKary  BoliiBtQii,  better  loiown  if 
Hhs  name  of  Mary  of  Buttenn«e. 
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ft  swMdjr  smil'd  in  ks  native  liower. 

But  a  cold  blast  eame  like  the  wintiy  air, 
Whidi  nipt  tfaia  sweet  and  enchanting  flower^ 

The  lovely  Maiy  of  Buttcmoe. 

«  • 

O !  sweet  was  the  hour,  ifaat  like  morning  dear) 

Rose  on  this  gem  so  para  and  Mlg^tp 
But  saw  it  steep'd  in  deep  sorrow's  tear, 

To  wither  amid  tiie  shades  ef  night. 
Hope  lied  from  the  cheek  of  roseate  hue, 

And  tlie  lily  pale  now  languish'd  there, 
And  dim  look'd  the  eye,  of  heavenly  bKie^ 

Of  tlie  lovely  Maiy  of  Buttermere. 

For  tiieve  was  a  duvm,  and  a  witdiing  spell^ 

That  stole  her  guildess  heart  away ; 
She  lov*d,  but,  alas !  she  lov*d  too  well. 

And  felt  a  flame  that  could  ne'er  decay. 
Now  wandering  the  wild,  unseen,  unknown^ 

Hot  sigh  is  the  sigh  of  sad  despair,— 
Uke  the  hiiglited  ilower  in  its  bower  alonc^ 

/la  Ifae  lovely  Mary  of  Buttermere. 
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SONQ. 


HtnUi-MaMl  9lli  fldi  llMit  0^  alM^ 


Her  kias  was  Mft  aod  twefi^ 

Ber  miles  were  free  and  iaia$ 

And  beamiag  bright  the  witduBg  glance 

Of  her  I  UuNii^t  BOf  ain* 


Hiat  kiss  has  poiioi^'d  peaee». 
Her  smiles  have  rous'd  despauv 
Por  kindly  tho*  her  i^Unoes  be 
^ey  beam  on  me  nae  mair* 

^Jow  kmely's  evfry  haunt 
That  I  once  trode  with  joy. 
And  duU  and  drear  the  sacred  grove 
'Where  we  were  wont  to  toy. 

The  rose  can  please  nae  mair. 

The  lily  seems  to  fade. 

And  waefii*  seems  the  blackbird's  sang^ 

Xbat  ii8*d  to  cheer  the  glade. 


ss 

Tim  IjCMKMH  0I1C6  VS8  gBJ^ 

But  now  afarow  of  gloom 
Foditngn^  IB  dMnctora  of  cai% 
That  it  is  pleMure^s  tnnb. 

TeC  none  diill  k^ar  die  aigii 
Tliat  stmgglei  to  lie  free, 

Ko  teer  iball  tntfe  lliis  sallair  dieelt 
No  mnmnir  bunt  from  m6» 

Tlio*  alent  beny  woi^ 
'Tia  not  the  lev  mnw  - 
Fonofn  I  iMOod  on  Ibmer  jojiA 
To  love  and  memVf  deer. 

She  minds  na  o*  the  tows 
Tliat  aeaTdomr  youthAil  U^ 
But  heaven  has  leeotds  ikat  will  hH% 
Mj  fattfa  and  tmih  to  ftoft. 
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XXIV. 

DIRGE  OP  A  HIGHLAND  CHIEF  •, 

« 
* 

VVho  was  exiecuted  after  the  RebdUon. 


Son  of  t^«  mighty  and  the  firee^ 
I/oy*d  leader  of  the  faUhfal  brave, 
Was  it  for  high-rank'd  chief  like  thee 

To  fill  |k  naiaeless  ipnve ?, 
Oh !  hadst  thou  dunibered  with  the  slain ; 
Had  glory's  4aatfa-bod  been  tfay  lot, 
£*en  though  on  reft  CuUoden's  plain. 

We  then  had  moom'd  thee  not. 

But  darkly  dosM  thy  mom  of  fiune, 
Thi^t  m^  ^hose  sun-beams  rose  so  fair, 
Bevenge  alone  nj^y  breathe  thy  jaajaaCf 

*The  watch-word  of  despair; 
Yet  oh,  if  gallant  spirit's  power. 
Has  e'er  ennobled  death  like  tfa^ie^ 
Then  gloiy  mark'd  thy  parting  hour, 

Xiast  of  a  mighty  line. 

«  This  feeling  and  pathetic  dirge  wag  oompofled  by  a  young  gentlemani  o4 
reading  inunediately  after  its  first  ^ipearanoe,  ihe  wdl  known  worlL,  entitM 
•V  Waverley."  It  was  then  forwarded  to  the  supposed  author,  requesting,  if  ^ 
ahould  approve,  and  under  his  correction,  that  it  might  be  inserted  in  tiM 
Aiture  editions  of  that  celebrated  Novel.  The  indhridual,  however,  to  wbom 
It  was  addressed,  being  wholly  unconnected  with  the  work  referred  t»,  f^ 
'ng  00  influence  to  obtain  i  place  for  it  there,  it  was  judged  prop'') 
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O'er  tlij  own  bowers  the  sunshine  falls. 
Bat  cannot  cheer  their  londy  gloom, 
Hiose  beams  that  gild  tfiy  native  walls. 

Are  sleeping  on  thy  tomb, 
luring  on  Hxj  mountains  laughs  the  while. 
Thy  green  woods  wave  in  yemal  air. 
But  the  ]ov*d  scenes  may  vainly  smil^ 

Kot  e'en  thy  dust  is  thene. 

*  •  • 

On  thy  blue  hilla  nelwigW  .aouiid 
Is  mingling  with  4ihf  toifwt*«  potr* 
Umnark'd  the  red  d«er  9pw(  vrowndf-** 

Hiou  Icad'st  the  chase  no  mor*. 
Thy  gates  are -cloa'^  4fay  haU&.are  stmr— 
Hiose  halls  wfaem  awell'^.lhe  ^fskoitH  istfxWBi*^ 
'  Tliey  hear  the  wlkl  winda  munnvcijpg  shiiUy 

And  all  is  inMb'^J^tfiD* 

Thy  Bard  ^afnaling  h$K]^h»  bidke  ; 
His  fire— his  joy  .<if  joo^iia  fa$t ; — 
One  by  to  nfatrnk-^Sttf^hn  iKilEf^ 

HiajMidfBtaddhiaiaft* 
Ko  other  theme  to  him  is  dear 
Hian  lofty  deedtitf  Ifaine; 
Hush'd  be  the  UnfaiJllMiujew'Amt  he» 

ijtait  of  ^ixoffityMxiB* 

• 

lioditftpicisTefheioagiticif  ftanKMhrioo,  and  that  the  rnl  author  at 
Waferie7ini^b6;,aware  of  the  honour  which  ww  thus  inteoded  hiin,ta 
MDditflDrpiibiicBtiim  to  the  Edinburgh  Annual  Regliter.  Txam  that  work 
w  hm  tdunthe  IBwrty  now  toestnct  it,  convinced  that  our  readen  will 
doive  ttHt  pleamre  ftoBft  1(1  pcfunl,  widcb  we  oooceive  it  10  wfU  calculated 

toiflbnL 


S8 


3CXV. 


HONIMIA> 


nt  bell  had  toU*d  the  midnight  hour,-«« 
Mommla  sought  the  shade,—- 

The  cheerless  yew  tree  maik'd  the  spot 
Where  Leontine  was  hud. 

With  soft  and  trembling  steps,  the  maid 

Appvoach'd  the  drear  abode^ 
A  tear<-drop  glisten*d  on  her  cheeky 

And  dew*d  her  lover's  sod- 
Cold  blew  die  blast,  the  jew  tree  dxooir, 

And  sigfa'd  with  hoOow  moan; 
Hie  wand'ling  moon  had  sunk  to  re8l« 

And  faint  the  twilight  shone 

Monimia's  cfaedc  grew  deadly  pale» 
Dew*d  with  the  tear  of  aarrow, 

M^hUe  oft  she  pressed  her  lover's  gran^ 
JNTor  wak*d  with  dawn  of  morrow. 
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XXTI. 


AHD  MAUK  I  STILL  ON  MENIE  DOAIf* 


Again  rejoicing  datoic  ieci 

Her  robe  asBmne  its  ircrmd  hiica^ 
Her  leafy  locks  ware  in  fbe  bneie^ 
All  ffcahly  steep'd  in  morning  dew* 
And  maun  ItHBon  Metdedoaif 
And  beat  the  scorn  tkai^s  inker  e^tf 
For  *iujeifjei  black,  and  'tuOhea  kdwit 
And  tr  wmna  la  a  botfy  be» 

Id  vain  to  me  the  cowslipe  Uatr, 
In  vain  to  me  the  vi'lets  tpm^ 

In  vain  to  me^  in  glen  or  shaw, 
I^  mavis  and  the  lintvHiite  sing* 
And  numn  ImHO,  ^» 

Tbe  merry  plowboy  diecrs  his  tean^ 
Vi*  joy  the  tentie  sccdwnan  stalks, 

Bui  life  to  me's  a  weary  dream, 
A  dream  of  ane  that  never  vrakesb 
And  fiMim  Xfiillt  ic. 
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'The  wanton  coot  the  water  skima^ 

Among  the  reeds  the  ducklings  ay. 
The  stately  swan  majestic  swims, 
And  every  thing  is  blest  but  I. 
jfrid  maun  IftiOt  ^f* 

The  shepheni  tMtk»  hk  fauMmg  8la|»y 
And  owre  the  moorlandi  whistles  shrilly 

WV  wild  unequal  wsod'ring  step^ 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hilL 
^nd  mattn  I  siHi^  4h^; 

And  wjben  the  lark^  'tween  Ifgjht  Mil  doii^ 
Blythe  wakens  by  the  dai^*s  nde^   . 

And  nouBts  and  sings  on  ^xMttmg  wings^ 
A  wae-wom  ghaitt  I  faflnatwaid  glide. 
^nd  maun  I  ttUli  ^c* 

Come,  Winter,  with  thy  angry  howl,    . 

And,  ragiiig,  bend  lAtt  naked  tree; 
Thy  gloom  will  soothe  loy  cheerless  soul. 

When  nature  isall  sad  like  msb 
Jnd  marni  I  sHU,  ^c» 
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XXVJI. 


THE  MINSTREIi 


A  Pragmetd, 


Silent  and  ad  the  minatrel  saf. 

And  tfaou^t  on  the  days  of  yore; 

He  was  oldt  yet  he  loT*d  his  native  km^ 
Tho*  his  harp  could  charm  no  more* 

Tlie  winds  of  heaven  died  away. 

And  the  moon  in  the  valley  slept, 

Tlie  minstrel  lean'd  on  his  olden  harp^ 
And  o*er  its  strsios  he  wept. 

In  youth  he  had  stood  by  the  Wallace  sid^ 
And  sung  in  King  Robert's  hall> 

When  Edward  vow*d  with  his  English  host 
Scotland  to  hold  in  thralL 

Bat  the  Wallace  wight  was  dead  and  gone. 

And  Robert  was  on  his  deatb>bedf 
And  dark  was  the  hall  where  the  minstrel  suBg 
.  Of  chiefs  that  for  Scotia  bled. 


49 

But  ofl,  as  twilight  stole  o'er  tfra  8tee|% 
And  the  woods  of  his  native  vale. 

Would  the  miDstrel  wake  his  harp  to  weepy 
And  sigh  to  the  mountain  gale. 


^%%i»V%%%^%%*» 


XXVIII. 


ANNA. 

AlRw-i«Ye  baiiki  aod  bran,  Ac. 


O  fare  ihee  weel,  fair  Car(]uK*s  side^ 

For  ever,  ever  fare  ihee  wed ! 
Upon  thy  banks  I*ve  oft  enjoyed 

What  virtuous  love  alone  can  fed* 
Whh  Anna  as  I  fondly  stray'd, 

And  mark*d  the  gowan's  hamdy  mien,  < 

The  vi'let  blue,  the  primrose  gay,  ^ 

£nridi*d  the  joyfUl  fairy  scene. 

The  sun  had  set,  the  western  dcmds' 

Began  to  lose' their  ntdiUnce  bright 
Tbe  mavis*  tunefVtl  note  was  hudi'd, 

And  id}  procli»mU^pr9SiUiine^iii£^; 


\ 
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Then  was  the  time  I  fondly  pour*d 
In   Anna's  ear  my  ardent  tale, 

Sheblush'd,  and  oft  I  fondly  thought 
That  love  like  mine  wouM  sooir  prenul* 

She  spoke,  she  look*d  as  if  she  lov*dy 

Tet,  ah  t  how  false  was  Anna's  heart ! 
Tho'  heavenly  fiur  heir  angel  fonii,*-i 

How  fraught  with  guile^  how  Ibll  of  nil 
Now  far  from  Anna,  far  from  home, 

By  Lugar's  stteam  I  ndly  nouni 
I  think  on  socmea  I  still  must  love, 

On  ioenea  that  never  can  rctonu 

O&re  ye  weel,  fair  Cavtha's  baid:s^. 

And  Anna— O!— a  long  £ueweel! 
Nor  ever  may  that  pang  ha  thine, 

Which  my  sad  heart  sO'  oft  doth  feeL 
But  haspfff  htspfj  may'at  itaoa  btf 

By  fidry  scenes  on  Caittia^'s  tidt^ 
And  may/i  better  far  than  IM^ 

Huo'  lilb  lie  ^  true  Unn-  nd  gtudas^ 
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I  doubt  nfl,  laas,  but  ye  may  think. 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o*  dink^ 
That  ye  can  please  me  wi*  a  wink. 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  tiy. 

But  sorrow  take  him  that's  sae  meai^ 
Altfao'  his  pouch  o*  coin  be  clean, 
Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  hig)b. 
0  Tibbyy  I  hact  ic 

Altho*  a  lad  were  e*er  sae  smarts 
If  that  he  wants  the  yellow  dir^ 
Ye'U  cast  your  head  anither  airty 
And  answer  him  fu'  dry. 
0  Tibby,  I  hae,  ic 

But  if  he  hae  the  name  o*  gear, 
Ye*ll  fiisten  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Tho*  hardly  he  for  sense  or  lear. 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 
0  Tibbyyihme,  ^c 

But,  Tibby,  lass,  take  my  advice. 
Tour  daddy's  gear  maks  you  sae  nice. 
The  de*il  a'  ane  wad  spier  your  priep. 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  I. .  . 
0  Tibby,Ikaey4;c' 
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llicre  lives  ft  lass  in  yonder  parl^ 
I  wad  na  gie  her,  in  her  sark, 
For  thee  wi*  a*  thy  thousand  mark,- 
Ye  need  na  look  sae  high. 
0  IW>y,  I  hae,  4;Ct 


%i%%^^%%»%%^» 


0  CEASE,  YE  HOWLING  WINDS,  TO  BLOW. 


0  cease,  ye  howling  winds^  to  blow. 
In  measur'd  bounds  let  ocean  flow, 
For  as  the  billows  wildly  roll, 

Anguish  most  keen  o'erwhdms  my  souL 
Go^  fell  Despair,  I  seek  not  thee, 
Who  paints  so  black  things  that  mi^t  bc^ 

Thro*  silent  midnight*s  solemn  hour. 
In  horrid  dreams  I  feel  thj  power, 
^en  Terror  'awakening  Fancy's  rave, 

1  hear  the  boisterous  roaring  wave  ; 

My  lover's  bark,  engulph'd  I  see. 
And  startiiig,  sigh,  such  things  may  he» 
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Come,  gentle  Hq^  awiune  thy  «9|jgB» 
With  heavenly  smile,  to  cheer  «ie^fiigi^ 
Then  awful  xiaieiis  qixick  ahaU  %, 
And  brighter  scenes  their  place  SHpi^y, 
Whilst  I  adorin^^  tniatiDg  thee, 
£nraptur*d  cry,  xni^^t  such  things  be. 


rO  LAURA. 


Maid  of  the  cold  suspicious  heart. 
Oh !  wherefore  doubt  ihy  Heniy's  love<? 
Imputing  thus  to  practised  art 
The  signs  that  jreal  passion  prove. 

While  thiDUgh-tfae  isleepless  night  I  sigh. 
And  jealous  feara^and  angui^  own,  " 
At  mom  in  restless  slumbers  lie, 

Then,  languid,  rise  to  muse  alone. ' 

•  ,     •  • , 

While  harmony  «iy  soul  disdaini^ 
And  beauties  vainly  round  me  -shine. 
Save  when  I  hear  thy  fiivourite  strains, 
Or  beauties  see  resembling  4faiiie : 
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yrhik  I  in^x'd  attention  gaM, 
If  e'er  tiwu  brealiie  Hty  idaintiTe  lay, 
And  whilci  tfaougb  others  loudly  praise^ 
I  deeply  idgh  and  nodung  say: 

While  I  reject  thy  offer'd  hand. 

And  ahun  the  touch  which  others  ae^ 

Akme  with  ihee  m  siknee  stand. 

Not  dare^  though  chance  befiiend  me,  speak-** 

Ah !  Laur%  white  I  thus  impatt' 
The  ardeqt  love  in  which  I  pine, 
While  all  these  syinptoms  speak  my  heai^ 
Say,  why  should  doubt  inhabit  thine?  • 

]|IAISUNA  ♦. 


The  russet  suit  of  camers  hativ 

With  spirits  light,  and  eye  serene, 
Zs  dearer  to  my  bosom  far 

Than'all  the  trappings  of  a  queen. 

**hwiiiawa,  a  daughter  of  the  tribe  of  Calab,  and  was  married  whilst 
Kry  yoiuig  to  the  Khaliph  Mowiah.   Tiaa  exalted  rituation,  however,  by  no 
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The  humble  teoCy  and  anumuiing  hreew 
That  wfaisdes  tliro'  its  flitltering  wal]% 

My  lUMflpifing  ftacj  ploM    ' 
Better  than  towen  and  sptakUd  haUa^ 


The  attendant  colts  that  boandiHg  fly^ 

And  fiolie  hy  the  litter's  aidey 
Are  dearer  in  Maisuna'a  eft, 

ThKa  gorgeous  midea  in  all  iMr  pride* 

Ihe  watch-ddg*s  iraiee  that  hayn,  wlMSie'er 
A  stranger  seeks  his  master's  cot. 

Sounds  sweeter  in  Maisuna's  ear. 

Than  yonder  trumpet's  kmg-drawa  note. 

The  rustic  youth,  unqwil'd  by  art^ 
Son  of  my  kindred,  poor  but  firec^ 

Will  ever  to  Maisuna*s  heart 

Be  dearer,  pamper*d  fool,  than  thee. 

means  suited  the  dispocition  of  Maisuna;  and,  amidst  all  the  pomp  and 
•ptendour  of  Damaaciu,  she  langidahed  for  the  simple  pleanires  of  her  d«^ 
desert. 

These  feelings  gare  Mrth  to  the  preceding  single  stanzas,  which  she  took 
delight  in  singing,  whenever  she  could  find  an  opportunity  to  indulge  her 
melancholy  in  private^— She  Was  overheard  one  day  by  Mowlah,  who,  as  a 
punishment,  ordered  her  to  retire  from  court^Maiwma  immediately  obeyed, 
and  taking  her  infant  son,  Yesid,  with  her,  returned  to  Yeman,  her  native 

place, to eqjoy  what**  irMdesi«rtoherlMfomfiurthanaDthetniiping*<'^* 
qneen.** 
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I  SAW  TH7  FORM  IN  YOUTHFUL  PBIMIU 


AIR-JXmhudl, 


I MW  thy  fiirm  in  yottthfbl  prim^ 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 
Would  steal  More  the  steps  of  Ttmc^ 

And  waste  its  bloom  away,  Mary ! 
Yet  stiU  thy  features  wcm^  that  light 

Which  fleets  not  with  the  breath ; 
And  life  ne'er  look*d  more  purely  bright 

Than  in  thy  smile  of  death,  Maiy  \ 

As  streaois  that  mo  o*er  ^Iden  minen^ 

With  modest  murmurs  ^de^ 
Kor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  thai  sbin« 

Within  thei^  gentle  tide^  M«y! 
80^  veil'd  beneath  4  simple  guises 

Thy  radiant  genius  shonei 
And  that  which  rbsnnffid  all  other  eye!^ 

Soem'd  wqg^fSbkm  ill  tf^  om^  Maiy ! 


If  aouls  could  always  dwell  above* 

Thou  ne*er  hadst  left  thy  sphere  ; 
Or,  could  we  keep  the  souls  we  lore,  • 

We  ne'er  had  lost  thee  here,  Maiy ! 
Tho*  many  a  gifted  mind  we  meet* 

Tho*  fairest  forms  we  see^ 
To  live  with  them  is  far  less  sweet 

Than  to  remember  thee,  Maiy ! 


*ROVE  FALSE  TO  THEE* 
AIIL— I  nw  tfay  fimn. 


Pkove  false  to  thee,  my  lord  !<— ah !  n<% 

It  never  shall  be  said 
A  hearty  so  spotless,  pure  as  tfaine^ 

Was  e'er  by  me  betray*d,  Mary. 
One  richer  choose  than  thee,  dear  maid  N 

No,  ne'er  at  splendor's  shrine^ 
For  wealth  of  worlds  would  I  forega 

Hie  righl  to  call  thee  mine^  Maiy* 
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Nor  e*er  BhaU  b«aii^}  save  tiuiie  ows, 

A  momeiit  o*^  me  sway. 
For  thquy  wWa.  every  earthly  chamiy 

Hast  those  will  ne'er  decay,  Maiy. 
llien  from  thy  tireast  chaae  every  fear. 

For  thou  art  all  to  me ; 
And  nought,  and  less  than  naughty  thia  worM 

Would  seeniy  if  wanting  the^  Maiyi 

ZXXYI. 
THE  SUMMER  GLOAMIKS 

AIR— Alexander  Ponn'to  StnOu^ef^ 


The  midges  dance  aboon  the  bum^ 

The  dew  begins  to  fa', 
The  pairtiicks,  down  the  rushy  howAi» 

Set  up  their- e'ening  ca* ; 
Kow  loud  and  dear  the  blackbird's  sang 

Rings  throu^  the  briery  shaw, 
Whilc^  fl9^i9g  gay,  the  swaUows  play 

Around  tlie.  castle  wiC*. 

*  TUi  Mog,  tiiough  not  generally  known,  our  readers  trfll  be  gratified  ta 
■am,  ii  the  production  of  the  late  R.  Tannaiun. 
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Beneath  ^the  gowden  gloomiiig  dcy 

The  mavis  mends  his  lay, 
The  redbreast  pours  its  sweetest  straiiu^ 

To  chafm  the  lingering  day ; 
While  weary  yeldrins  seem  to  wail 

Their  little  nestlings  torn, 
The  merry  wren,  frae  den  to  den» 

Gaea  jinking  through  the  thorn* 

The  rosea  fauld  their  silken  leavesb 

The  foxglove  shuts  its  bell. 
The  honey-suckle  and  the  birk,  -, 

Spread  fragranoe  through  the  deU. 
Let  others  crowd  the  giddy  court 

Of  mirth  and  reveby. 
The  simple  joys  that  nature  yields 

Are  dearer  far  to  me. 


^^^^^^ii^^^^/S^ 


XXXVII. 


O  SLEEP  NOT,  MOSCA, 
ALapland  Saag. 


0  sleep  not,  Mosca,  but  wait  for  thy  love^ 
Tho*  the  night  be  cold  and  dreai^ 

1  fear  not  the  blast,  or  the  mountain  steep. 

But  speed  with  jaoy  swift  Rfio-deer . 
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VHaie  cheered,  my  love,  by  tbose  blight  eyes  of  iiabw, 

And  warm'd  with  thy  bosom's  glow, 
I  beed  not  tfao*  iar  and  dreary  the  way. 

But  swift  with  my  Rein-deer  go. 

0  hide  not,  pale  moon,  thy  beams  of  the  night, 

0  hide  not  thy  light  from  me ; 
Hy  love  she  haa  sigh'd,  and  looked  for-tfiy  smiley 

And  will  Uess  the  night  and  thee. 

Hy  Mosca  I  see  on  yon  h31  of  snow, 

O  speed,  O  speed,  my  Rein-deer; 
How  canst  thou  linger,  and  not  speed  thy  flighty 

"When  my  Mosca's  Toioe  I  hear. 


^^^^%^^^i^^ 


XXXVIIT. 


FAIR  DREAM.  OF  MY  SLUMBER. 


Fur  dream  of  my  slmidiier,  sad  tfaoogfats  of  my  waking. 
Sweet — ^wby  should  the  world  e*er  disse?^  us  more  ? 

^0  home  can  I  find  but  with  her  I*m  forsaking^ 
fifen  life  wants  Ae  choi^m  that  endMr'd  it  before. 
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Thy  Jm  agei  all  lies*  all  affisdioiis  eapelli^ 
Here  lures  me  to  fix  my  immutable  domc^ 

lliy  bosom's  the  spot  vhesee  my  soul  would  be  dareOii^ 
And  exile-^dark  exilei  awaita  me  ^  home^ 

Oh !  when  but  of  frifBdahip  the  farewcU  u  sppkcn^ 

And  press'd  is  the  lian4  ^^i^iich  we  cannot  retBi% 
We  seen^  as  the  tbreads  of  exialenqe  w^re  hrokeny 

And  happiness  fled  ae*^  to  spin  them  again. 
Then  think  to  how  piercing  a  grief  we  are  fated. 

When  the  being  wfi  lore,  is  the  £ri.end  wse  adoro^ 
When  the  void  in  our  hearta-must  be  ever  unsiited, 

When  the  web  we  haye  burst  can  be  woven  no  mpref 


^^l<^^(%r%^%^^i^ 


XXXIX. 


»0W  ARDENTLY  MY  BOSOM  GLOWa 
AIR— My  Nannle„  O. 


How  ardently  my  bosom  glows 
Wi*  love  to  thee^  my  dearie,  O^ 

lily  panting  heart  its  passion' showsy 
Whenevei  thou  art  near  me^  O. 
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The  sweetness  o'  thy  artless  smil^ 
Tliy  sparklmg  e*e's  .resistless  wilij^ 

Gars  sober  reason  back  recoil, 
Wi'  love  turned  tapsalteerie^  O. 

Tty  lips,  sure  seats  o*  sweet  deU^^ty 

Wha  e'er  may  hafliiw  see  them,  0* 
Maun  be  a  cauldrife,  lifeless  wight^ 

Shou'd  he  no  try  to  pre^  libem,  O; 
To  me  &oa  ever  shalt  be  dear. 

Thy  image  in  my  heart  FUweary 
t!ontentmcnt*a  mm  my  day  shall  diear^ 

jLa  laag^  tiioiL'lt  be  my  dearie,  (k 

Kae  win-o*-wi^*a  dehudve  blaM^ 

Thro'  fortune's  fen  saa  draarie^  O, 
Nor  wealth,  nor  fame's  attzactiTe  rays. 

Shall  lure  me  fine  my  dearie^  O ; 
Bui  thro*  the  rund  shady  grove, 

Qwre  flow'ry  lea  wi'  thee  I'U  rove; 
Hy  cot  shall  be  the  aeat  o'  lovia 

.While  life  remains,  my  dearie^  0» 

The  pleasing  scenes  of  nature  gi^, 

2^y  diann  the  heart  that's  saiiy,  O  % 
Tet  even  such  scenes  to  me  add  wae, 

When  absent  fine  my  dearie^  O* 
Hemembrance  broods  stall  on  the  hour* 

When  first  within  yon  lonely  bower, 
I  fdt  die  love-enslaving  power 

Of  thy  sweet  dianns,  my  dearie  0« 


98 


THE  MAID  OF  TRALLEE. 


Toung  Connd  waa  gaOuif  yoMOg  EUen.  ^vit&li^ 
He  gaz'd,  and  she  bliiah*4  no  one  wlij«pec'd-«4iewaiiej 
Young  Ellen  waa  fior,  and  jMiiing  Ckmii^  ins  bxar^ 
He  swore  to  l|cr  beaiily  faia heart  «aa  li  alave; 
He  pip'dy  and  ha  danc'd»  afid  ha  auag  luU  a£  glcil^ 
And  his  song  was  of  love,  and  the  maid  of  IValleew 

Fair  EUen,  swMfeSUen^  lUr  SUen  O'Saili^ 

Fair  Ellen,'the  maid  dF  TaOke. 


O  say,  can  ihe  tongua  a  soft  hnguage  ioqpor^ 
Persuasive  and  sweet,  yet  unknown  to  the  heart  7 
Can  true  love  so  soon  with  posaesaion  ffxm  ook^- 
Or  say,  did  he  sigh  after  glory  or  gold  ? 
For  high  wav*d  the  banner,  he  went  o*er  the  ae% 
And  left  to  her  sorrow  the  maid  of  Trallee. 

Fair  EUen,  svr««t  EUcn,  fair  fiUe9  0'R^» 

Fair  EUen,  1}ie  maid  of  l^rallee. 


That  cheek  where  &«  roaes  and  lilies  waea  qviaadt 

Kow  boasts  but  the  lily,  the  roses  asa  fled; 

That  eye,  whose  bright  glance  the  heart's  n^iturea  reTeal*^ 

Now  dim  with  a  tear,  no  mora  Inatra  shall yieldi 
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And  braken  with  a^bs,  now  for  ent  nnuk  be 
Hie  once  tantiak  voioe  of  the  nudd  of  IVaUee. 

Fair  Bllai,  sw^et  lEXksa,  fiiir  EUen  O*IU0gr» 

Fair  HHko,  tfae  maid  of  IVallee. 


»%^%%%»%>»»»»% 


XLI. 

I  COME  IN  THE  MORN  •. 

IloniB  Song. 


I  oome  in  the  mxam,  I  come  in  the  hour 

"When  the  bloflsoms  of  beauty  rise ; 
I  gather  the  fairest  and  richest  floiwer, 

Where  heaven's  dew  purest  lies,  « 

Tlien  rest  Ihee,  BridCj 
In  thy  beauty's  pride— 
Thou  wilt  rest  to-nfght  by  Flora's  side. 

«.  For  tfae  better  .imdentandihgr  of  this  song,  ft  may  be  neeettary  to  remark, 
Ihattbe  Watem  Idanden  entertain  a  ttaditioil,  that,  previous  to  the 
death  of  any  youQg  and  remarkably  beaatiftil  bride  among  them,'  an  a|ipari* 
tkiD,  rwrmWing  a  mermaid,  to  always  otoaerved.  tliia  phantom  they  distin. 
gniab  by  the  name  of  Flora,  or  the  qdrit  of  tiie  green  iale,  and  concur  in  af* 
firadng  that  it  made  iti  appearance  immediately  before  the  death  of  the  late 
MudulaBicnted  Frinoeif  Charlotte  of  Wales.  Whaterer  credit  may  be  due 
to  the  am.  I  Hon,  or  even  to' the  fancy  on  which  it  Is  founded,  the  song  itself 
tcopiMyibteinwit^ittidto  &ot  unworthy  tfae  mommftaoocaeion  whicli 
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IThe  eye  I  touchmustbe  soft  and btue 

As  the  sky  ^ere  the  stan  are  gleaming— 
And  ihe  breast  must  be  fair  as  Ifae  fleecy  clouds 

Where  the  angeb  o£  blisa  He  dreaniing,«P» 
And  the  spirit  within  as  pure  and  bright 

As  the  stream  that  leaps  among  tufts  of  roses. 
And  sparkles  along  tdtlife  and  light, 

Ilien  calm  in  its  open  bed  reposes. 
Ah !  rest  thee,  Bride* 
By  thy  true-love*s  side,— v 
To^mcsnoyr  a  shroud  his  hope  shall  hide* 

itisracsntto  commemorate.  Hie  following  stanzas,  whidi  we  have  placed 
under  the  note^  are,  in  the  orlgiaal^  prefixed  to  the  aoQg,  and  serve  ^&j 
properly  as  a  useful  introducUon,  by  solemnizing  our  minds  for  the  mournfiil 

dirge. 

A  Toioe  taid  from  tiie  silver  sA, 

••  Woe  to  thee.  Green  Isle !— woe  to  thee  !** 

The  Warden  from  hb  watch-tow'r  bent* 

But  land,  and  wave^  and  firmamoit. 

So  calmly  slept,  he  might  haive  hesid 

The  swift  wtng  of  the  mountain  Urd— 

Nor  breeze  nor  breath  his  beacon  stirr'd  ; 

Yet  from  th*  unfathom'd  catves  bdow^ 
Thrice  came  that  drear,.  death4)oding  word, . 

And  the  long  echoes  answer'd,  "WOE!** 

The  Warden  flrom  his  tow*r  looks  round. , 
And  now  he  hears  the  slow  waves  bring^. 

Each  to  the  diore  a  diver  soondy— 
The  qpirit  of  the  Ide  is  dnging.^ 

:^l  depths  which  man  hath  never  found ! 
When  she  sits  in  the  pomp  of  her  ooean.bed^ 

With  her  scarf  of  light  around  her  spread^ 

The  mariner  thinks  on  the  misty  tide. 

He  sees  the  moon's  soft  rainbow  glide : 

Her  song  in  the  noon  of  night  he  hears. 

And  trembles  while  his  bark  he  steexsw^ 
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I  saw  tfaem  wreathing  a  crown  for  the^ 

With  riches  of  empire  in  ity 
And  Ifay  bridal  robe  was  a  winding  sheet, 

And  the  Loves  that  crown'd  thee  sat  to  spin  it» 
They  heap'd  with  garlands  thy  purple  bed. 

And  every  flower  on  earth  they  found  thec^ 
But  every  flower  in  the  wreath  shall  fade, 

Save  those  thy  bounty  8catter*d  round  the^ 
Tet  sweetly  sleep, 
IVhile  my  hour  I  keep. 
For  angels,  to-night,  shall  watch  and  weep« 

1 

O,  Green  Isle  !-p^woe  to  thy  hope  and  pride  f 

To-day  tby  rose  was  bright  and  glowing  ^ 
Hie  bud  was  full,  the  root  was  wide^ 

And  the  streams  of  love  around  it  flowing ;— « 
To-Bocrow  diy  tower  shall  stand  alone, 

Thy  hoaiy  oak  shall  live  and  flourish; 
But  tl^e  dove  fiom  its  branches  shall  be  g0]|&-«> 

The  rose  that  d9ck*d  its  stem  shall  perish^ 


J 
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XLIU 


ON  FARTING. 


The  kisa,  dear  maid,  thy  Up  has  USi, 

StuuLtu/9&  part  from  mfne, 
TUl  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 

Untaimed  badt  to  tfa!iie» 

Thy  paitifig  glanee,  which  fonAy  beaitt^ 

An  equal  lote  may  see; 
The  tear  that  from  tfane  eyeUd  streams 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

I  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest^ 

In  gazing  when  alone ; 
Nor  one  memorial  for  a  breast^ 

Whose  thoughts  are  aU  thine  own* 

Kor  need  I  write— to  tell  the  tale^ 

My  pen  were  doubly  weak : 
Oh  !  what  can  idle  words  avail. 

Unless  the  heart  could  speak* 
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By  di^  or  m^td,  m  weal  or  woe^. 

Tint  hearty  no  longa*  frees 
Must  bear  llie  kwe  it  cannot  show^ 

And  silent  ache,  for  thee. 

> 

XLin. 

IN  SUMMER,  WH£K  THE  HAY  WAS  MAWlT. 


^ 


In  smnmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawB^ 

And  com  wav'd  green  in  ilka  fiel^ 
IVhile  dorer  blppms  white  o*er  the  le|| 

And  loses  blaw  in  ilk«  bield  ; 
BIythe  Bessie  in  the  millcing  shiel*, 

Says,  1*11  be  wed,  oome  o't  what  willj^ 
Out  qpak  a  dame  in  wrinkl'd  eil'» 

O*  gude  adviaement  oomes  nae  iU. 

*Tis  ye  hae  wooer^  mony  aant^ 

And,  lasde,  ye'n^  but  yOung  ye  kc% 
Then  wait  a  wee^  and  canny  wale 

A  routtoe  bvl,  a  routhie  ben : 
There's  Johnnie  o'  the  Busky  Glen» 

Fu*  is  his  bam,  fu*  is  his  byre ; 
Tak  this  firae  me,  my  bonnie  hen, 

'Tig  plenty  beets  the  lover's  fire. 
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Vor  Johnnie  o'  the  Baskie  Olen 

I  dinna  ctare  a  single  flee ; 
He  lo'es  sae  weel  his  craps  and  kye. 

He  has  nae  love  to  qiarefar  me : 
But  blytfae's  the  blink  o*  Robie's  e'e^ 

And  weel  I  wat  he  lo^es  me  dear  ; 
Ae  blink  o'  him  I  wadna  gie 

For  Biukie  Glen  imd  a'  his  gear* 

O  A0ii|^tl^  lassie,  life's  a  fjuf^^ 

The  canniest  gate  the  strife  is  sair  ; 
But  aye  fu*  han't  is  fedhting  best^ 

A  hungry  care's  an  unco  care : 
But  some  vvill  spend  and  some  will  spar^ 

And  wilfu'  fbuk  maun  hae  their  will ; 
0yne  as  y»  brew,  my  maiden  fiur, 

Keq»  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yilL' 

4)  gear  mJSi  buy  me  rigs  o'  hmdy 

And  gear  will  buy  me  sheep  and  ky^ 
But  the  tender  heart  o'  lecsome  love^ 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy* 
We  may  be  poor,  Robie  and  I ; 

Light  is  the  burden  love  lays  on : 
Content  and  love  brings  peace  and  joy; 

"What  mair  hae  ^pieens  upon  a  tluroaef 
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XLIV. 


I  SAW  FROM  THE  BEACH. 


AIR^Min  MoDy. 


I  snrfimm  die  bncht  wbetk  the  nuMrning  was  shining^ 
A  bark  o*er  the  waters  moite  gloiioiisly  on ; 

I  came^  wii^  the  sun  o*er  that  beach  was  declinin^-^ 
The  bark  was  still  tfaere^  but  the  waters  were  gone ! 

Oh !  socii  is  the  fate  of  our  lifb*s  early  promise^ 
So  passing  Uie  qpring-tide  of  joy  we' have  known; 

£adi  wate  that  we  danc'd  on  at  morning  ebbs  from  u% 
And  leaves  iisy  at  eve^  on  the  bleak  shore  alone ! 

Kc*er  tell  me  of  glories,  serenely  adorning 
llie  close  of  our  day,  the  calm  of  our  night  ;— 

Give  me  back,  give  me  back  tiie  mild  freshness  of  momi&|^ 
Her  doads  and  her  teats  are  worth  evening's  best  light 

0  who  would  not  welcome  that  moment's  returning 
When  passion  first  wak'd  a  new  life  through  his  frame. 

And  his  soul,  like  die  wood  that  grows  precious  in  burnings 
Gsfc  out  all  its  sweets  to  love's  exquisite  flame  !, 
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XLV. 


BONNT  PEGGT,  a 


AIR— Bonny  laad^  O. 


O  we  aft  hae  met  at  e'en,  bonny  Peggy,  0* 

On  the  banks  of  Cart  sae  green,  bonny  Peggy*  O, 

Inhere  the  waters  smoothly  rin. 

Far  aneath  the  roaring  lin. 
Far  frae  busy  strife  and  din,  bonny  Peggy,  O. 

When  the  lately  crimson  west,  bonny  Peggy,  O* 
In  her  darker  robe  was  dresl^  bonny  Peggy,  O, 

And  a  sky  of  azure  blue, 

Deck*d  with  stars  of  golden  hue, 
Bose  majestic  to  the  view,  bonny  Peggy,  O, 

When  the  sound  of  flute  or  horn,  bonny  Peggy,  O, 
On  the  gale  of  evening  borne,  bonny  Peggy,  O* 

We  have  heard  in  echoes  die, 

*While  the  wave  that  rippFd  by, 
Sung  a  soft  and  sweet  reply,  bonny  Peggy,  O. 
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llien  how  happy  would  we  rove^  bonny  Peggy,  O, 
Whilst  thou  blushing  own'd.thy  love,  bonny  Peggy,  0» 

Whilst  thy  quickly  throbbing  breast 

To  my  beating  heart  I  press'd, 
Ne'er  was  mortal  half  so  blest,  bonny  Peggy,  O. 

Now,  alas !  these  scenes  are  o*er,  bonny  Peggy,  O  ; 
Kow,  alas !  we  meet  no  more,  bonny  Peggy,  O, 

No— oh !  ne*er  again,  I  ween. 

Will  we  meet  at  summer  e*en. 
On  the  banks  of  Cart  sae  green,  bonny  Peggy,  O. 

Tet  hadst  thou  been  true  to  me,  bonny  P^gyi  O, 
As  I  still  hae  been  to  thee,  bonny  PegSy*  ^f 

Then  with  bosom,  O  how  li^^t. 

Had  I  hail'd  the  coming  night. 
And  yon  evening-star  so  bright,  bonny  Peggy,  O. 
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XLTI. 


HERE'S  TO  THY  HEALTH,  MY  BONNIE  LASSL       I 


Here's  to  thy  health,  my  bomiie  las8^ 
Gude  night  and  joy  be  wi*  thee  ; 

I'll  covie  nae  mair  to  thy  bower-door 
To  tell  thee  that  I  lo*e  thee. 

0  dipna  think,  my  preQy  pink. 
But  I  caa  live  without  tbee  i 

X  TOW  and  swear  I  dinoa  care 
How  lang  ye  look  about  ye« 

Thou'rt  aye  sae  free  informing* 
Thou  hast  nae  mind  to  many, 

1*11  be  as  free  informing  thee, 
Nae  time  hae  I  to  tany. 

1  kend  thy  friends  try  ilka  meaiis,^ 

Frae  wedlock  to  delay  thee, 
Depending  on  some  higher  chancci^ 
But  fortune  may  betray  thee. 

I  kend  they  scorn  my  low  estate, 
But  that  does  never  grieve  me  ; 

For  I*m  as  free  as  ony  he, 
Sma*  siller  will  relieve  me, 
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rn  count  my  heahh  xz^  greatest  wealdi> 

Sae  lang  as  1*11  enjoy  it ; 
I'll  fear  nae  scant,  1*11  bode  cae  want^ 

As  lang*s  I  get  employment 

But  far  aff  fowls  hae  feathers  fair. 

And  aye  until  ye  try  them ; 
Tbo*  they  seem  fair  still  have  a  care^ 
-  They  may  prove  poor  as  I  am. 
Yet  still,  this  night,  by  clear  moonlight. 

My  dear,  1*11  come  and  see  thee. 
For  the  lad  that  lo*es  his  lassie  weel 

Nae  travel  makes  him  weary. 


m^^^^^^M^^^ 


XLVII. 


I'VE  NO  SHEEP  ON  THE  MOUNTAINS. 


I've  no  sheep  on  the  mountains,  nor  boat  on  the  lake» 
Nor  coin  in  my  coflfer  to  keep  me  awake ; 
Jfo  com  in  my  gamer,  nor  fruit  on  my  tree, 
Tet  tbe  maid  of  LlaoweUyn  smiles  sweetly  on  me* 


7Q 


Softly  ta{^mg,  at  ere,  to  her  window  I  ctun% 
And  loud  bay'd  the  watch-dog,  loud  scolded  the  damc^ 
For  shame,  silly  Light-foot,  what  is  it  to  thee^ 
Tho'  the  maid  of  lAanwellyn  smiles  sweetly  on  mcw 

Rich  Owen  will  tell  you,  with  eyes  full  of  scom^ 
Threadbare  is  my  coat  and  my  hosen  are  torn  ; 
Scoff  on,  my  rich  Owen,  for  faint  is  thy  glee. 
When  the  maid  of  Llanwellyn  smiles  sweetly  on  me. 

The  farmer  rides  proudly  to  market  and  fair. 
And  the  derk,  at  the  ale-house,  still  chums  the  great  chaii^ 
But  of  all  our  proud  fellows  the  proudest  1*11  be;, 
IVhile  the  maid  of  Llanwellyn  smiles  sweetly  on  me. 

For  blythe  as  the  urchin  at  holiday  play^ 
And  meek  as  a  matron  in  mantle  of  gray. 
And  trim  as  the  lady  of  noblest  degree. 
Is  the  maid  of  Llanwellyn  who  smiles  upon  me. 
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LVIII. 


MY  HEARTS  MY  AIN. 


*Tis  no  very  lang  sinsyn^ 

That  I  had  a  lad  o'  my  ain  ; 
But  now  he*s  awa*  to  aniihery 

And  left  me  a'  my  lane. 
Hie  lass  he  is  courting  has  oUer, 

And  I  hae  nane  at  a*. 
And  'tis  nought  but  the  love  o*  the  tocher 
Hurt's  tane  my  lad  awa'. 

But  I'm  blytlie  that  my  heart's  my  mn. 

And  I'll  keep  It  a'  my  lift^ 
Until  that  I  meet  wi*  a  lad, 

Wba  has  sense  to  wale  a  good  wi^ 
For  tho*  I  say't  mysel, 

That  should  nae  say't,  'tis  true, 
The  lad  that  gets  me  for  a  wife 

Hft'll  ne'er  ha'e  occasion  to  nte* 

I  gang  aye  fti'  dean  and  fii*  tosh. 

As  a'  the  nei^bours  can  tdl, 
Tho'  I've  seldom  a  gown  on  my  back» 

But  ak  M  I  spin  mysel: 
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And  when  I*m  clad  in  my  curtsey, 

I  think  mysel*  as  hntw 
As  Susie,  wi*  a*  her  pearling. 

Hurt's  tane  my  lad  awa*. 

« 
But  I  wish  they  were  buckPd  thegidier, 

And  may  they  live  happy  for  life ; 
Tho*  Willie  now  slights  me,  and*s  left  mi^ 

Hie  chiel  he  desires  a  gude  wife. 
But,  O !  I  am  blytfae  that  I  missed  hmif 

As  blythe  as  I  weel  can  be ; 
For  ane  that's  sae  keen  o*  the  sUler, 

Would  n^er  agree  wi*  me, 

But  the  truth  is,  I  am  aye  hearty^ 
I  hate  to  be  scrimpit  or  scant ; 

The  wee  thing  I  hae  I'll  mak  use  o't, 
,  Aud  there's  nane  about  me  shall  want  i 

For  I'm  a  gude  guide  o'  the  warld» 
I  ken  when  to  haud  and  to  gi'e ; 

Btt^  whinging  and  cringing  for  siUer 
Would  never  agree  wi'  me, 

Contentment  is  better  than  riches,, 

An4  he  wha  has  that  has  enoug)i ; 
The  master  is  seldom  sae  happy 

As  Robin  that  drives  Ihe  plou^ 
But  if  a  young  lad  wad  cast  up, 

"[j^o  mak  me  his  partner  for  life* 
If  the  chid  has  the  sense  to  be  happy^^ . 

lie'U  fa'  on  his  feet  for  a  wife. 
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XLIX. 

DIRGE  OF  ISHMAELk 
A  Bedoain  Chief 


Our  £aher*s  brow  was  cold,  his  eye 

Gaz*d  on  bis  warriors  heavily ; 
Pangs  thick  and  deep  bis  bosom  wning^ 

Silence  was  on  the  noble  tongue  ; 
Then  writfa*d  the  lip  the  final  ttaoe 
That  free*d  the  struggling  soiil  below* 

•  The  manuscript  joamal  of « late  traveller  in  I^ypt^ftimlahed  tfiis  shotttnt 
vxprewve  diige,  accompanied  with  the  following  very  interestlnf  remarks. 

"  Hie  current  was  against  us ;  and,  as  we  approached  the  dty  Cairo,  the  wind 
*v  lulled  afanost  into  a  complete  calm.  Whilst  we  were  busy  at  the  oar,  we 
*neiuddeniynuprixed,%i(hthe  noise  of  some  unuiual  sounds  ftom  the 
rirer'i  ode,  on  hearing  of  wfaiflh  our  watermen  immediately  threw  them. 
Mlrei  on  thar  Gkcb  and  began  a  prayer.  A  few  moments  after,  a  procession 
*»  diacorered  advancing  ftom  a  grove  of  date  trees,  which  grew  only  at  a 
lixxtdistanoe  from  the  bank.  It  was  abend  of  Bedoidns^wbo,  in  one  of  thdr 
ftv  adreDtures  into  the  half  dvUised  world  of  Lowo-  'Egypt,  for  the  purpose 
of  trade,  had  lost  thar  Chief  by  sickness.  The  whole  of  the  train  were  mount- 
ed,  and  the  body  was  borne  along,  in  the  middle  of  the  foremost  troq>,  in  a 
kind  of  pa]an<iuin,  rude,  but  ormunentod  with  that  strange  mixture  of  savage, 
tei  and  magnificence  wtiich  we  find  not  unftequent  among  the  noUer  baiba- 
'ianiofthceast  and  south.  Thebodywascovered  withalion'feskin,  agreen 
ttiJ  gold  embKridered  flag  waved  over  it,  and  some  remarkably  rich  ostiich. 
foihtn  on  the  lances,  formed  the  capitals  and  pillars  of  this  Arab  bearec. 

"  I^ugh  the  procession  moved  close  to  the  shore,  none  of  the  tribe  appeared. 
to  observe  our  boat,  their  faces  bring  stedfastly  ^Urectcd  to  the  setting  sun,^ 
t:hi(h  was  then  touching  the  horizon,  in  full  grandeur,  with  an  immense 
cano^iy  of  gmgeous  clouds  closing  around  him  in  a.  beautiful  shade  of  deep. 
^nng  puri^.   The  air  was  ronarkably  still,  and  their  song,  in  which  ther 
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He  died !— Upon  Ihe  desart  galb 
Shoot  up  his  eagle  shafts  to  sail ; 
He  died  .'-—Upon  the  desart  plain 
FUng  loose  his  camel's  golden  rein;   , 
He  died !— No  other  voice  shall  guide 
0*er  stream  or  sand  its  step  of  pride. 

Whose  is  the  hand  that  now  shall  rear. 
Terror  of  maoy  the  Sheik's  red  spetat? 
lives  there  the  warrior  on  whose  brow 
His  turban's  vulture  plumes  shall  ^^bw  ? 
He's  gone,  and  with  our  father  fell 
Hie  sun  of  glory— Ishmael  I 


*%'«%«««*«'ft^^% 


PARTING  TOKEN& 


This  pledge  of  affection,  dear  Ellen,  recave. 

From  a  youth  who's  devoted  to  tbee ; 
And  when  on  the  relic  you  look,  love^  believe. 

Thy  Edward  still  constant  will  be ; 

whole  train  joined  at  intervals,  sounded  most  swaet  Their  voices  were  deep 
and  regular ;  and  as  the  long  processionr  moved  slowly  away  into  the  desart 
with  their  diminishing  forms  and  fading  chorus,  they  gave  us  the  idea  of  « 
train>oIemnIy  passing  into  the  shades  of  eternity.  The  present  transIstioR  of 
their  song  or  hymn  was  collected  ftom  one  of  our  boatmen,  who  had  i^ 
DBiticulai  attenUon  to  it*** 
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Ilie  gift  thou  liflst  woven,  1*11  wear  near  my  hearty' 

And  oft  the  dear  token  will  prove 
A  duDrm,  to  diapd  every  gloom,  and  impart 

A  joyful  remembrance  of  love. 

Kajr,  weep  not,  sweet  maid,  tfaou^  thy  sailor,  awhile^ 

Must  roam  o'er  the  boisterous  main. 
Fond  hope  kindly  wliispers  that  fortune  will  smile, 

I 

And  we  shall  meet  happy  again : 
One  embrace  ere  we  part — see,  the  vessel's  unmoored. 

The  signal  floats  high  in  our  view; 
Hie  last  boat  yet  lingers  to  waft  me  on  boards 

Adieu,  dearest  £llen,  adieu. 


%iVW»»^«>^^<»^ 


Z.I. 


I  SAW  THEE  WEEP. 


I  saw.iiMe  weep— ^  big  brigbt  Uar 
Came  q'er  that  eye  of  blue; 

And  then  metfaoughtit  did  appear, 
A  violet  droppiiig  dew« 
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I  nw  thee  smile — ^the  sapfphire's  blaie 
Beside  tbee  ceas'd  to  flidne ; 

It  could  not  match  the  living  rays 
Tijat  fill'd  tiiat  glance  at  thine. 

At  clouds  firom  yonder  sun  receiva 

A  deep  and  mellow  dye, 
Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  eve 

Can  banish  from  the  sky. 
Those  smiles  unto  the  moodiest  mind 

Their  own  pure  joy  impart; 
Tlieir  sunshine  leaves  a  glow  bdiind 

That  lightens  o*er  the  heart* 


i»>»^%%i»%»i»»^»» 


NOW  SPRIXG  HAS  CLAD  THE  GROVE  IK 

GREEN. 

AHLp-Hie  bopdeiB  lover. 


Now  Spring  has  dad  the  grove  in  gieen^ 
And  strew*d  Ifae  lea  with  flowers; 

The  furrow'd  waving  com  is  seen 
Rejoice  in  foabering  Aawen, 
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"While  ilka  UuDg  in  nature  join 

Their  sorrows  to  foregOj 
O  why  thus,  all  i^on^  are  xpiiM 

The  weary  stefis  oi  woe  I 

The  trout  within  yon  wiit^liii^  bum. 

That  glides  a  silver  dart. 
And  safe  beneath  the  abady  tfaom 

Defies  the  angler's  ail : 
My  life  was  once  that  careless  stream, 

That  wanton  trout  was  I, 
But  love,  with  unrelenting  beam. 

Has  scorch*d  my  fountain  dry* 

The  Kttle  flowret*s  peaceful  lot, 

In  yonder  cliff  that  grows, 
Which,  save  the  linnet*s  flight,  I  wot, 

Nae  ruder  visit  knows. 
Was  mine,  till  love  has  o*er  me  past, 

And  bU^^ted  a*  my  bloom ; 
And  now,  beneath  the  withering  blast, 

My  youth  and  joy  consume. 

The  waken'd  lavrock  warbling  springs 

And  climbs  the  early  sky. 
Winnowing  blytbe  her  dewy  wings 

In  rosy  morning's  eye ; 
As  little  reckt  I  sorrow's  power,. 

Until  the  flowery  snare . 

Of  witching  love,  in  luckless  houiv 

Made  me  the  thrall  of  care. 

o3 
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O  had  my  ikte  been  Gieeolaad  mown. 

Or  Afric*B  buming  ooney  I 

Wr  man  and  nature  leagued  my  foe%. 

So  Peggy  ne*er  Vd  known ! 
The  wretch  whose  doom  u»  "  Hope  nae  mair!*' 

"What  tongue  his  woes  can  tell, 
Vnthin  whose  bosom,  save  despair, 

Kae  kinder  spirits  dweO. 

LIII. 

NAE  MAIR  WE'LL  MEET,  &c« 

AIR^-.We1l'meet  besicte  the  duiky  glen. 


Nae  nudr  we'll  meet  agam,  my  love,  byyon  bum  side, 
Nae  mair  we'll  wander  through  the  grove,  by  yon  bum  side, 

Ne'er  again  the  mavis'  lay 

Will  we  hail  at  close  o'  day. 
For  we.  ne'er  again  will  Mray,  down  by  yon  burn  side. 

Tet  mem'ry  oft  will  Ibndly  brood,  on  yon  burn  side. 
O'er  haunts  which  we  sae  aft  hae  trod,  by  yon  bum  side. 

Still  Ihe  widk  wi*  me  thou'lt  share. 

Though  thy  foot  can  never  mair 
Bend  to  earth  the  gowan  fair,  down  by  yon  bum  side* 
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Now  hr  remov*d  fiom  every  care,'  *boon  yon  bum  sde. 
Thou  bioom'Bt,  my  love,  an  angel  iair,  *boon  yon  bum  side  ; 

And  if  angela  pity  know. 

Sure  the  tear  for  me  will  flow; 
Who  must  linger  here  below,  down  by  yon  bum 


^^^^<%»»*<>»%» 


LIII. 


WHERE  DOST  THOU  BIDE. 


Where  dost  thou  bide,  bless'd  soul  of  my  love  ? 

Is  ether  thy  dwelling?  O,  whisper  me  where? 
Wrapt  in  remembrance,  while  lonely  I  rove, 

I  gase  on  bright  clouds^  and  I  fancy  thee  there. 

Or  to  thy  bower,  while  musing  I  go^ 
I  think  *tis  thy  voice  that  I  hear  in  the  breeze; 

Softly  it  seems  to  speak  peace  to  my  woe, 
And  life  once  again  for  a  moment  can  please* 

Can  this  be  frenzy  ?  if  8o»  'tis  so  dear, 
That  long  may  the  pleasing  delusion  be  nigh ; 

Sdn  Ellen's  voice  in  the  breeze  may  I  hear. 
Still  see  in  bright  clouds  the  kind  beaxus  of  her  ey^. 
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XAY. 
O  CHEHUB,  CONTENT. 


O  cherub,  Content,  at  thy  iixM»«cever*d  shrine 
I*d  all  the  gay  hopes  of  my  bosom  resign, 
J*d  part  with  ambition,  thy  vot'ry  to  be. 
And  breathe  not  a  sigh  but  to  friendship  and  thee* 
I*d  part  with  ambition,  &c 

jBut  thy  presence  appears  {it)m  my  wishes  to  fly, 
Xike-the  gold-colour 'd  cloud  on  the  verge  of  the  sky; 
No  lustre  that  hangs  on  tlip  green  willow  tree, 
Xs  so  short  as  the  smile  of  thy  favour  to  me. 

^o  lustre  that  hangs,  &c 

Jn  the  pulse  o£  my  heart  I  have  nourished  a  care. 
That  forbids  me  thy  sweet  inspiration  to  share. 
The  noon  of  my  youth,  slow-departing,  I  see, 
iBut  its  years,  as  they  pass,  bring  no  tidings  of  thee. 
The  noon  of  my  youth,  &c 

0  cherub.  Content,  at  thy  moss-cover*  d  shrine^ 

1  would  ofier  my  vows,  if  Matilda  were  mine ; 
Could  I  call  her  my  own,  whom  enraptur*d  I  see, 

I  would  breathe  not  a  sigh  but  to  friendship  and  thee» 
Could  I  call  her  my  own,  &c. 


SI 


»     > 


JS. 


A   COGIE  O*  ALE  AND  A  PICKLE  AIT  IfEAU 


A  cqgie  o'  ale  and  a  jnckle  ait  meal, 

And  a  dainty  wee  drappy  o*  whisky. 
Was  our  fore&thezB'  dose  to  sweel  down  their  .trosc^ 

And  mak*  them  blythe,  cheeiy,  and  firisky. 

Then  hey  for  the  cope,  and  hey  fir  the  aJLe^ 
And  hey  fir  the  whisky,  and  hey  fir  the  meal; 
When  mbe*d  a*  thegither  they  do  unco  weel 
To  mak*  a  chid  cheery  and  brisk  aye. 

Am  I  view  our  Soots  lads,  in  thdr  kilts  and  cockadesi 

A*  blooming  and  fiesh  as  a  rose,  man ; 
-I  think,  wi'  mysel*,  o*  the  meal  and  the  ale, 
And  the  fruits  of  our  Scottish  kail  brose^  man* 
Then  hey  Jot  the  cogie,  j-c. 

mm  oar  brave  Highland  blades,  wi*  their  claymores  and 
plaids. 
In  Ae  field  diiTe,  like  sheep,  a*  our  foes,  man ; 
Thar  oomage  and  power  spring  frae  thi%  to  be  sure^ 
Tlwy're  die  noble  effects  of  the  brose,  man* 
JTten  hey  fir  the  cogfe^  j-c. 
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Sot  your  spindle-afaank'cl  sparks,  fdn  Imt  m  see  iMr  ttaka. 
And  your  pale  ynaag*d  milkHHyps,  and  beaux,  man* 

%  think,  when  I  see  Ihem,  'twere  kindness  to  gi*e  then 
A  cogie  of  ale  and  of  brose,  nuou 

^  Then  hey  for  ihecQg^^* 

VALE  OF  THE  CROSS  •, 


.     .Vale  of  the  Cross,  the  shepherds  tell, 
•Tis  sweet  within  thy  woods  to  dwell ; 
For  there  are  sainted  shadows  seen. 
That  frequent  haunt  thy  dewy  green : 
In  wandering  winds  the  dirge  is  sung, 
ThR  convent  bell  by  spirits  rung, 
And  matin  hymns  and  vesper  prayer^ 
Break  softly  on  the  tranquil  air. 

Vale  of  the  Cross,  ihe  shepherds  tel), 
•Tis  sweet  within  thy  woods  to  dwell ; 
For  peace  hath  there  her  spotless  throne. 
And  pleasures  to  the  world  unknown ; 

«  The  ItfttuttAd  little  vale  ^Ntiioh  tehere  fcferredto,  te  sltoMtodsetf  " 
town  of  LUngollen  ;— the  ruin«  of  a  church  that  was  built  in  thefci« 
B  cross,  and  the'remains  of  an  abbey,  shaded  by  hanging  woodi,  c» 
tribute  greatly  to  its  romantic  appearance. 


as 

Tie  murmttr  of  tfie  dirtant  lilb^ 
Hie  Sabbath  aileactt  of  tide  hlUsy 
And  all  the  quiet  God  beth  gireny 
Without  tlie  golden  gstet  of  heB;veib 

LYII. 
MAID  OF  ALDERMET. 


O  stop  na*,  bonny  fahd,  that  ntma^ 

Frae  hopele»  love  itself  it  flows ; 
Sweet  bifdy  O  warble  it  again,    ^ 

Thou*st  touched  the  string  o*  a*  my  woes  ; 
O !  luU  me  with  it  to  repose^ 

I'll  dream  of  her  who*s  fiur  away. 
And  fancy,  as  my  ey^ds  elose^ 

Will  meet  the  maid  of  Aldemey. 

Cooldtt  thpu  but  learn  frae  me  my  grief. 

Sweet  bird,  thou'dst  leave  thy  native  ^rovej 
And  fly,  to  bring  my  soul  relief. 

To  where  my  wannest  wishes  rove  ; 
Soft  as  the  cooings  of  the  dove^ 

Thou*lt  sing  thy  sweetest,  saddest  layi 
And  melt  to  pity  and  to  love. 

The  bonny  nuvd  of  Alderneyt 
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Well  may  I  sigh  and  sairly  weep  ; 

Tby  song  sad  reeoUectioiu  Ixing  ; 
O !  fly  across  the  roaring  deep» 

And  to.my  maiden  sweetly  siQg; 
'Twill  to  her  faithless  bosom  fling 

Remembrance  of  a  sacved  day  ; 
But  feeble  is  thy  wee  bit  wing. 

And  far*s  the  isle  of  ^derney. 

Then,  bonny  birdi  wi'  mony  a  tear^ 

I'll  mourn  beneath  thia  hoaiy  thorn, 
^And  thou  wilt  find  ma  sitting  here, 

Ere  thou  canst  haQ  the  dawn  o*  morn. 
Thcn^  high  <m  airy  pinions  borne, 

ThouUt  chaunt  a  sang  o*  love  and  wae. 
And  soothe  me  weeping  at  the  scorn 

O*  the  siM'eet  maid  of  Aldeniey« 

And  when  around  my  wearied  bead. 

Soft  pillow'd  where  my  fathers  He, 
Death  shall  eternal  p<^>pie9  spread. 

And  close  for  aye  my  tearfu'  eye, 
Ferch*d  on  some  bonny  branch  on  high, 

7bou*it  sing  thy  sweetest  roundelay. 
And  soothe  my  spirit  passing  by, 

To  TXiiiet  the  maid  of  Aldemey. 
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LVIII. 
THE  FLOWERS  OP  THE  FOREST.; 

2fEW.SET. 
AIR— The  f^lawvn  of  tbe  flwot 


On  llie  daik  forest  side  an  old  minstrel  sat  plajing^ 
IVhite  waT*d  his  thin  locks  and  sad  was  his  lay  ; 

He  sang  the  bright  laurels  of  Scotin  decaying^ 
Aad  Bowers  of  the  forest  all  weded  away. 

I  weq»  for  the  wrongs  on  my  country  inflicte<^ 
I  weep  for  your  &te  who  lie  cold  in  the  clayi 

Tour  stru^le,  though  hapeless,  true  valour  depicted. 
Tour  mem'ry,  brave  heroes,  lives  ne'er  to  decay. 

Far  thee,  my  lov*d  diieftain,  in  honour  grown  hoary^r 
Hiy  evening  was  bright  as  unclouded  thy  day  ; 

For  ever  thou'lt  shine  in  the  annals  of  glory, 
Thj  laurels  unsullied  shall  ne*er  fade  away. 

I've  seen  on  the  green,  blooming  maidens  unfeigning. 
With  love  their  eye  smiling  most  cheerful  and  gay, 

Hie  lone  mountain  edioes  now  return  their  complainings 
Fond  hope's  brightest  prospects  are  all  wed  aws^. 
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1*0  the  contest  behold  the  proud  foes  fierce  returning, 

What  tears  must  be  shed 'at  the  fate  of  the  day ! 
While  the  bards  of  old  Scotia  their  harps  tune  to  mourning, 
i^    The  Rowels  of  the  forest  are  all  wed  away. 


LIX. 
THOUGHT  GANE  AWA  *. 


Thou'rt  gane  awa,  thou*rt  gane  awa^ 
Thou'rt  gane  awa  frae  me,  Mary, 

Nor  friends  nor  I  could  make  thee  stay, 
Thou*st  cheated  them  and  me,  Mary. 

♦  Two  very  different  accounts  have  been  given  of  the  particular  incidaij 
which  gave  birth  to  the  composition  of  this  well  known  song.  We  shall  ^^ 
both,  exactly  b«  we  received  them,  leaving  our  readen  to  judge  for  themsetvH 

A  London  Magazine,  for  the  Month  of  August  1770,  contains  the  foDowini 
ndnute  detail.  **  A  young  gentleman  in  Ireland,  on  the  pcAat  of  marryini 
lady  there,  to  whom  he  bad  been  for  some  time  most  tenderly  attached,  h 
pened  to  receive  an  unexpected  visit  from  the  son  of  one  of  his  fitther'^^fir^ 
IViends.  The  visitor  was  welcomed  with  every  imaginable  mark  ofkindncs 
and,  in  order  to  pay  him  the  higher  compliment,  the  intended  bride  was  give 
to  him  by  her  unsuspicious  lover  for  a  partner,  at  a  ball  that  early  succeedd 
bis  arrivaL  They  danced  together  the  whole  evening  ;  and  the  next  vaom 
ing,  in  viiriation  of  the  laws  of  hospitality  on  the  one  part,  and  of  every  vm 
tie  on  the  other,  they  took  themselves  off  secretly  to  Scotland,  where  thf 
were  married. 

Socry  I  am  (continues  the  editor)  to  add  the  consequences  of  tliii  >(r« 
Where  a  ^omaacan  be  guilty  of  so  atrocious  a  breach  of  laith,  she  but 
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Until  ibis  hour  I  never  ihOugjbX 
That  ought  could  alt«r  thee«  Mtty, 

Thou'rt  still  the  miatrees  of  my  hMrtp 
TUnfc  what  Ihoii  wilt  cine,  Maiy, 

WhateV  ha  said  or  might  firetaul, 
Wha  stole  that  heart  o*  thine,  Maiy, 

True  love  I*m  sure  waa.ne*er  hit  eud^ 
Nor  nae  sic  love  as  mine^  Maiy. 

1  qpake  sincere^  ne'er  flatt^r'd  much. 
Had  no  unworthy  thought^  Mary, 

Ambition,  wealth,  notnaething  such—* 
No^  I  lov*d  only  the^  Mary. 


ncrititfaerqiret  of  a  worthy  mind;  nerertheleM  this  truly  ftitiuUe  uA 
1^^  injured  young  gentleman  sunk  under  the  double  weight  of  ingratitude 
and  iO-requUtdlouei  and  in  an  hour  of  melancholy  having  written  theae 
fioei,  the  generodty  of  whidi  to  almoet  unexampled,  he  died  in  a  deep  decli&e^ 
to  the  great  afBictioa  of  all  who  had  the  pleasure  of  hi»  acquaintance^ 

IheoCher aooQunt  contiiveB  to  fix  the toene  nearer  home.  Aooordingto 
^  the  author  was  a  gentleman  (tf  extensive  property  in  the  west  of  Sootlanc^ 
ad  the  Mary  whom  the  song  so  fteUn^y  bewaili,  hu  bdored  and  beautiful 
wife.  After  having  been  far  several  yean  married,  and  notwithstanding  all 
theaIhiRmen(iofhersituation«  ihishidy,it  is  said,  disgraced  hersd^  and 
inrolfvd  her  Ikmily  hi  the  deepest  cfistresa  by  her  dishonouxdile  conduct. 
lawMiMetPtheattractJonaofrankandsflnenco  unworthy  of  the  aflfectioa 
sfhcr  soriable  huAand,  and  lost  to  the  solonnity  of  those  obligations  whidi 
*re  oeeemrily  connected  with  .the  matrimonial  state,  she  ftnr  soijie  time  in. 
Mgsd  in  crfninal  inteicaiiraei  and  afterwaida  ckped  with  her  own  fiwtaian. 

^  tRatment  at  once  so  unmerited  and  so  unexpected  overwhelmed  the 
gatienian  with  inexpressible  anguish.  He  remained  for  some  time  in  that  state 
^  mute  but  pidnAil  agitation  which  never  fiuk  to  attend  any  great  and  sudden 
"lenity,  and  idiich  la  only  increased  to  more  acute  agony,  by  reviewing  with 
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NoodMriiUHd  rU  wwH  Mny; 

Tby  ^MPonB^  to  liiMn  and  ne»  ^^i^^* 
So  then  fiurewdl»  of  thb  be  sore. 

Since  Ton'vtt  been  ftfae  tome^  Vtfff 
Foif  an  the  worid  rdnoc  endun 

Helf  wluit  Vv  done  for  lliea^  M«7« 


THE   PEET-CADGER's  LAMENT. 

AIR-Buni*s  fiuewcn  to  Jean;  or,  bey  tattie,  tattie. 


JiCy  bonny  black  meer's  deed ! 
The  iSioitg^tS  e*en  leyke  to  turn  my  head! 
She  led  the  peets,  and  gat  me  bread  ; 
But  iwiiat  wQli  I  doi  now  ? 

tompoeure  fhe  extent  of  the  e^  an4  by  the  renewed  reconectioDO^ 
ibnner  ei\joyinent8  **  departed  never  to  return.**  Ab  foon,  however,  a* 
.  bis  mind  recced  that  tranquillity  neoeBiary  to  eicpieH  its  feelings  witb 
coherence  and  energy,  he  gave  vent  to  his  giief  by  compoung  tiiis  nmpic 
but  sententiouf  addre§B  to  the  deluded  obgect  of  his  sui&ring  wid  diqiaoe. 
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She  was  bwom  when  Jwohn  was  bwom, 
Justninteen  yean  last  Thuirsday  mwom; 
Puir  beast !  had  she  ^ot  locks  oVwom, 
She'd  b6en  alive,  I  trow ! 

Vfhen  young,  just  leyke  a  deil  she  ran ; 
Ihe  car.geer  at  Duidar  she  wan ; 
That  day  saw  me  a  happy  man, 

Now  tears  gush  frae  my  e'e. 
For  she's  geane,  my  weyfe's  geane, 
Jwohn's  a  swodger, — I  ha*e  neane  ! 
Brokken !  deyl'd !  left  my  leane, 

I've  nin  to  comfort  me ! 

When  wheyles  I  mounted  on  my  yaud^  > 
I  niver  reade  leyke  yen  stark  mad ; 
We  toddled  oo,  and  beath  were  ghid. 

To  see  our  sonsie  deame : 
The  weyfe,  the  neybors,  weel  she  knew» 
And  aw  the  deyke-backs  where  gurse  grew  ; 
Then  when  she'd  pang'd-her  belly  fou, 

How  tow'rdy  she  cam  heame ! 

Kae  pamper'd  beasts  e'er  heeded  we ; 
Nae  win  or  weet  e'er  dreeded  we  ; 
I  niTer  cried  woah,  hop,  or  jee. 
She  kent-*aye,  iy'ry  turn ! 
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And  wheyles  I  gat  her  teatea  o*  hay. 
And  gev  her  watter  tweyce  a-day. 
She*8  deed !  she's  deed,  I'm  wae  to  say  f 
Then  how  can  I  but  mouni? 

Frae  Tindle-Fell  twelve  pecka  she'd  bring— 
She  was  a  yaud,  fit  for  a  king ! 
I  niver  strack  her,  silly  thing ! 

'Twas  hard  we  twea  sud  part ! 
I's  auld,  and  feal'd,  and  ragg'd,  and  peer^ 
And  cannot  raise  anither  meer;    . 
But  cannot  leeve  anither  year ! 

The  loss  will  break  my  heart. 


NANCr. 
AI&-The  Legacy. 


Kow  the  ruddy  sun  is  setting. 

Now  the  clouds  with  crimson  glowj 
Evening's  dew  my  bower  is  wetting, 

Fresh  agaip  my  sorrows  flow ; 
O'er  these  scenes  my  sportive  fancy 

Oft  has  roam'd  with  raptur'd  joy ; 
Now  their  charms  have  fled  with  Nancy, 

Saddening  thoughts  my  soul  employ^ 
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Lonely  in  dM  deep  gtes  sttajingy 

Londyonthe  woody  hiU, 
Wildly  to  the  rode  bleat  pbying^ 

Softly  to  the  wee^ug  riU. 
On  my  hepless  fi»te  I  ponder^ 

Whilst  thy  neme  on  fay'ritt  tvec^ 
Gniy'd»  where  once  we  iu*d  to  wander. 

Turns  my  thottghtB>  fidae  ayinpl^  to  llMe* 

Tho*  the  lore  was  false  that  bound  tfaee^ 

Could  I  faann  thec^  Nanqr  ?<-^io ; 
Should  I  wish  remorse  mi^  wanad  thee^ 

*Ti9  too  late  to  soothe  my  woe. 
Now  my  dreams  of  bliss  are  over^ 

And  my  heart  feels  anguish  sore ; 
Still,  fair  Nancy,  with  thy  lover. 

Be  thou  blest  when  I*m  no  more. 

LXII. 
MART. 


'Now,  Mary,  now  the  struggle's  o*er, 
The  war  of  pride  and  love. 

And,  Mary,  now  we  meet  no  more^ 
Unless  we  meet  aboveii 
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Too  well  tfaou  bnow'st  how  nttdi  I  lDv*d» 
Thou  knew'flt  my  hopes— hovr  fair ! 

But  all  those  hopes  are  blasted  now. 
They  point  but  to  despair. 

Thus  doom*d  to  ceaseless,  hopeless  lore^ 

I  hsste  to  India's  shore; 
For  here  how  can  I  longer  stay. 

And  call  thee  mine  no  more ! 

Now,  Mary,  now  the  struggle's  o'er. 

And  tha'  I  still  must  love^ 
Yet,  Mary,  here  we  meet  no  more, 

O,  may  we  meet  above ! 


*^m^ii%^^^^^i%^ 


LXIII. 
KIND   ROBIN  LO'ES  ME. 


Robin  is  my  only  jo, 
Robin  has  the  art  to  lo'e. 
So  to  his  suit  I  mean  to  bow. 

Because  I  ken  he  lo*es  me. 
Happy,  happy  was  the  shower, 
That  led  me  to  his  birken  bower, 
Whare  first  of  love  I  felt  the  power, 

And  kend  tha^  Robin  lo'ed  me. 
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They  speak  of  B^lain»q^  ofnog^ 
l^teak  of  gbves  and  kiiniig  itriiiesy 
And  name  a  thousuid  bonny  things 

And  ca'  them  signs  ha  lo'cs  me. 
But  rd  prefer  a  smack  of  Rol>» 
^Kvting  on  the  velvet  fog» 
To  gifts  as  lang's  a  plaiden  woh^ 

Because  I  ken  he  lo'es  meb 

He*8  tall  and  soosey,  fiaok  and  free^ 
Lo'ed  by  a',  and  dear  to  me^ 
Wi'  him  rd  Hve^  wi'  him  I'd  die» 

Because  my  Eobin  lo*es  me. 
My  titty,  Maiy,  said  to  me^ 
Our  courtship  but  a  joke  wad  be> 
And  I,  or  lang,  be  made  to  see* 

That  Robin  did  na  lo'e  me. 

But  little  kends  she  what  has  been. 
Me  and  my  honest  Rob  between. 
And  in  his  wooing,  O  sae  keen. 

Kind  Robin  is  that  lo*e8  me. 
Then  fly,  ye  lazy  hours,  away. 
And  hasten  on  the  happy  day, 
IVhen,   « join  your  hands,**  Mess  John  shall  say, 

And  mak  him  mine  that  lo'es  me. 

Till  then,  let  every  chance  imite. 
To  weigh  our  love,  and  fix  delight. 
And  ril  look  down  on  such  wi*  spite. 
Who  doubt  that  Robin  lo*es  me. 
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O  hejt  Bobin,  quo*  ahe, 

O  hey,  Robin,  quo*  ahe^ 

O  hey,  Robiiiy  quo'  ahe, 

Kind  Robin  lo'es  me. 


LXIV. 
HELEN,  THE  PRIDE  OF  MONTROSE. 

AIR^— The  flower  of  DumbUoe. 


While  some  seek  the  mountain,  and  some  seek  the  vaUeyy 

(jive  me  the  lone  wallbt  where  the  £sk  proudly  flows; 
For  there  I  meet  Helen  a-wand*ring  so  gaily, 

Young  Helen,  sweet  Helen,  the  pride  of  Montrose. 
'JEL&r  form  has  been  moulded  by  love  and  the  graces. 

And  nature's  perfection  bewitchingly  shows, 
Hie  eye  hangs  delighted  as  fondly  it  traces, 

The  beauty  of  Helen,  the  pride  of  Montrose. 

» 

•Tis  charming  to  "stray  by  the  dear  winding  river. 
Where  thro'  the  tall  arches  it  pleasantly  flows; 

While  love*s  gentle  wishes  I  pause  to  discover. 
To  Helen,  sweet  Helen,  the  pride  of  Montrose. 


95 


Hio'  mine  were  the  wealth  d  the  eastern  mouQtainay 
Where  Ganges  bcoad  rolling  o'er  golden  bed  flows, 

I'd  pine  like  the  Arab  in  search  of  his  fountains. 
And  sigh  £or  sweet  Helen,  the  pride  of  Montrose. 

*Tis  bog  since  she  held  her  empire  in  my  bosons 

As  time  wears  apace  still  the  dearer  she  grows; 
An  nature  may  languish,,  and  sprijag  cease  to,  blossom^ 

But  still  1*11  love  Helen,  the  piide  of  Montrose. 
Then  come,  ye  sweet  moments,  when  hymeneal  blisses^ 

Mj  hopes  and  my  fears  with' enjoyment  shall  close, 
When  I  live  but  to  love  the  sweet  soul  oi  my  wishes. 

Young  Helen,  sweet  Helen,  the  pride  of  Montrose., 

MY  SOUL  IS  DARK. 


My  soul  is  dark~-<>h !  quickly  string 

The  harp  I  yet  can  brook  to  hear; 
And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 

Its  melting  murmurs  o*er  mine  ear. 
If  in  this  heart  a  hope  be  dear. 

That  sound  shall  charm  it  forth  again  ; 
If  in  these  eyes  there  lurks  a  tear, 

'Twill  flow,  and  cease  to  bum  1x7  brain.. 
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But  bid  the  strain  be  wfldand  deep, 

Kor  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first: 
I  tell  thee,  XTinstrel,  I  must  weep, 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  ^l  burst; 
For  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  nursed. 

And  ach'd  in  sleepless  sflence  long ; 
And  now  'tis  doom'd  to  know  the  worst, 

And  break  at  once— or  yield  to  song. 

LULLABY- 

AIBr-BonnyVroodo»CMgle  Ue. 


JBert.  tovdy  hahe,  on  mother's  knee, 
Rest,  lovely  babe,  on  motlier^s  knee. 
And  cry  nasaetoJiU  wC  woe 
The  heart  that  only  beats  for  thee. 

Thou  hast,  my  babe,  nae  father  now. 
To.  care  for  thee  when  I  am  gone ; 

And  I  hae  ne*er  a  friend  sae  true 
As  would  my  bonny  baby  own. 
Jiesti  lovely  babe,  &c* 


97 


0!  anoik  ind  I  cpdd  litde  diitA: 

A  lot  MMihirt  would  e'er  be  tfaine^ 
At  tfaiu  *  modMi^i  teuB  to  drink ! 

Fiav  htkj9  tfaoa  haA  drank  o'  mine» 
Sni,  lovdy  bMbe,  j^c. 

O  mflfl!,  mj  babe !  fior  iic  «  smile 

Tlqr  Mmt  e|«  pyC  on  to  me; 
O  mfle^  mjr  babe^  and  look  the  wbile, 

For  tfaou  look'st  wi'  thy  fiofaer'a  e'e. 
Meti,  hoefy  baiet  4^ 

O  flmt  llae  widonr'd  beaiC  woidd  beat 
XiU  Ibeu  In  y«am  hadrt  upmid  growo^ 

That  I  might  leam  thy  futme  fate^ 
Nor  leave  thee  in  the  world  alone. 
Retif  lovefy  babef  fc 

LXYII. 
0  MEIRLE  THINKS  MY  LOVE  O'  MY  BEAUTY. 


0  mdkle  dunka  my  lo?e  o*  my  beauty. 
And  meikle  thinks  my  love  o'  my  kin. 

But  litde  thinks  my  love  I  ken  brawUe 
Hy  tocher's  ifae  jcirel  has  cbama  far  him,. 
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*Tis  a*  for  tiie  apple  hell  nourish  the  tree, 
*Ti8  a'  for  liie  hintiey  he'll  cheriflli  the  bee; 

My  laddie^ft  sae  meikk  in  lov«  wi'  the  fiUer, 
He  canna  hae  love  to  ^are  for  ae. 

Tour  profer  o*  lore's  an  airUpenny, 
My  tocher's  iJm  harg^  ye^nidlMiy; 

But  gin  ye  be  crafty,  Fkn  cumdng, 

Sae  ye  wi*  anitlier  your  ibrttine  mann  ir^» 

Te're  like  to  the  timmer  o*  yoa  iMten  ivocm^ 
Ye're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  tieeb 

Te'll  dip  firae  dm  Iflce  a  knodesB  tfarekd^ 
4nd  ye'U  cnick  your  credit  wi'inae  than  me.^ 

m 

THE  WOWING  OF  J:0K  AND  JYNNX  \ 


Robeyns  Jok  come  to  wow  our  Jynny^ 
On  our  feist-erin  qiAen  we  were  fow  ; 

Scho  brankit  fast,  and  nuud  hir  bony. 
And  said,  Jok,  come  ye  fyt  to  wow  ? 

«  Tliis  wen  known  poem,  by  fzequent  publicatiDn,  hasbeen  nucb  eomfl 
ed,  almost  every  puUisbeifhaTingtakoi  tbe^berty  of  introducing  lucb  dta 
«tiomae)^fflticyBU8geBted.   ThepKeieBt  however  maybe  recdved, wiife 
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Sdio  bunieist  liir  butti  bmist  and  farow» 
And  maid  bir  deir  m ony  dok; 

Ulan  spak  hir  dfitauf,  and  said,  J  trow. 
Ye  come  to  wow  ow  Jfamy,  Jok. . 

Jok  said,  forsuth  I  yarn  full  fiine^ 

To  lok  my  Iwd,  and  al  doun  by  yoir ; 
Than  qpak  bur  modlr^  And  said  agane. 

My  bairne  bea  tocber-gud  to  ge  yow* 
Te  be,  quotfa  Jyuuy,  kdk,  keik,  I  se  yow ; 

Muder,  yona  man  maks  yow  a  mok; 
I  scbro  tbe  lyar,  fidl  leia  me  yow» 

I  come  to-wotr  your  Jynny,  quotb  Jolu 


My  bem^  sdio  aayis^  bes  of  bur  awui»  .     . 

Ane  giiaa»  ane  giyce»  ane  cok,  ane  ben, 
Ane  calf,  ane  bOg,  ane  fute-biaid  sawin» 

Ane  kirn^  ane  pin,  that  ye  wdU  ken,. 

Mt  hcdUUon  as  a  faithful  copy,  and  exhibits  to  us  arery  kidicrouspletuzeof 
tte  Cmta  SvpeOae  ortheflcoteth  Coaamonsinthe  Ifitli  eentiaEy.  Instead  ofaf. 
ftuag  a  minirte  g^Msary  of  all  tbe  wretched  goods  and  chattels  of  the  bride 
■Ml  bridegxoom,  we  shall  select  a  list  of  those  articles  only  which  might  be 
Attais  or  imlntriBgahk  to  the  wJjOtitf  oCour  readers, 

A  piece  of  wirUke 
dress 

Load  saddle 
A  Teasel    to    boil 
malt  in 

Button  of  a  spindle 
AUag 
Purse 

Flat  Iron  for  turn, 
ingcake^ 
Instniment  for 


^ 

Cupboard 

Jak 

J/t 

Com<4:hest 

ftniUedder 

T»aned  leather 

LaidSatUUH 

Jfnekit 

Clasps 

MatkattfaU 

SMarit 

DUheswfth  coven 

ftttrrUlok 

Fetter-lock 

Nok  . 

rUder 

lS8Q.wt 

Polk 

ffaii                      Huidle 
ft^ebnidumimg  Com  suflldent  to 

1P&S 

sow  a  foot  breadth 

of  laud 

Tilrmuucrwft 

iitttfidtomf 

CwIMHI  SuOCiB 

Trem 
JhMek0om' 
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Ane  pig,  fliic  pot^  ane  ndp  iiuSt  hta, 
Ave  fork,  ane  flaflc*  ane  rojll^  aae  fok^ 

Discfais  and  dablaris  nyne  or  ten: 
Come  ye  to  wow  our  Jyimy>  Jok? 

Ane  blanket^  and  aae  wedit  alco^ 

Ane  sdiii]%  ane  ashaty  and  ane  laog  iafl^ 
Ane  ark,  ane  alinryi  and  laidilb  twa, 

Ane  mUk-sydit  with  ane  swyne  tail^ 
Ane  rawaty  quhittfll  to  achttr  the  kaiQ, 

Ane  quheiB,  ane  mell  the  beir  to  kooky 
Ane  ooig,  and  caiid  wantand  ane  nail; 

Come  ye  to  wow  om*  Jyiuiy#  Jok  ? 

Ane  Ainne^  ane-fturlet,  ane  pofty  ane  pdc, 

Ane  tiib^  atie  barrow,  with  ane  qubeOban^ 
Ane  txas,.  ane  trocfa,  and  ane  mol-aak^ 

Ane  spurtill  braid,  and  ane  elwand. 
Jok  tuk  Jynny  be  the  hand* 

And  ciyd,  ane  feist ;  and  slew  ane  ook. 
And  maid  a  brydell  up  alland ; 

Now  half  I  gottin  your  Jynny,  ^piolh  Jok  ? 

Now,  deme,*  I  baif  your  baime  mardft; 

Sujqpois  ye  mak  it  nevir  sa  tuche^ 
I  latt  yon  wit  sdbois  nodit  miskarri^ 

It  is  weiU  kend  I  haif  anucfa : 
Ane  a*ukit  gleyd  fell  our  ane  hucb, 

Ane  spaid,  ane  vp&t,  ane  spur,  aae  aok^ 
Withouttm  oxin  I  haif  a  pluche 

To  gang  tqgiddir  Jynny  and  Jok. 
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I  ludf  ane  heUeryand  eik  «ne  hek» 

Ane  coiid,  ane  creill,  and  als  ane  cradiU^ 
Fyfe  fidder  of  n^^  to  stuff  ane  jak,  . 

Ane  auld  panneU  of  ant  laid  aadill, 
Ane  peper-polk.  maid  of  a  padell, 

Ane  spoun^,  ane  spindill  waiitand  ane  nok, 
Twa  lusty  lippis  to  lik  ane  laiddill. 

To  gang  togiddir  Jynny  and  Jok. 

Ane  brechame,  and  twa  brochis  fyne 

Weill  buklit  with  a  b'rydill  renye^ 
Ane  sark  maid  of  the  linkome  twyne, 

Ane  gay  grene  clc^e  that  will  nocht  stenye  ; 
And  yit  for  mister  X  will  nocht  fenye, 

Fyve  hundirth  fleis  now  in  a  flok, 
Call  ye  nocht  tham  and  joly  menye> 

To  gang  togiddir  Jynny  ^md  Jok. 

Ane  trene,  truncheour,  ane  ramehome  spone, 

Twa  buttis  of  barkit  blasnit  Icdder, 
All  graith  that  gains  to  hobbill  schone, 

Ane  thrawcruk  to  twyne  ane  tedder, 
Ane  biydill,  ane  grith,  and  ane  swyne  bledder, 

Ane  maskene^fatt,  ane  fctterit  lok^ 
Ane  scheip  weill  kepit  fra  ill  wedder. 

To  gang  togiddir  Jynny  and  Jok» 

Tak  thair  for  my  parte  of  the  feist  $ 
It  is  Weill  JuuiwiA  I  am  weiU  bodin  ; 


13 
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Ve  mfty  nocfat  wy  my  parte  la  ku^ 
The  wyfe  ttkl»  flpdd,  the  kaOl  ar  «oddhu 

And  als  the  kTwok  is  ftist  and  loddin  ; 
IVhen  ye  baif  done,  tak  hame  the hrak; 

The  rost  wes  tuche,  sa  wer  thay  bodin  ; 
Syn  gaid  togiddir  twyth  Jynny  and  Jok. 


^>%^%%^^^»»^%^ 


LXIX. 
AKD  ART  THOU  GOXE. 


And  art  flioa  gone,  for  ever  gone, 
IVae  friends,  and  love^  and  me ! 

And  Fill  nae  mair  the  witching  glance 
Beam  fine  thy  bonny  e*e. 

And  is  thy  heart  for  ever  caold. 

And  can  it  feel  nae  mair  * 
Nae  mair  he  glad  at  ither's  joy% 

In  ither's  sonrows  diare. 

Alas !  'ds  cauld,  for  ever  cauld— 
And  why  does  life  warm  mine  ! 

Oh !  that  it  too  had  ceas'd  to  bea^ 
And  lay  in  death  wi*  thine. 
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But  aooiiy  tty  soon,  my  wish  will  come, 

To  thee  I'm  hastening  fiist ; 
My  fast,  my  fondest  thought  was  thine. 

And  thine  will  be  my  lasL 


^^^/^i%%^/%^^ 


LXX. 


COME  O'ER  THE  SBA. 

AIR^-Cui4ifih  ma  cbiee. 


Come  o*er  &e  sea. 

Maiden!  with  me» 
3luie  thro'  sunshine,  stonn  and  snows! 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  true  soul 
Burns  the  same^  where'er  it  goes. 
I<st  fiite  frown  on,  so  we  love  and  part  not ; 
Tu  life  where  thou  art,  'tis  death  where  thou  art  not ! 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea. 

Maiden !  with  me. 
Come  wherever  the  wild  wind  blows; 

Seasons  may  roU, 

But  the  true  soul 
Bums  the  same^  where'er  it  goes. 


Isnocthe  n* 
Made  fbr  th«  free^ 
I4ui4  for  ooiuts  andcfaajiMalooe? 
Here  we  are  aleves ; 
But  on  the  wavesy 
Lo¥e  and  LUierty's  aU  our  own! 
No  ey«  to  watch,  and  no  tongue  to  woun^  us, 
All  earth  forgot,  and  all  heaven  aiound  us ! 
Then  come  o*er  the  sea, 
Maidoi!  with  me. 
Come  wherever  the  wild  wind  blows; 
Seasons  may  roll. 
But  die  true  soid 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 


^V»»»%%i%<V» 


^> 


LXXX.  ■'  ■'.'^-'-'^ 


EMMA. 


Weep  no  more  by  shading  tree. 
Weep  no  more  by  hallow*d  stream ; 

Wend  thee  to  yon  cloistered  wall, 
JJghted  by  the  taper*s  beam. 


ios 


i  Hake  thy  ootid  the  lonely  brake» 


I 


Snm  the  lorer's  rosy  bower, 
Ne'er  wilt  thou  with  Knxgfat  thou  loY*dsty 
Pub  the  noon  or  twifight  hour. 

Fer  firom  bow*rs  of  hike  and  llie^ 
Far  in  wild  and  desart  land, 

I>Bq»  he  lies  the  turf  bdow, 
Fallen  by  a  heathen  hand. 

DMoe  no  more  in  gilded  hall, 
^Hicn  the  Ugbt  of  day  is  done^ 

Thine  is  now  the  lonely  cell 
DedL'd  in.  weeds  of  doister'd  nun* 

Street  the  tale  Ibndlove  hud  told^ 
Well  that  tale  thou  loT*dit  to  heari 

SQent  is  the  voice  for  aye» 
xievcr  note  to  duuui  thy  cer« 

Soft  she  song  her  vesper  hymn. 
At  the  dose  of  curfew  bel]« 

Weepu^  sought  her  lover's  bower. 
In  the  hollow  winding  delL 

Fancy  ttdd  lull  many  a  tale^ 

Vbions  of  an  ancient  day, 
like  the  phantom  of  the  night. 

Quickly,  quickly  ded  away. 
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Soft  M  was  llie  bKstfa  of  lU^it^ 
Soft  was  Emma's  slumbering 'il^ ; 

All  slielov*d  on  eartiL  was  Bed, 
AH  ihe  wiah'd  was  then  to  die*  ' 

ixxir. 

SAT  NOT  THE  BARD  HAS  TURNED  OLD*. 


Hio*  the  winter  of  age  wreadies  her  snow  on  his  head^ 
And  the  blooming  effiilgenee  of  sumnfer  Is  fled, 
Tlio'  the  voice  that  wassweet»  as  the  help's  aoltewt  itrii^i 
Be  trem'lous,  and  low  as  the  ze{4iyrs  of  sptm^ 
Yet  say  not  the  Bard  has  tuiwd  pldt 

Tho*  the  casket  that  holds  the  rich  jewel  we  prii^  > 
Attracts  not  the  gaie  of  inquisitive  c^es  ; 
Tet  the  gem  that's  within  may  be'lovdy  and  b^ght»   ' 
As  the  smiles  of  the  mora  or  theet^  of  the  nigh^ 
Then  say  not  the  Bard  has  turned  oldi 

•  We  f&A  tiae  greatest  pteoAtre  in  being  authoiind  to  plsoe  this  poem 
among  the  nuiniber  of  our  ocifl^nals.  It  is  a  production  which  does  faooour 
to  the  author,  and  we  are  only  sorrytosaj^  ttiat  Ms  ddloai^  has.  pievcBtof 
hfan,  at  least  for  the  present,  fiwmiS6«fcriogtbifhonott»bytl^eenQBilBicnt 

•fhisnamew 
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y^hm  iSbe  tapen  Inira  denv  and  tlie  gdblet  sMnes  bright 
In  the  haU  of  hii  cfakf  on  a  ftsdval  night, 
I  lufe  miled  at  tfie  glance  of  his  rapturous  eye, 
Vndk  1^  hrim  of  Ike  goblet  laugh*d  back  in  reply  j 
Then  say  not  the  Bard  has  turned  old* 

When  he  sings  of  the  valorous  deeds  that  were  done^. 
By  his  Clan  or  his  Chief4n  the  days  that  are  gone. 
His  strains  then  are  vviious—now  rapid— now  slow. 
As  he  moDinsfbr  the  dead  or  eiults  oVr  the  foe ; 
llien  say  not  tiie  Bard-faaa  tamed* oUb 

when  summer  in  gaudy  ptuAuion  is  dress  d, 
And  tlie  dew-drop  hangs  dear  on  the  violci^a  bntas^. 
I  list  with  deUi^  to  his  nqptnnms  strain. 
While  the  bqmwing  echo  returns  it  again  s^ 
Then  say  not  the  Bard  has  turned  old. 

But  not  summer's  profusion  alone  can  inspirOv 
His  soul  i»  the  song,  or  his  hand  on  the  ^rc^ 
But  rapid  his  numben^  and  wilder  they  flow. 
When  the  wintry  winds  rave  o*er  his  mountains  of  snow; 
Then.say  not,&e  Bard  has  turned  old.^ 

The  poem  U  in  genesallwantlfaOydeacriptife  of  that  native  fire,  and 
tUne tender  lennbOlttes  i«Mdi  eminently  belong  to  the  poei'f  diaracter,, 
and  which  are  apt  to  be  awakened  by  every  singular  and  strilcingoocurrenoe. 
'What  Mppeaan,  iMwever,  to  have  operated  ntoat  upon  the  mind  of  our 
AAor,  and  snggeBted  tile  taint  Ibr  the  present  pioductlon,  is  that  light 
airioas  oTdBapoeiflon  whieb  U  to  peculiar  to  some  poeti,  and  which  exhibits 
di  the  energies  of  yonthftd  -  imagjnataon  smUl  the  growing  iBfixnities  ef 


I  have  wen  him  elate  when  the  blade  dt^oda 
Terrific  and  wild  by  the  thunder  of  hea?en» 
And  smile  at  the  billows  that  angrily  olyb. 
Incessant  and  deep  o*er  the  mariner*!  ynwe; 
Then  say  not  the  Bard  has  turned  old» 


When  the  eye  that  expresses  the  waxmlh  of  his  heu^ 
Shall  fail  the  benevolent  wish  to  imparf»-^ 
When  his  blood  shall  be  cold  as  the  wint*iy  wave. 
And  silent  his  harp  as  the  gloom  of  the  grave,-— 
Then  say  that  the  fiard  haa  turned  old* 

X.XXIII. 

SHE'S  FAIR  AND  PAUSE. 


She*»  fUr  and  finise  tfiat  cauttt  my  smarts 
I  lo*ed  her  meikle  and  lang; 

A  Biqierflcial  or  fiistidious  critic  may  p0rtuf»  amile  at  the  m&»  ^ 
affirming  that  **  The  Bard  has  not  turned  old/*  while  at  the  same  tine 
he  admits  ttift  his  head  is  oorered  with  the  gray  hairs  of  age.  ItostmilW 
inooDsisteocy  however  is  eiqilaiaed  wifligientty,  and  we  think  most  tam>^> 
iathebcjginningoftlieMcoiui  stanza,  by  the  antrodnction  ofUie«nil4 

Iho*  the  casket  that  h^Us  the  rich  jewel  wa  juiB^ 
Aitiaot  not  the  gM»  of  inquisitiva  eyasb 
Yet  the  gcox  that's  within  may  be  hivelyand  b^ght* 
As  the  smiles  of  the  mom  or  the  stan  of  tha  might ; 

llien  say  not  the  fiard  has  turned  old. 


fihe'ii  bnkm  her  ynm,  dhe's  broken  my  hevl^ 

And  I  may  e*eii  gae  hang. 
A  ooof  com  in  wi*  rowlh  o'  geir» 
And  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear. 
But  woman  is  only  waild**  gear, 

Sae  let  the  bomiis  iMiie  mur* 

Whae'er  ya  be  diat  woman  lore^ 

To  this  be  never  blindy 
Nae  feriie  'tis  tbo*  ickk  she  pior^ 

A  woman  has*t  by  kind. 
O,  woman  lorelyy  woman  fidr ! 
An  sngd  form's  fimn  to  thy  shaie^ 
'Twad  been  o'er  meOde  to  gi'en  thee  mair^ 

I  mean  an  angel  mind* 


%»%*^^<»»»c%% 


isoav; 


I  HAVE  KSOWVr  WHAT  IT  WAS  TO  BE  HAPPY 

AND  GAY. 

AlIt*43olfiet^  dmm. 


I  htve  known  what  it  was  to  be  happy  and  gay. 
And  have  cheri8h*d  both  virtue  and  £;iendahip  sincere* 

I  hive  dream'd  upon.hppe  till  my  fancy  j^^e  way^  .  ^ 
M  the  dreaoL  «ni^  Ifa^  dmmer  wfSEe  jboet  in  4eipair, 


110 

I  have  ttisted  of  joys  unassisted  by  art. 

And  lavish'd  my  all  with  a  prodigal  waste ; 

One  passion  alone  held  the  sway  o*er  my  hearty 
But  the  joy  that  it  gave  was  too  poignant  to  last 

I  ne*er  lov'd  but  one^  and  she  fleem'd  to  unite 

All  we  dream  of  above,  or  adore  upon  earth ; 
I  gaz'd  on  her  charms  with  diistractikig  deHght, 

And  a  bosom  o'ercharg'd'with  a  sense  of  her  worth  ? 
liet  none  love  like  me^  if  they  vi^ue  their  peace. 

For  torture  lies  hid  'neadi  the  fondness  of  bUss, 
Kor  barter  for  ever  the  comforts  of  ease. 

For  the  charms  of  a  smile,  or  the  joys  of  a  kiss. 

,  LXXV* 

MARY,  THE  MAID  OF  MONTROSE; 

AIR— O  tdl  me  the  way  inr  to  woo. 


O  sweet  is  the  calm  dewy  evening 

When  nature  is  wooing  repair. 

And  sweet  are  the  low  notes  o*  echo 

When  dying  away  on  the  ear : 
And  lovely,  thrice  lovely,  when  o*er  the'blue  ocean,. 
Ihe  broad  moon  arising  in  majesty  glows ; 
And  I  breathing  over  ilk  tender  emotion, 
Vi*^  my  lovely  Maty,  the  nudd  d*  Montrose.   ' 


Ill 

Hie  filling  sae  fine  and  sae  any, 

Sae  fondly  in  lore  wiMiiinsel^ 

Is  proud  wi*  Ok  new  female  conquest 

To  sinne  at  the  walk  and  the  baU. 
But  gie  n^e,  oh  gie  me^  the  dear  calm  o*  nature 
By  some  tnish  or  brae-aide,  'where  naebody  goes, 
Ajid  ae  bonny  laade  to  lean  on  my  bosom. 

My  ain  lovely  Maiy,  the  maid  o*  Montrose*   - 

0  what  is  the  wale  o*  the  wmtIi^ 

Gin  nane  o'  its  pleasures  we  proT% 

And  where  can  we  prove  o*  its  pleasures 

Gin  no  wi'  the  laasie  we  love. 
0  nreet  are  the  smiles  and  the  dimples  o*  beauty, 
\niere  hiiluQg  the  Iqivea  and  the  graoea  rqpose^ 
And  sweet  |a  the  daik  o*  the  e*e  saftly  rolling. 
But  sweeter  is  Mary,  the  maid  o*  Montrose* 

O Maiy,  *tis no fortby teniiyy 
Though  few  are  sae  bonny  aa  tfiee ;    •    . 
O  Maiy,  'tb  na  for  .thy  peEseq, 
Though  handsome  as  woman  can  bei      > 
Tliy  fidr  flowing  form  is  the  fab  vernal  flow*ret» 
IlieUoamo' thy  dbteekiadiftUoDmo*  the  ipse,    t 
But  the  charms  o*  her  miBd  am  the  ties  sae  eodiiarui^ 
That  bbid  me  to  Maty,  the  maid  o*  Montroae..-. 


lis 

MY  HARRY  WAS  A  GALLANT  GAY  •. 

AIR-^Sfl^doder'vlaueiilb 


My  Hany  was  a  gaHaaft  gay, 

Fu'  stately  strada  he  on  the  plain ; 
But  now  he's  bamsh'd  far  away, 

rU  nef er  sea  Ubi  bade  f^gain. 

Ofir  him  hack  d^fafti* 
O  far  him  badf  afftin  I 
Jytadgie  a*  JFn0ekkatpi^$  IwUt- 
<  ^^BighUmdff&ni^b&ekagmm 

* 

When  a*  the  lave  gae  to  their  bed, 

I  wander  dowxevp  the  glen, 
I  set  me  down  and  gaeel  my  iffi. 

And  aye  I  wiafaldra  bMk  again* 
OJhirkimf^. 

O!  wera  aoiae  yiUaaii:  faaagtd  high. 

And  ilka  body  had  tfaaiv  ain. 
Then  might  I  see  the  jAj^ui  i|%fa^ 

My  Highland  Harry  back  again. 
OJor  him,  ^, 

» Ibto  «Mi«  b  the  oompoBition  of  Burns.    It  Is  Hdd  that  he  6btaiiied  the 
chonu  firom  the  redtatioa  of  an  oU  woman  who  mided  in  Dumblane. 


lis 


ixxvir. 

PROSPECTS  OF  AMERICA  •. 
(Bj  Dr.  Dwight,  a  Native  Poet.) 

Columbia !  Cohunbia !  to  glory  anae^ 

ITiou  Queen  of  the  World,  and  thou  child  of  the  akiei^ 

Thy  Genius  commands  thee,  with  raptures  behold^ 

Wliile  ages  on  ages  thy  splendours  unfold. 

Tby  reign  is  tiie  last,  and  the  noblest  of  Time, 

Most  fruitful  thy  soil,  most  inviting  thy  clime ; 

Let  die  crimes  of  the  East  ne'er  inaimson  thy  namc^ 

Be  Freedom  and  Science,  and  Virtue,  thy  fame. 

To  conquest  and  slaughter,  let  Europe  aspire, 
'Whelm  nations  in  blood,  wrap  cities  in  fire, 
Thy  heroes  the  rights  of  mankind  shall  defend, 
A  ad  triumph  pursue  them,  and  glory  attend ; 
A  World  is  thy  realm ;  for  a  world  be  thy  Iaws» 
£nlarg*d  as  thy  empire  and  just  as  thy  cause^ 
On  FVeedom's  broad  basis  that  Empire  shall  rise ; 
Extend  with  the  main,  and  dissolve  with  the  skies. 

•  Kational  honour,  independence,  and  praiperity,  form  a  pleating  tiieine 
both  Cor  the  attention  and  odebralion  of  the  bard.  They  are  not  only  eat- 
cecdiugly  fertile,  and  thuspreient  moat  ample  aoope  Cor  the  exercise  of  bis  in> 
^cation  ;  they  are  also  recommended  by  every  connderatioo  which  can  warm 
the  bcartor  elcirate  the  affbctions.  Among  the  various  prcductions  which  have 
beet  dedicated  U>  this  purpose,  the  prewnt,  though  short,  is  nevertbelen  ooo. 

x3 


tu 

Fair  Science  her  gates  to  tiby  sons  shall  unbar. 
And  the  East  see  thy  Mom  hide  tl^e  beams  of  her  star; 
New  Bards  and  new  Sages  itnriyall*d  shall  soar. 
By  Fame  still  distingiiiah*d  when  time  is  no  more. 
To  thee  the  last  refuge  of  Virtue's  design*d, 
Shall  fly  from  all  nations  the  best  of  mankind, 
There,  grateful  to  Heay*n,  with  transport  shall  bring 
Thehr  incense  more  fragrant  than  odours  of  Si»ing« 

Nor  less  shall  thy  fair  ones  to  Glory  ascend. 
And  Genius  and  Beauty  in  hormony  blend  ; 
Their  graces  of  form  shall  wake  pure  desire. 
And  the  charms  of  the  soul  stall  enliven  the  fire ; 
Their  sweetness  unmingled,  their  manners  refrne<^ 
And  Virtue's  bright  image  instamped  on  the  mind. 
With  peace  and  sweet  rapture  shall  tcadi  life  to  glow. 
And  lig^t  up  a  smile  on  the  aspect  of  woe.^ 


spicuous.  It  dispbya,  in  a  very  in^neidTe  aianner,  the  aincere  wishes  and 
anticipatimu  of  the  Patriot,  expressed  with  all  the  fervour  and  enthusaaam  of 
the  Poet. 

The  particular  circumstance  reelecting  the  poem»  to  whidb  we  would 
direct  the  attention  of  our  readers,  is,  that  it  was  composed  for  the  expresB 
purpose  of  vindicating  the  honour  of  a  natimi.  A  considerable  number  of 
years  ago,  a  paragraph  i^ipeared  in  a  periodical  paper  belonging  to  tlUs  coun. 
try,  which  contained  some  hints  that  America  either  had  not,  or  oouM  not 
produce  a  native  poet  These  insinuations  were  however  soon  after  disap- 
proved  by  the  exertions  of  a  Mr.  Dwigfat,  who  published  this  pocm»  and 
designed  himself,  as  we  have  done,  in  the  title,  "  A  native  poet.*'  Of  tliic 
gentlmnan,  however,  we  have  not  been  able  to  obtain  any  particular  infbr. 
mation,  nor  have  we,  at  least  as  fin:  as  is  known  to  us>,  been  &voureit  with 
any  other  displays  oCbis  poetical  talents. 
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Tby  fleets  to  dl  legioiis  iixy  power  shall  ikpluf. 
The  natioitt  admirey  and  the  ocean  obey ; 
£ach  flhore  to  llij  ^ory  Hs  tribute  unfold. 
And  the  East  and  the  South  yield  tiiefar  spices  and  gold ; 
As  the  day-spring  unbounded,  thy  splendours  shall  flow, 
And  £aith*s  little  kingdoms  before  tiiee  shall  bow ; 
While  the  ensigns  of  union,  in  triumph  unfurled. 
Hush  Anarchy's  sway,  and  gire  peace  to  the  world. 

Tlias,  as  down  a  lone  "valley,  *mid  the  poplar's  soft  ihade^ 

From  the  din  of  the  dty,  I  pensively  strayed — 

Hie  gloom  fhim  the  fiice  of  fair  Heav'n  retired. 

The  winds  ceased  to  murmur,  the  thunders  expired ; 

Perfumes,  as  of  Eden,  flowed  sweetly  along. 

And  a  Toice,  as  of  angels,  enchantingly  sung : 

Cohnubia!  ColumiHa!  to  glory  aris^ 

Thou  Queen  of  the  World,  and  thou  child  of  the  skiesb 


^^%^%%<%^ 


LXXVIII. 
THE   SLEEPING   BEAUTY. 


Sleep  on,  and  dream  of  hearen  a-while^ 
Though  shut  so  clone  thy  laughing  eyes; 

Thy  rosy  lips  still  wear  a  smile. 

And  moTe  and  breathe  delicious  nghs. 
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Ah !  now  8oft  Elushes  tinge  her  cheeky 
And  mantle  to  her  neck  of  snow ! 

Ah !  now  she  murmun,  now  she  qpeaks, 
"What  most  I  wish,  yet  fear  to  know. 

She  starts^  she  trembles,  and  she  we^  \ 

Her  fair  hands  folded  on  her  breast, 
And  now,  how  like  a  saint  she  sleeps, 

A  seraph  in  the  realms  of  rest ! 
Sleep  on,  secure,  aboye  oontroul. 

Thy  thoughts  belong  to  heaven  and  thee. 
And  may  the  secrets  of  thy  soul 

Be  held  in  reverence  by  me. 


LXXIX. 

O  POORTITH  CAULD  AND  RESTLESS  LOVE. 

AIR— I  luMl  a  hone,  &c 


O  poortith  cauld,  and  restless  love. 
Ye  wreck  my  peace  between  ye ; 

Yet  poortith  a*  I  could  forgive. 
And  'twere  na  for  my  Jeanict 


IIT 

0  u>ky  fkofiM  Jhte  luch  pleaniire  hmte^ 
Itfe*s  deare$t  6MMb  untwining  f 

Or  v^y  toe  iweet  a  Jlower  as  hvcp 
iHptwi  om^/wtftnes  utoung* 

Thi8  warld*8  wealth  when  I  think  on^ 
Its  pride,  and  a'  the  hiye  o't ; 

Fk,  fie  on  silly  oowird  num. 
That  he  should  be  the  slave  o*ti 
0  why  thoutdjate^  ^c* 

Her  een  sae  bonnie  blue  betray. 
How  she  repays  my  passion  ; 

But  prudence  is  he  o'erward  ay^ 
Sie  talks  o*  rank  and  fiishion. 
0  why  should  Jbte,  jtr. 

O  wha  can  prudence  think  upon. 

And  sic  a  lassie  by  him? 
O  wha  can  prudence  think  upon. 

And  sae  in  love  as  I  am  ? 

0  why  shotUdJhte,  ^c. 

How  blest  the  humble  cottar's  fate ! 

He  woos  his  shnple  dearie ; 
The  silly  bogles,  wealth  and  state. 

Can  never  make  him  eerie. 

0  phy  should  fate,  ^c» 


lU 


LXXX. 


WHERE  IS  MY  OWEN. 


Where  is  my  Owen,  where  is  my  tnle  love ! 

O  saw  ye  the  shepherd  that's  dearest  to  me? 
Where  art  thou  wandering?  come,  haste  to  my  view,  hf9t\ 

O  art  thou  not  eager  thy  Mary  to  see? 
Long,  long  does  he  tarry,  ah !  surely  some  new.love 

Detains  o*er  the  mountains  my  Owen  from  me,  . 
But,  swains,  do  not  grieve  me,  still  kindly  deceive  Wfi, 

And  answer  thy  Owen  is  constant  to  thee. 

Fain  would  I  think  so — sfid  when  we  parted 

Appear*d  the  dear  shepherd  with  tears  in  his  eyes; 
Pale  was  his  cheek  too,  but  many  have  smarted 

From  treachery  hidden  in  true  love*s  disguise. 
Por  men  *tis  most  certain  were  ever  fSedse-hearted, 

And  those  who  adore  them,  alas,  they  despise ! 
But,  Oh !  do  not  grieve  me,  sdU  kindly  deceive  mc^ 

And  tell  me  ^t  Owen  for  Mary  still  sighs. 

Heavens,  who  comes  yonder?  ah  !  *tis  my  Owen. 

And  smiUng  he  hastens  his  Mary  to  greet ! 
His  tender  impatience  each  eager  step  shewing^ 

To  which  my  fond  heart  gives  an  answering  beat. 
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KoiTy  IboHsh  tears,  wherefore,  why  thus  are  ye  flowing^ 
My  Owen  will  fancy  I  grieve  when  we  meetj 

No,  he'll  never  leave  me,  no  never  deceive  me, 

O !  heaven,  those  iLind  glances !  my  joy  is  complete. 


<*««»«%%««««««%» 


IXXXI. 


A  TYRQLESE  SONG  OP  LliBERfY*. 


Merrily  every  bosom  boundeth. 

Merrily  oh !  menilj  oh ! 
Where  the  spng  of  Fceedom  soundetli, 

Merrily  oh  I  merrily  oh ! 
There  the  warrior's  arms 

Shed  more  splendour. 
There  the  maiden's  charms 

Shine  more  tender, 
Svery  joy  the  land  surroundeth. 

Merrily  ch !  merrily  oh ! 


».Tbte  «<>ng  to  adapted  to  the  l^leie  naliaiial  air,  tb»  wordi  by  TbomiA 
Xoace,  Esq. 
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Wearily  crery  bosom  pinetb. 

Wearily  ob !  wearily  oh ! 
"Where  the  bond  of  slavery  twinetfay 

Wearily  oh!  wearily  oh! 
There  the  warrior'a  dart 

Hath  no  fleetiies% 
There  the  maiden**  heart 

Hath  no  vweetness^ 
£yery  flower  of  life  dedinetfa. 

Wearily  oh!  wearily  oh! 

Caieerily  ihen  £rmn  hiU  and  vaUej^ 

Cheerily  oh !  cheerily  oh ! 
JJke  your  natiTe  fountains  sally. 

Cheerily  oh!  dieerilyoh! 
If  a  glorious  death 

Won  by  bravery, 
Sweeter  be  than  breath 

Sigh*d  in  slayery, 
Hound  the  flag  of  freedom  rally. 

Cheerily  oh !  cheerily  oh  I 
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WHY  SO  SAD  IS  MY  HEART. 
AIR— My  natiTB  CaTfdnnla. 


^y  so  sad  is  my  heart,  thus  to  leave  thee  alane^ 
Kind  heaven  mil  thee  guard  when  I*m  far  frae  thee  gane, 
And  will  bring  m/e  aafdly-4Mw:lc  ne*er  again  to  fgo^  Itva, 
Frae  my  love^  and  my  native  Caledonia, 

Then  iiaak  na,  dear  maid,  dio*  the  sea  between  us  be, 
Hiat  1  e*er  can  forget  what  I  aft  hae  vOw'd  to  theej^ 
^0,  as  Constant  as  ever  will  I  still  be,  tho*  awa, 
To  mj  Ipye,^  and  my  native  Caledonia. 

^  tho^  fair  be  th(^  scenes  of  old  Erin's  green  Isle» 
And  the'  fair  are  her  daughters,  tho*  wining  their  smile^ 
Hiey  never,  no,  never,  will  my  heart  e*er  wile  awa 
Prae  my  love,  and  my  native  Caledonia. 

(West  maid,  then^  shouldst  thou  be  as  constant  to  me, 

is  tby  lover  has  vow*d  he  will  aye  be  to  thee, 

Vi'  what  joy  will  I  return  when  I've  been  a  while  awa, 

To  my  love^  and  my  native  Caledoxua. 

I. 
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LXXXIII. 
WILLIAM  AND  MARGARET*. 


'When  hope  lay  huafa'd  in  silent  nighty 

And  woe  was  wnpt  in  sleep. 
In  glided  Maxgaret's  pale-ey'd  |^ost^ 

And  stood  at  William's  feet. 

«  We  would  can  the  attention  of  our  teadets  to  thit  Bdlad,  not  only  w 
account  of  its  beautiful  simplicity,  but  also  because  of  tbe  frequent  cBsputei 
which  it  has  occasioned  among  crifics.  It  Is  one  of  those  singtilarly  bapp? 
productions  which  recommend  themsdves  to  the  capaxdtf  and  to  tbe 
feelings  of  all.  The  subject  of  which  it  treats,  and  the  characten  whom  it 
introduces,  are  calculated  to  excite  the  most  livdy  interest,  and  it  is  com- 
posed in  such  pathetic  and  truly  meftang  stxains,  as  cannot  fiul  to  make 
the  deepest  impression  on  every  one  who  penues  it  with  the  sligbtesl 
reflection. 

It  appeared,  at  first,  in  a  periodical  paper^  entitled  "Tbe  Plain  Dealer," 
early  as  the  year  1724.    The  coijy  indeed  which  was  published  there  dii 
fercd  considerably  from  that  which  we  have  now   ad<qited,   yet  stfll  > 
p06ses^-ed  uncommon  excellence,  and  was  acconfiftgiy  honoured  with  tfc 
highest  praise.    Readers  in  general  were  disposed  to  regard  it  with  unq 
lifled  approbation,  while  the  pen  of  criticism  itself  waa   employed 
enumerating   its  beauties,   rather   than  in  attempting  to  point  out 
of  its  defects. 

The  copy  of  the  Ballad  here  alluded  to,  had  been  communicated 
the  editor  of  the  paper  to  which  we  have  now  referred,  without  « 
lignature,  so  that  it  was  impossible  to  ascertain  the  name  of  the  auth( 
No  sooner,  however,  were  itt  merits  thus  generaUy  recognised,  and  i 
greatest  reputation  secured  tn  the  composer,  than  it  was  iminc^at< 
claimed  by  a  young  man  of  the  name  of  Mallet,  who  was  a  native 
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Her  face  was  Uke  an  April  sky, 
Dimm*cl  by  a  scattering  cloud. 

Her  day-cold  lily  hand,  knee  high, 
Held  up  her  sable  shroud. 

So  shall  Ihe  favest  £ice  appear. 

When  youthful  years  are  flown. 

Such  the  last  robe  that  kings  must  wear. 
When  death  has  reft  tiieir  crown. 


flooUand,  and  who  owed  to  this  drcusutanee  his  fint  Introductioa  |o 
public  notice. 

Mallet's  claims,  hoirever,  ^Hd  not  long  etcape  mispicion.  Thdr  validity 
was  questio.icd  Tof  many  tdio  oitertained  the  highest  qpinion  of  the  piece 
itaelf,  and  who  even  grounded  their  doubts  respeding  their  authenticity  on 
its  very  excellence.  To  them  it  appeared  ahnost  impossible  that  a  young 
B>an,  in  his  first  appeal  to  public  favour,  could  produce  a  composition  in  all 
n^)ect8  so  highly  finished,  and  thus,  at  once,  attain  that  eminence  in  poeti- 
cal distinction  to  which  William  and  Margaret  so  justly  exalted  its  author. 
Others  who  attempted  to  advocate  Mallet's  pretensions,  were  inclined  to  adopt 
a  very  diflbrent  view  of  the  matter,  lliey  were  equally  if  not  more  forward 
tfaan  the  others  to  allow  the  intrinsic  excellence  of  the  poem,  and  that,  con. 
lidering  the  years  and  experience  of  the  author,  it  was  much  beyond  what 
could  either  have  been  anticipated  or  expected,  but  they  regarded  tliis  rather 
as  a  decisive  proof  of  superior  genius,  which  could  not  fail  afterwards  to 
develope  ixadf  by  still  higher  undertakings. 

Such  were  the  views  that  prevailed  at  first  on  this  subject,  nor  have  tlie 
trillions  of  after  critics  been  more  satisfactorily  reconciled.  Some  have 
<tUl  continued  to  insist  that  Mallet's  claims  should  be  implicitly  acknow- 
ledged, and  that  in  justice  to  his  veracity,  he  ought  to  be  considered  as  the 
original  author ;  while  others  as  strenuously  urge  that  the  whole  mu£t  be 
regarded  as  downright  plagiarism,  having  been  only  a  transcript  of  some 
more  ancient  poem,  v^ich  Mallet  had  accidentally  met  with,  but  which 
*t  the  time  was  only  very  partially  known  if  not  totally  forgot. 
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Her  bloom  was  like  the  moming  fiower» 

That  sips  the  silver  dew; 
The  rose  had  budded  on  her  ched^ 

Just  opening  to  the  view. 

But  love  had,  like  a  canker  wormy 
Cpnsiun*d  her  tender  prime  ; 

The  rose  of  beauty  pal*d  and  pin*dj 
And  diod  before  its  time. 


Were  we  to  hazard  our  opinion  on  this  ^oint  of  dispute  we  wouM  retdil^ 
agree  with  those  who  ascribe  the  ballad  to  gome  other  author  than  Halkt 
To  us  it  appears  suffidCTiily  clear,  that  it  must  have  been  the  production  of 
some  superior  and  much  more  ancient  bard,  It  carries  us  back  to  those 
periods  in  the  history  of  our  poets,  when  their  effUsions  were  maziced  bfjr  a 
particular  glow  of  feeling,  and  when  artless  simplicity  formed  their  prindpd 
distinguishing  characterestic.  The  whole  tenor  of  the  piece  is  remarkably 
expressive,  easy,  and  unaffbcted,  and  it  may,  we  think,  ^thout  ofifaring 
the  least  violence  to  probability,  be  placed  to  the  account  of  the  8ix<- 
teenth  century. 

Even  at  the  first.  Mallet, himself,  omdescended  toacknowledge  that  he  took 
the  hint  for  the  compoation  of  his  poem  from  a  stansa  which  he  met  with 
in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  '*  Knight  of  the  Bumhig  PesUe.*'  Kay,  he 
goes  farther,  and  confesses  that  this  stanza  ^ipeared  to  him  (as  indeed  it  must 
to  every  one  who  considers  it  attentivdy)  to  be  only  a  fragmrait  of  some 
more  lengthened  ballad,  which  was  familiarly  known  at  the  time  when 
they  wrote.  Might  not  the  one  before  us  have  been  this  same  original  which 
Mallet  may  have  obtidned  either  from  redtation  or  otherwise,  and  publi^ed 
as  his  own  ? 

Besides,  the  poem  in  question  does  not  agree  with  any  of  the  rest  of 
Mallet's  productions.  Even  his  Edwin  and  Emma,  the  only  piece  in  his 
works  that  can  at  all  be  compared  to  William  and  Margaret,  and  which  he 
wrote  when  he  was  farther  advanced  in  life,  tails  infinitdy  short  of  it  in 
many  respects.  Is  it  not,  however,  reasonable  to  suppose  had  his  pretentioiis 
been  genuine,  tha^  as  this  was  the  first  thing  which  brought  him  into  notice. 
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**  Awake  !/*  she  cried,  '^thy  true  love  calls. 
Come  from  her  jnidnight  grave  ; 

Late  let  thf  pity  mourn  a  wretch 
Thy  love  refus*d  to  save. 

*<  Iliis  is  the  dark  and  fearful  hour 
When  injur*d  ghosts  complain ; 

And  lovers'  tomhs  give  up  their  dead, 
To  haunt  the  faithless  swain. 


and  which  indeed  procured  him  so  much  reputation,  he  would  have  attempt. 
ei  many  more  imitations  ci  the  old  English  Lyre  ?  May  we  not  ratiier  suspect 
thst  be  had  not  the  good  fortmie  to  meet  with  any  more  orphan  pieces,  or 
tikokie  iniginals,  which  he  could  approftriate  as  his  own. 

Our  opinion  tihat  Mallet  was  not  the  genuine  author  of  William  and 

^rgaret  is  corroborated,  and  we  think  sufficiently  oonflnncd,   by  the 

ecoount  which  be  himself  e:ive8  of  the  particular  circumstances   which 

suggested  the  oompositi(m.    In  a  lettor  which  he  addressed  to  the  editor  of 

*  Tlie  Plain  Dealer,"  he  informs  him  that  the  poem  was  actually  founded 

<n  a  fact  which  had  recently  occurred  under  his  observation.     A  young 

hdy  (be  adds)  of  an  agreeable  person,  and  possessed  of  many  intellectual 

sccomplishmenta,  was  courted  and  seduced  by  a  vain,  presuming,  unprinci. 

t^,  young  man,   whom   her  unsuspecting  heart  had  too  credulously 

tnutfld.     When  she  could  no  longer  conceal    her  imprudence  and  dis. 

honour,  her  fathor,  formerly  unacquainted  with  her  situation,  now  applied 

to  the  deceitful  lover,  and  generously  offered  him  the  half  of  his  fortune, 

IWDTided  he  would  marry  his  daughter..  This  oWsr  tho  perfidious  wretch 

iodignaDtiy  rejected^  notwitfistanding  the  intreaties  and  tears  by  which  it 

vatiu^ed^and  even  proceeded  so  far  as  to  accuse,  with  tlie  most  injurious 

md  public  indeoenoy,^the-innocence  of  her  whom  he  had  thus  villainously 

betrayed.     The  news  of  this  treatment  so  deeply  affected  the  young  lady, 

that  a  fever  ensued,  which,  bringing  on  premature  labour,  quickly  put  an  end 

to  ber  11£b  and  sujSterings,  when,  both  she  and  her  chikl  were  buried  in  one 
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«  Bethink  thee^  WiUiam,  of  thy  fault. 
Thy  pledge  of  broken  truth. 

See  the  sad  lesson  thou  hast  taught 
To  unsuspecting  youth. 

"  Why  did  you  first  o*erprize  my  chann% 
Yet  all  those  charms  forsake ! 

Why  sigh*d  you  for  my  virgin  heart. 
Then  left  it  thus  to  break. 


Such  ^  the  genera]  outlines  of  the  case,  a*  stated  by  Mallet  to  have  ftir- 
nisbed  him  with  materials  for  the  composition  of  William  and  Maiigarct» 
and  we  could  scaro^y  suppose  any  more  complicated  and  melancholy.  Thef 
present  us  with  an  enaanpis  of  insiduous  unrelenting  tieachory,  practised 
on  the  credulity  of  unsuspecting  innocence,  aggravated  by  the  prostitution 
of  feeling  and  honour,  and  productive  of  sufferings  inconceivably  serae. 
The  question  is,  how  far  does  the  poem  and  the  nairation  coincide  ^— what 
correspondence  is  there  between  the  several  important  points  contained  in 
this  detail,  and  those  to  which  tbe  poet  directs  our  attention  in  thepnxIuG* 
tion  before  us  ? 

And  here  the  discrepancy  is  obvious  and  striking.  In  William  and  Mar- 
garct  we  have  only  the  two  lovers  brought  forwanl  to  view,  without  any 
reforence  to  che  father — The  general  affair  of  courtship  is  simply  al\jided 
to,  without  even  a  hint  respecting  unwarrantable  intercourse.  Blaigaret 
only  blames  William  with  having  forsaken  her,  contrary  to  his  teinder  and 
iolemu  engagements,  but  never  makes  the  most  distant  alludon  to  any 
unkind  or  abusive  insinuations.  She  never  reminds  him  of  the  inftmy  which 
had  been  mdelibly  stamped  on  her  name  by  his  artifice  and  infidcBty-of 
the  grief  and  shame  which  was  therdiy  entailed  on  her  aged  parent,  awJ, 
above  all,  of  the  cruel  sacrifice  which  his  unmerited  treatment  had  wantonly 
made  of  his  own  child. 

These  are  the  principal  points  in  which  tbe  poem  and  the  narration  no» 
befor3  us  evidently  differ,  and  this  difference  necessarily  obliges  us  to  adopt 
one  of  Uie  following  conclusions.  We  must  eitlier  acknowledge  that  Mallc?'i 
claims  are  altogether  spurious  and  mifounded,  or  that  he  has  acquitted 
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'*  Why  did  you  preaeni  pledge  such  vow^ 
And  none  in  absence  keep? 

Why  said  you  that  m}r  eyes  were  brightt 
Yet  taught  them  thus  to  weep  ? 

*<  Why  did  you  prane  my  blushing  liitay 
Tet  make  their  scarlet  pale ! 

And  why,  alas,  did  I,  fond  maid. 
Believe  the  flattering  tale? 


Vuraelf  in  a  very  superficial  and  defectirc  manner,  oonddering  th«  scope 
wbtdi  th«  story  presented.  Tlie  account  which  he  has  transmitted  is  in  all 
reelects  so  excaedbigly  striking,  and  inyolyes  such  an  aocumulation  of 
incident,  that  we  will  scarcely  find  one  more  fertile  or  better  rairnfatwl  for 
the  display  of  genius,  yet  the  principal  topics  are  so  totally  overlooked  in 
the  poem  which  we  are  considering^  that  we  cannot  suppose  them  to 
hare  been  known  to  the  original  author.  Therfe  is,  indeed,  so  little  obvi. 
ous  correspondence  between  the  two,  that  it  is  utterly  hnpossible  to  bdieve 
that  the  one  could  be  composed  with  the  slightest  view  to  commemorate 
the  other. 

We  are  well  aware  that  it  may  be  objected  to  this  mode  of  reasoning^  that 
a  poet  is  not  expected  implicitly  to  adhere  to  all  the  particular  incidents 
cmitained  in  his  story.  To  this  we  readily  and  fully  subscribe.  ITie  con- 
trary, indeed,  would  be  both  iQjudicious  and  unwarrantable.  It  would  im- 
pow  a  restndnt  on  every  power  and  activity  of  the  mind,  which  all  the  efibrts 
of  genius  could  nether  supply  nor  oyercome.  Accordingly  we  find  that  poeta 
have  always  claimed,  and  are  universally  allowed  an  unbounded  licence,  ex« 
tending  even  to  the  r^ons  of  probal^ty  and  fiction.  We  would,  however, 
think  meanly  of  that  author,  and  of  hift  performance,  though  excellent  in  its 
lund,  which,  instead  <rf'exhausting  or  even  answeringtip  to  the  spirit  of  the  sub- 
ject, had  only  introduced  a  few  of  the  more  trifling  occurrences,  without 
10  much  as  hinting  at  Uiose  which  afEbided  the  freest  scope  both  for  concep. 
Uon  and  expression.  From  the  whele,  we  think  we  may  safely  affirm  that 
he  who  possessed  ability  to  compose  William  and  Margaret,  had  hte  been  ac- 
quaint^ wi&  th^  story  which  Mallet  records,  and  attempted  to  perpetuate  K^ 
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**  But  aow  my  face  no  moire  £b  lair. 

My  lips  retain  no  red ; 
Fix'd  are  my  eyes  in  Death's  sCiU  glare» 

And  low's  vain  hope  is  fled* 

**  The  hungry  worm  my  partner  is. 
The  winding  sheet  my  dress ; 

A  long  and  weary  i^gfat  must  pass 
Ere  heaven  allow  redress. 

*'  But  hark !  'tis  day ;  the  darkness  flies. 

Take  one  long  last  adieu ; 
Come  see,  false  mas,  how  low  she  lies 

Who  died  for  loving  you. 

The  birds  sang  out,  the  morning  smil'd, 
And  streak'd  the  sky  with  red, 

Pale  William  shook  in  every  limb, 
And  started  from  his  bed. 

Weeping  he  sought  the  fatal  place 
Where  Margaret's  body  lay. 

And  stretch'd  him  o'er  the  green-grass  tuif. 
That  veil'd  her  breathless  clay. 


suuthave  produced  an  exhibition  in  all  respects  as  much  superior  to  th» 
poem  as  it  now  stands,  as  it  must  be  aUowed  to  e&cel  the  most  ii 
cvit  sonnet. 
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Thrice  caUM  unheal^  on  Margaret^B  name^ 
And  thrice  aore  wept  her  iBte» 

llien  laid  his  cheek  cm  her  cold  graT% 
And  died»  and  lov*d  too  late* 

LXXXIV. 
JAMIE  O*  THE  GLEN* 


Auld  Rob,  the  laird  o*  muckle  lan^ 
To  woo  me  was  na  veiy  blate. 

But  spite  o*  a*  his  gear  he  fand 
He  came  to  woo  a  day  owre  late. 

Jladsae  hfythct  taeju^  o*  glee^ 

My  heart  did  never  ken\ 
And  nane  can  gie  sic  joy  to  me 

At  Jamie  o*  the  glen* 

My  minnie  grat  like  daft,  and  nur'd^ 
To  gar  me  wi*  her  will  comply. 

But  still  I  wadna  hae  the  laird, 
Wi'  a*  his  ousen,  sheep,  and  kye. 
A  lad  toe  blythe,  fc 
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Ah,  wlmt  are  silks  and  safiiis  bmw  ? 

What's  a'  his  wardly  gear  to  me? 
They're  daft  tfiat  cast  tfaemaels  swm. 

Where  nae  coDtent  or  love  can  be. 
jlladsae  biythe,  ^ 

I  cou*d  na  bide  the  silly  clash 

Came  hourly  frae  the  gawky  laird  [ 

And  sae,  to  stop  his  gab  and  fash, 
Wi'  Jamie  to  the  kirk  repair'd. 
Aladtme  blythf,  jv. 

Kow  ilka  summer's  day  sae  lang^ 
And  winter's  clad  wi*  frost  and  snaw^ 

A  tunefu'  lilt  and  bonny  sang 
Aye  keep  duU  care  and  strife  awa» 
Aladtae  blythe,  ^c. 


1 


LXXXV. 
THE  BASHFU'  WOOER. 

AliU-Dunty  Davy. 


Whene'er  ye  come  to  woo  me>  Tam^ 
Dinna  at  the  window  tap. 
Or  cough,  or  hem,  or  gie  a  dap, 
To  let  my  father  hear,  man ; 
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He's  auld  and  fidl*d  and  wants  his  deep^ 
Sae  by  Ifae  hallan  saMy  ore0{v 
Te  needna  watch,  and  glowr,  and  peep^ 
I'll  meet  yoi^  never  fear,  man. 

//*«  kude  y0  tvad  ttmr, 
JBe  chea^*  finer,  ba4f^u*  neur  t 
Ilka  Jbek  may  gei  a  Jean, 
ffhe  hat  tefue  to  try,  mmu 

Tniene'er  we  at  the  market  meet, 
bmna  look  fike  ane  banf  daft^ 
Or  talk  abottt  Ac  caidd  and  faea^ 

As  ye  were  wealliep-wifle^  man* 
Hand  up  your  head,  and  banldly  speak,  ' 
Ahd  keep  i}ie  bloshes  frae  your  oheek, 
For  he  wha  ^  his  tale  t»  aeek^ 

We  lasses  a'  despise^  man* 
Jfa  Imtsie,  jfc. 

I  met  you  lately  a*  your  lane, 

Te  seem'd  like  ane  stown  frae  the  dead. 

Your  teeth  e*en  chattered  m  your  head. 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  love,  man  ; 
I  spak,  ye  1ook*d  anitfaer  way, 
Tlien  trembled  as  ye'd  got  a  flay. 
And  owre  your  shouther  cried,  **  gude-day,' 

Nor  ance  to  win  me  stmye,  man* 
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Hy  aupty  left  me  threescore  poim* 

But  de'U  a  ane  o*  a'  the  men 

Till  then  did  bare-legg'd  Elqia  ken'» 

Or  car'd  a  sbrae  for  me,  man  ; 
Now  tugging  at  me  soon  and  late. 
They're  deeking  h(at  the  yellow  ball : 
Sae  mind  me,  Tarn,  I  needna  wmU 

When  I  hae  choioe  o*  three,  man* 
If  a  Unie,  j>c. 

Hiere  lives  a  lad  owre  yonder  muir. 
He  has  nae  &ut  but  ane— he's  puir  ; 
HVhene'er  we  meet  wi'  kisses  sweet» 

He's  like  to  be  my  death,  man : 
And  there's  a  lad  ahlnt  yon  trees^ 
Wad  waud  for  me  aboon  the  knees ; 
Sae  tell  your  mjnd,  or,  if  ye  please, 

Kae  langer  fashua  baitbi  man* 
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Lxxxvn 

*TIS  SAID  THAT  M£N   ARE   FALSS  AND 

FICKLE. 


'lis  and  that  men  are  fjedsfe  and  fickle^ 
And  oft  too  trae  the  charge  may  be ; 

But  who  bad  thought  a  tear  should  tridd» 
For  woman;  Lela,  sudi  as  thee. 

When  to  this  bosom  last  I  pressed  tfaee^ 
I  little  thought  we  e*ier  should  part  ^ 

But  since  others  have  caress'd  diee^ 
Sure  thy  love  to  me  was  art» 

The  wind  is  fiur  to  waft  me  over. 
Far  from  home,  and  far  from  thee^^ 

But  in  vain  thy  too-fond  lover, 
Strives  to  Ind  his  heart  be  freoi 

Sweet  Lela,  hre  thee  well  f  may  heaven 
Shield  thy  heart  from  woes  like  mine^ 

Be  this  thy  only  fault  forgiven, 
Aod  peace  and  joy  contmue  tiune. 
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IXXXVZI. 


POOR  MART  AlfljiE. 


AI&-Ar  hjd  y  nos. 


Here  beneatfi  this  willow  sleepetfi 
Poor  Maiy  Ann*! 

One  whom  all  the  village  weepetb» 
Poor  Mary  Anne ! 

He  she  lov*d  her  pasdon  slighted  ; 

Breaking  all  the  vows  ha  plighted  ; 

Therefore  life  no  more  delighted 
Poor  Mary  Anne ! 

Pale  thy  cheek  now,  where  thy  lover. 

Poor  A&iy  Anne  * 
Once  could  winning  charms  difioover; 

Poor  Mary  Anne ! 
Dim  those  eyes,  so  sweetly  qpcakiag, 
When  true  love's  expression  seeking  ;-^ 
Oh!  we  saw  thy  heart  was  breaking 
Poor  Maiy  Anne  I 
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like  ann  we  saw  tkee  wHben 

Poor  Mftiy  Anne !— « 
&NiD^  a  corpse  we  brought  thee  hiMier^ 

Poor  Marjr  Anne ! 
Mofir  oar  erening  pastime  flyings 
We,  in  heartfelt  sorrow  vieing. 
Seek  Ifay  willow, — softly  sighing, 

«  Pottr  Maiy  Anne  I " 

TJOXVllU 

ATONT  THE  MOW  AKANG  THE  STRAS. 

AIR— Andrew  wi*  bit  cutty  flun. 


MyHkefy  hae  I  scrfw*d  m^  pipetf 
Jin*  blythefy  pfay*d  Ae  lee^amg  <%t» 

JBtU  hUfther  been  wT  bonime  JSfiSi 
AyoHt  the  mow  amang  the  itrae* 

When  first  I  tnw  the  bonnie  face 
O*  Bessie,  blooming  in  her  teensy 

8be«il*d  aWa^his  heart  o*  mine, 
And  ca*d  it  fu*  o*  onking  pxeeuu 

Blythelyi  ^c* 
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*'  At  ie*en  when  a'  the  lave  gae  by 
**  And  grannie  steeks  her  wankrife  9*e, 

**  Steal  out  when  I  the  winnock  ti^ 
«  Ahint  the  ha'  I'U  meet  wi'  thee." 

She  leugh,  and  bade  me  let  her  hame. 
Her  mither  saur  wad  fljte  and  scauld^ 

But  e*er  I  quat  my  bonnie  Bess, 
Anither  tale^  I  trow,  she  tauld* 

On  lysday  night,  fii*  weel  I  wat* 
Wi*  hinney  words  I  row'd  my  tongue* 

Brought  down  my  plaid  and  steSvely  stak 
Intil  my  neive  a  haiel  rung. 

Kow  when  I  con*d  my  artless  tale^ 
Oaun  linking  owre  the  lily  lea, 

Fu' weel  I  trow*d  that  ilka  budi 
Some  jeering  question  speir'd  at  meb 

The  Inttem  cry*d  fhie  yont  the  loch, 
^  O  hoofie,  hoolie— where  ye  gauu  ?  ** 

The  quaU  reply'd  fiae  'mang  the  corn, 
"  Turn  out  your  taesi  my  bonnie  man.'^ 
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And  soon  I  faund,  wi*  shivering'  shanks, 
lAy  heart  play  dunt  thro*  hash^'  fear, 

m 

Wban  glowring  owre  the  kail-yard  dyke- 
To  see  gin  a'  the  coast  was  clear. 
J^hefy,  4fe. 

And  there,  like  ony  nightfy  tbie^ 
"Wi*  eerie  switherlook*d  awhile, 

Tin,  rallying  ilka  traitor  nerve, 
I  Hghtly  lowpit  owre  the  style. 
JBlythefy,  ^c. 

Syne  gae  the  glass  twa  cannie  pats, 
And  JSessie  bade  na  lang  fhie  me^ 

The  rousty  lock  was  oiled  weel, 
And  ilka  hinge  d*  cheeping  froe. 

0  say,  ye  faaly  minstrel  band, 
Wha  saw  the  saft,  the  silken  hour, 

Tho'  joys  celestial  on  ye  wait, 
Say,  was  your  bliss  mair  chastely  purt  ? 
Mythefyt  ^c. 

But  five  ye  weel,  my  bonnie  lass, 
At  e'en  ye  maunna  look  for  me. 

And  fare  ye  weel,  auld  mtther  yirtl^ 
Thy  hills  I  never  mair  will  see. 

Blythdyt  4f^. 

x3 
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LXXXIX. 


SHE  IS  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 


AIBF-Open  the  door. 


She  is  far  firom  the  land  where  her  young  hero  sleeps. 

And  loven  around  her  are  sighing : 
But  coldly  she  turns  from  their  gaze^  and  weeps, 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying ! 

She  sings  the  wild  song  of  her  dear  native  plains* 
Every  note  which  he  ]ov*d  awaking.— 

Ah !  little  they  think,  who  delight  in  het  stnuns. 
How  the  heart  of  the  minstrel  is  breaking ! 

He  had  llv'd  for  hh  love»  for  his  countr}'  he  died, 
They  were  all  that  to  life  had  euiwui'd  him,-— 

Kor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  country  be  dried. 
Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him  ! 

Oh !  make  her  a  grave^  where  the  sun-beams  xfiSt, 
When  they  promise  a  glorious  morrow ; 

They'll  shine  o*er  her  sleep,  lik^  a  smile  from  the  west> 
From  her  own  loved  island  of  sorrow  .' 
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xc. 

SUMMER  COMES,  &c  •• 
AIIU>He)r,  tiittle»  tnttit^ 


Summer  comes,  and  in  her  train 
Flora  dances  o*er  the  plain. 
Decking  all  around  again. 
With  her  v^ed  scenery. 


«  If  ve  are  correct  in  our  supposition,  this  song  comes  fWrni  qna  who  hat 
drcady  fis^oured  us  with  a  variety  of  communications.  In  looking  over  these, 
«e  were  particuiarly  struck  witii  the  Tenatility- of  oar  author's  goiius,  and  the 
hjppy  mode  of  expression  which  he  has  unUbrmly  adopted.  His  composf. 
tions  exhibit  to  us  a  mind  easily  afibcted  by  the  constant  vidssitude  both  of 
enjoyment  and  of  hope.  They  are  sometimes  solemnlaed  by  Indulging  in 
motirnful  and  tender  fttxains,  at  other  times,  they  abound  in  all  the  gaiety  of 
the  mo.t  playful  fancy.  In  whatever  way,  however,  he  employs  his  muse, 
k  it  still  wfth  the  greatc:^  advaiitage.to  his  subject. 

It  win,  no  doubt,  be  Objected  to  us  here,  that  the  good  Judiement  of  the 
author  does  not  appear  conspicuous  in  this  song.  It  may  be  said  that  the  air 
and  the  irords  do  not  agree  together.  This  was  an  objection  which  the 
author  inftxrms  us  he  himself  had  anticipated.  He  had  always  observed  (he 
>»f!^  that  this  air  bad  been  generally  appropriated  by  poets  to  the  celebration 
•f  martial  or  harsh  sounding  strains,  and  that  so  far  as  he  knew,  it  had 
eever  been  adapted  with  words  like  the  present  He  was  always,  however, 
•r  qanlon,  that  this  might  be  very  properly  attempted,  and  aooordingly  in 
Re  of  bis  leiiurc  moments  aud  for  his  own  amusement,  be  composed  these 
<ar»xas» 
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Now  the  primrose,  sweetest  flower ! 
First  to  own  the  genial  power. 
Of  bri^ter  sun  and  warmer  shower. 
Blooms  in  virgin  modesty; 

Here  the  gowan  Jifts  its  head,   ' 
As  if  afraid  some  Ibot  wvNikHictd 
Back  into  its  native  bed. 

All  its  kwly  finery. 
There  again  the  heath-bell  blue^ 
Forms  its  cup  of  acute  hue^ 
As  if  to  sip  the  silver  dew 

That  falls  at  eve  refreshing* 

And  when  evening  comes  so  stSI, 
How  sweet  to  hear,  from  yonder  hill. 
The  gurgling  sound  of  rapid  rill 

Fall  on  the  ear  harmoniously. 
How  sweet  to  hear,  from  yonder  grovc^ 
The  mavis  tune  his  note  to  love, 
While,  bles8*d  with  thee,  I  fondly  row 

Along  the  glen  so  cheerily. 
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xci. 


MY  FATHER  AND  MOTHER,  && 


A^B^The  Harper  of  Mull. 


<<  Hy  fatlier  and  mollier  now  lie  with  fhe  dea4 
And  fikodship,  with  them,  and  with  fortune  has  fled, 
And  wilt  thou  too  leave  me^  mj  lover  ?  ah !  no^ 
^Hioa  never  canst  add  to  the  weight  of  my  woe* 

r 

*'  ^0^  Menie  Ao'  fiMher  and  mother  an  gone^ 
71u>'  finrtune  deserts  thee,  and  friends  cm  thee  frowni 
%  lover  when  distant  afar  o*er  the  sea, 
^iU  9tiU  be  as  constant  as  ever  to  thee. 

*^  Tbea  how  canst  thou  seek  on  a  ftr  distant  strand 
For  what  may  be  found  in  thy  own  native  land; 
If  happiness  is,  and  it  must  be  thy  bent, 
^  riches  secure  peace  of  mind  or  content. 

"No more,  my  dear  Menie— 4hy  wish  I  obey, 

I  will  not— I  cannot  from  thee  go  away, 

"nio'  less  are  our  riches  yet  nothing  is  lost^ 

Wre  happier  than  those  who  their  thoiisii"^*  can  boast* 
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XCII. 


FAREWELL. 


Farewett!  ifcferfondatpfi^cr 

For  others  weal  avaiVd  oii  14^ 
Mine  will  noi  all  be  lost  in  tar. 

But  waft  tfay  name  beyond  tbe  dky. 
*Twere  Tain  to  speak,  to  weep»  to  sigh : 

Oh!  mero  than  tears  of  Upodcflnatdit 
lIFhen  wruqg  firaoi  guilt's  exgrnog  ef€^ 

Are  in  that  word-^FareweU !— -FarewvU ! 

These  lips  are  mute»  these  eyes  are  dry ; 

But  in  my  bfeast»  and  in  my  bmi^ 
Awak^  the  pangs  that  pass  not  hj* 

The  thought  that  ne*er  shall  elftep  i^aili* 
My  soul  nor  deigns  .nor  daves  oonHplaio* 

lliough  grief  and  passion  there  rebel ; 
I  only  know  we  loT*d  in  vain—* 

I  only  feel^FareweU !— FarewcUl 
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US 


CXIIT. 


WHISTLE  AND  I'LL  COME  TO  TOU,  MY  LAD. 


O  whisUe  and  I*B  come  to  ye,  my  ladt 

O  whittle  and  VU  come  to  ye,  my  ladf 

2^*  father  and  mother  and  a*  should  gae  madf 

n^  J&my  win  venture  out  wV  ye,  my  kuU 

But  'warily  tent^  when  ye  come  to  court  me. 
And  come  na  unless  tlie  back-yett  be  a-jee; 
Sjrne  up  the  hack-style  and  let  naebody  see. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  commg  to  me. 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  coming  to  me. 
0  whittle,  4^. 

At  khrk  or  at  market,  when  e*er  ye  meet  me. 
Gang  by  me  as  tho*  tliat  ye  car*d  na  a  flee. 
But  steal  me  a  blink  o*  your  bonnle  black  e*e^ 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  looking  to  me. 
Yet  look  as  ye  were  na  looking  to  m^ 
OwMttky^. 


m 

Aje  TOW  and  protest  that  ye  care  na  for  me. 
And  whyletf  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  &  wee  ; 
But  coon  na  anither  tho*  joking  ye  be^ 
For  fear  she  should  wile  your  fancy  frae  me^. 
For  fear  she  should  wile  your  fimcy  firae  me. 


XCIY. 


KELVIN  GROVE. 


AIB— Bonnie  Umie,  O. 


Let  OS  haste  to  Kelvin  grove,  bonny  lassie^  O, 
Througih  its  mazes  let  us  rore,  bonny  lassie^  0». 

"Where  the  rose»  in  all  its  piide^ 

I^nts  the  hoUow  dingle  side, 
\niere  the  midnight  fairies  glides  bonny  lassie,  O. 

We  will  wander  by  the  mill,  bonny  lassi^  O, 
To  the  coYe  beside  the  rill,  bonny  lassie,  0» 

Where  the  glens  rebound  the  call 

Of  the  lofty  water-fidl. 
Through  the  mountain's  rocky  faaO^  bonny  lassie^  O^ 
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Then  well  up  to  yonder  ghde,  bonnjr  lassie,  O^ 
Where  flo  oft  b«neaih  its  sfaade^  bonny  lassi^  Of. 

With  the  songsters  in  the  grove^ 

We  have  told  onr  tale  of  love. 
And  have  spotthe  garlancb  wore,  bonny  lassi^  0« 

Ah  I  I  soon  mint  l»d  adieu,  bonny  lassie,  O, 
To  this  fiury  scene  and  you,  bonny  lassie^  O,, 

To  the  Btreamlet  winding  deari 

To  the  fragrant  scented  brier 
Eiren  to  thee  of  aU  most  dear,  bonny  lassie^.  O; 

For  the  frowns  of  fortune  lowV,  bonny  lassie^  O,. 

On  thy  lover  at  this  hour,  bonny  lassie,  O, 
Ere  the  golden  oib  of  day 
Wake  the  warblers  from  the  spray. 

From  this  land  I  must  away,  bonny  lassie,  O, 

And  when  on  a  distant  shore,  bonny  lassie,  O, 
Shoold  I  fall  midst  battle's  roar,  bonny  lassie,  O, 

Wilt  thou,  Ellen,  when  you  hear 

Of  thy  loTer  on  his  bier, 
To  his  mem  Vy  shed  a  tear,  bonny  lassie,  Ol 
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XCV.' 


TH£  BLAITHRIE  OT. 


OkiglDdl  tefcofllie  wndk 


0  Wflly,  wed  I  mind,  I  lent  you  my  hand. 

To  sing  you  a  sang  which  you  did  me  command; 
But  my  memory's  sac  bad,  I  had  ahnost  forgot 
That  ye  ca*d  it  the  gear  and  the  bUithrie  o*ti 

ril  not  sing  about  confusion,  delusion,  or  prides 
1*11  sing  about  a  laddie  was  for  a  virtuous  bride ; 
For  virtue  is  an  ornament  that  time  will  never  rot» 
And  far  afore  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t. 

Tho*  my  lassie  has  nae  scarlets  or  silks  to  put  on. 
We  envy  not  the  greatest  that  sits  upon  the  throne, 

1  wad  rather  hae  my  lassie,  tho*  she  came  in  her  smock 
Than  a  princess  wi*  the  gear  and  the  blaitlu'ie  o*t 

Tho*  we  hae  neither  horses  nor  mcnzie  at  command, 
We  will  toil  on  our  foot,  and  we'll  work  wi*  our  hand ; 
And  when  wearied  for  rest,  we*ll  find  it  sweet  in  ony  spot^ 
And  we*U  value  not  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o\ 
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I^we  lia*e  waif  hda&M  we  will  count  tbeni  as  lent^ 
Ha'e  we  less,  ha*«  we  nnir,  we  wiU  aye  be  content ; 
For  they  say  tliey  ha'e  nuir  pleasure  wka  win  but  a  gi€at|' 
Hum  the  miaer  wi*  bis  gear  and  the  bUdthrie  o*t» 

111  not  meddle  wi'  th*  afflirs  o*  the  kirk  or  the  queen, 
Tlicy're  nae  matters  for  a  sang,  let  them  sink,  let  them  swim. 
On  yoor  kiili  1*11  ne'er  encroadi,  but  I'll  hold  it  stiU  remotef 
file  tak  this  for  the  gear  and  the  blaithrie  o*t. 


«%<w%^v%^^%<%^ 


XCVI. 


THfi  SMOK£  FROM  YON  C01^AG£. 


Hie  smoke  from  yon  cottage  no  longer  is  rising. 
For  night  in  her  jBOantb  the  woild  has  shrouded; 

Some  cahnly  are  alerting,  aome  fondly  deviong 
New  schemes  to  gild  over  the  hopes  tbftt  are  clointed. 

The  moon  thro'  the  blue  dcj  in  splendonr  is.auHng, 
The  stars  in  the  neon  of  their  fari^^neas  are  gkmingy 

But  these,  tho'  so  ioTely,  ah !  hoiw  uuBvaaling 
To  soothe  the  lone  heart  that's  wiift  adnow  o'ecflowing, 
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VThen  lore  sifll  renum  wImk  «wteeC  fatpe  b  a  slnn|$«r. 
The  pfeaent  how  bitter— the  liitare  htfw  kmely ! 

Tet  this  tho*  I  feel — I  ne'er  psiue  at  the  daQger, 

But  bid  my  heart  beat,  Love !  for  thee,  aad  thee  oaly. 

Soon  thered  donds  of  mom  in  the  east  -will  be  blaahin^ 
And  thousands  will  hail  the  long-wish'd4br  to-mocrowr» 

But  transient  my  joy,  as  the  cheek's  hectic  flushing, 
Hiat  bids  us  to  hope  but  to  add  to  our  sorrow. 


*<^%%vfc%%%*«^% 


XCVII. 


THE  GLOAMIN  FRAE  THE  WELKIN  HIGH. 

AIR-Ettrickfanki. 


The  gleamin  fiae  Ibe  weOun  hi^y 

Had  cfaas'd  the  bonny  gowden  beam  ; 
The  curtain'd  east^  in  crimson  dye^ 

Hung  heavy  owre  the  tinted  stream : 
The  wild  rose  bhiahing  on  die  brier. 

Was  set  wi'  drapa  o*  shining  dev^— 
As  big  and  dear,  as  th*  bursting  tear 

That  glow'd  in  Betty's  e*e  sae  blqe ! 
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She  saw  liie  desr— the  Utile  cot, 

Where  fifteen  years  flew  sweetly  by ! 
And  moum*d  her  shvne;  and  hapless  lot. 

That  forc*d  her  frae  that  hame  to  fly. 
Tho*  sweet  and  mild  the  e'ening  smird. 

Her  heart  was  rent  wi*  anguish  ^een; 
The  mavis  ceas*d  his  music  wild. 

And  wonder*d  what  her  sobs  could  mean* 

It  wasna  kind  to  rob  my  mind 

Of  a'  its  peace  for  eveimair ; 
To  blot  my  name  wi*  burning  shame. 

And  mak  my  parents*  heart  sae  sidr. 
My  hame  how  dare  I  enter  now, 

Ilk  honour'd  face  in  tears  to  see ; 
Where  oft  I  kneel*d  to  hear  the  vow. 

Was  ofier'd  frae  the  heart  for  me  ! 

And  can  I  lo'e  the  treacherous  man 

Wha  wrought  this  dear  and  deadly  ill, 
Wha  blurr*d  wi'  clouds  my  early  dawn. 

Ah  !  wae*s  my  heart !  I  lo*e  him  stiH  ! 
My  heart  abus*d,  my  love  misus*d ; 

My  wretched  fate  wi*  tears  I  see  : 
But  maist  I  fear  my  parents  dear 

Gae  mourning  to  the  grave  for  me. 
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xcnniT. 


WELL !  THOU  ART  HAPPY. 


Well !  thmi  art  happy*  and  I  feel 
Hiat  I  should  thus  be  happy  too. 

For  still  my  heart  regards  thy  weaU 
WaAnly,  as  it  was  wont  to  do. 

Thy  bu^and's  blest — and  *twill  impart. 

Some  pangs  to  view  his  happier  lot ; 
But  let  them  pass— -oh  !  how  my  heart 

Would  hate  him  if  he  lov*d  thee  not ! 

When  late  I  saw  thy  favourite  diild, 
I  <!hought  my  jealous  heart  would  break. 

But  when  th*  unconscious  infant  smil*d, 
I  kias'd  it  for  its  mother's  sake. 

I  kis^d  it*-4nd  repressed  my  sighs. 

Its  father  in  its  face  to  see ; 
But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes» 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 
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Maryi  adieu !  I  must  away, 

AVhile  tfaou  art  blest  I'll  not  repine ! 

But  near  tfaee  I  can  nerer  atay, 
^y  heart  would  aoon  again  be  thine. 

I  deem*d  that  time,  I  deemed  that  pride^ 
Had  quench'd  at  length  my  boyish  flame^ 

Kor  knew  till  seated  by  thy  side^ 
My  heart  in  all,— -save  hope,— the  same. 

Tct  was  I  calm :  I  knew  the  time 
My  breast  would  thrill  before  thy  look, 

Bnt  now,  to  tremble  were  a  crime. 
We  met— -and  not  a  nerve  was  shook. 

I  saw  thee  gase  upon  my  face^ 
Tet  meet  with  no  conftision  there  $ 

One  only  feeling  couldst  tliou  trace. 
The  sullen  calmness  of  despair. 

Awsy  !  away !  my  early  dream 
Remembrance  never  must  awake: 

Q  !  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream  ? 
My  foolish  heart  be  utiU,  or  breaki, 
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XCIX* 


YOU  REMEMBER  ELLEKT. 


AIK^Were  I  a  elcdi. 


Yon  remamber,  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride. 

How  meekly  she  blessed  her  bumble  lot, 
"When  the  stranger,  William,  had  made  her  his  bri<Ie> 

And  love  was  the  light  of  their  lowly  cot. 
Together  they  toil*d  thro*  winds  and  rains. 

Till  William  at  length,  in  sadness,  said, 
«*  We  must  seek  our  fortune  on  other  plains  ;"— 

Then,  sighing,  she  left  her  lowly  shed. . 

They  roam*d  a  long  and  a  weary  way. 

Nor  much  was  the  maiden's  heart  at  eas6> 
When  now,  at  dose  of  one  stormy  day. 

They  see  a  proud  castle  among  the  trees. 
«  To-night,"  said  the  youth,  "  we'll  shelter  there  ; 

"  The  wind  blows  cold,  the  hour  is  late :  ** 
So,  be  blew  the  horn  with  a  chieftain's  air. 

And  the  porter  bow'd,  as  they  pass'd  the  gate* 
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**  Now  wdoome,  lady !  exclaim'd  the  youth*—- 

**  Tliis  castle  is  thine^  and  these  dark  woods  alL'* 
She  believ*d  him  wild,  but  his  words  were  truth» 

For  EUen  is  Lady  of  Rosna  Hall ! 
And  dearly  the  Lord  of  Rosna  loves 

What  William  the  stranger  wooM  and  wed  ; 
And  the  light  of  bliss^  in  these  lonely  grovei^ 

Is  pure  88  it  shone  in  the  lowly  shed. 


^i»%%%»%»»»^ 


C. 


THERE  IS  AN  HOUR  OF  PEACEFUL  REST  K 


Thete  U  an  hour  of  peaoeAil  rest 
To  mourning  wanderers  given  ; 
Tliere  is  a  tear  for  souls  distrest, 
A  balm  for  every  wounded  breast-* 
'Tb  found  abov&— in  Heaven  I 


•  We  cannot  foxbear  espresdogour  hig|i  opinion  of  thii  exo^ent  piece  of 
poedy.  It  is  a  production  of  a  very  superior  kind  indeed,  and  for  which  we 
are  indditod  to  the  exertions  of  some  American  bard.  It  was  copied  flrom  a 
bakw^ng  to  that  oouutrj^  and  is  no  mean  specimen  of  their  ability 


Then  k  a  sOffti  a  downy  bed, 
*11fl  lair  as  breach  of  even* ; 
▲  eoucb  for  weaiy  mortals  epretiA, 
Where  ikey  may  rest  the  adilng  head^ 
And  find  repose— in  Heaven ! 

There  is  a  home  for  weeping  flouI% 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven ; 
When  tost  on  life's  tempestuous  shoal^ 
Where  storms  arise,  and  ocean  rolls. 

And  all  is  drear — but  Heaven ! 

Oliere  faith  lifts  up  the  tearful  eye^ 

The  heart  with  anguish  riven ; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by, 
The  evening  shadows  gui^Uy  fiy« 
And  all  serene — in  Heaven ! 


There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom. 

And  joys  supreme  are  given ;  | 

There  rttys  divine  disperse  the  gloom : 

Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb, 
Appeart  the  dawn— of  Heaven ! 

and  attainment  in  poetical  cwapolltion.    For  iweetnesa  of  numben,  an* 

•ubllmity  of  Bcntiment,  it  cannot  be  auxpasBed,  and  has  Bddom,  indeed,  be* 
equalled  by  any  thing  ofthekind  whidi  we  have  hitherto  met  with.  It«» 
the  effbsion  of  a  mind  endowed  with  all  the  inspiration  of  the  poet,  aw^ 
adorned  with  all  the  piety  of  the  Christian.  From  the  numeroua  inconre- 
niencefl  and  anxieties  of  time,  which  bo  greatly  embarrass  and  embilter 
humaij  life,  it  carries  Ms  forward  to  that  scene  where  every  calandty  shall  be 
for  ever  oichidod,  and  when  aU  shall  be  enjoyment  and  rot— in  HcaV9< 
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CI. 


THE  CIRCLE  OF  FRIENDSHIP. 


AUL— Tlie  kafl  broie  of  auVl  Snotlanrt. 


The  cauld  blasts  o*  winter  blaw  cbill  o*er  the  plain. 
And  nature  grows  pale  'neath  the  tyrant's  domain  ; 
We'll  seek  our  lov^d  cottage,  and  leave  the  bleak  scene  $ 

For  there's  nought  like  the  circle  of  friendship 

To  brighten  life's  path  with  a  smile, 

l^e  heart  leaps  with  joy,  by  the  canty  fireside, 
SiiTTounded  by  £u:es  whose  faith  has  been  tried, 
Where  kind  hospitality  loves  to  preside  ; 

For  there's  nought  like  the  circle  of  friendship 

To  brighten  life's  path  with  a  smile. 

The'  our  table  is  spread  with  no  Epicure's  fare ; 
9^0'  our  wealth  is  but  sma*,  we  shall  never  despair, 
While  we  just  hae  a  plack  wi'  a  neighbour  to  share; 

StiU  we'll  meet  iu  the  circle  of  friendship 

And  brighten  life  s  path  with  a  smile* 
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^e  nabob  sunounded  with  qjilendour  may  ptne  ; 
For  friends  are  but  scanty  where  sycophants  shine  ;• 
Here  the  juice  of  the  malt  is  as  sweet  as  the  vine; 

And  there's  nought  lik^  the  circle  of  fziendship 

To  brighten  life's  path  with  a  smile. 

I/et  statesmen  delight  in  the  court's  vain  parade* 
"Where  each  plays  for  kxLr  in  the  great  masquerade 
Our  pleasures,  tho*  humble,  with  trust  are  repaid  $ 

For  there's  nought  like  the  circle  of  friendship 

To  brighten  lifers  path  with  a  smile. 

IVhiletfac  coxcomb  is  lost  in  the  butterfly  throng,. 
Where  the  dance  to  the  music  is  floating  along; 
We  enjoy  our  bit  crack,  wi*  a  canty  Scots  song  ; 

For  Uiere's  nought  like  the  circle  of  friendslU^   . 

To  brighten  life's  path  with  a  smile. 

Then  blest  be  the  faces  that  welcom'd  me  here^ 

Wherever  I  wander  they'll  ever  be  dear, — 

While  our  glasses,  at  parting,  will  brim  with  a  tear  ^ 

For  there's  nought  like  the  drcle'of  friendship 

To  brighten  life's  path  with  a  smile. 
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CfJ, 


THB  NEW  YEAR'S  GIFT. 


All  white  hung  the  hushes  o'^r  Ekw's  sweet  stveaniy 
And  pi|]e  firtim  its  banks  the  long  idcies  gleam ; 
The  first  peep  of  miming  just  peers  thro'  the  sky, 
And  here,  at  thy  door,  gentle  Mary,  am  J. 

With  the  dawn  of  the  year,  and  the  dawn  of  the  light, 
Ihe  one  that  best  lores  tliee  stands  first  in  thy  sight; 
Then  welcon^'d,  dear  nudd,  with  my  gift  let  me  be^ 
A  ribbon,  a  kiss,  and  a  blessing  for  thee ! 

JLast  year,  of  eafda's  treasures  I  gave  tliee  my  part, 
The  new  year  before  it  I  gave  thee  my  heart ; 
And  now,  gentle  Mary,  I  greet  thee  again. 
When  only  this  hand  and  a  blessing  remain ! 

Tho*  time  should  run  on  with  his  sack  full  of  care. 
And  wrinkle  thy  cheek,  maid,  and  whiten  thy  hair. 
Yet  still  on  tliis  morn  shall  my  offering  be, 
A  ribbon,  a  kiss,  and  a  bltesing  for  thee ! 

9 


158 


cm. 


WHEN  LIFE  FROM  THIS  BOSOM. 


When  life  fixnn  this  bosom  for  ever  is  fled. 
Is  there  one  for  poor  Jack  that  ^11  mourn  ? 

Is  there  one  tliat  will  say,  "  *nesth  this  sod  there  is  laid 
A  good  fellow  as  ever  was  bom  ?** 

.No— the  friends  of  his  yonth,  for  a  short  fleeting  year, 

May  remember,  when  over  the  bowl. 
That  oft  there  has  join*d  them  in  folly's  careef, 

**  Poor  Jack,  on  the  whole  a  good  souL*' 

But,  oh  I  it  was  not  to  companions  like  these 
That  his  heart  and  his  feelings  were  known, 

Tho*  oft,  to  drown  caie,  and  ambitious  to  please, 
0*er  the  mostof  the  club  has  he  shone. 

Kor  is  it  from  these  that  a  tear  he  would  ask, 

Should  his  man*ry  in  theirs  ever  live ; 
Vlo,  to  them  far  too  hard  and  too  grating  the  Ustkf 

lEaovgh  thai »  bumper  they  give. 
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But,  ch!  when  lie^s  laid  in  his  iMt  peacefiil  deep, 

VHien  his  heart  is  for  ever  at  rest, 
Sfreet  Lela,  shouldst  thou  o'er  his  ashes  e'er  weep. 

Or  his  mem'ry  e*er  heanre  thy  to  breast, 

Then,  if  spirits  of  aught  Aat  is  mortal  can  taste, 
Ix>Y*d  LeU,  what  joys  will  be  mine, 

Wfaen  hovering  above  on  light  pinions  I  hast* 
To  breathe  a  soft  murmur  with  thine. 


^<»fc^%%^^<>%^ 


€!▼• 


BONNIE  tADIE  ANN». 


X1iere*s  luunes  o'  hinney  'tween  my  luve's  lips, 

And  gowd  amang  her  hair, 
Her  breasts  are  lapt  in  a  holie  veil, 

Kfie  mortal  9&k  keck  there. 

*  TW.  tnily  excdlent  bdbd  WM  Tecwrered.  acwmliiig  to  C^ 
,erttatkm  c€  Wm  Catherine  M«cartney,  of  Racket  Leath.,  G«llo^y»  ««* 

I«  inflnSte  hon«mr  to  the  tarte  of  the  Editor^"  There  is  a-noMejuWimfc 
f^^.n»dtinttenaernc«." says theiiamortal Burns.  «insomerfour«i- 
SilSU^  which  shew  them  to  be  the  workofa  m-terty  h««id:  «ml.t 
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What  lips  dare  kiss,  or  what  hand  dare  touch. 

Or  wliat  arm  of  luve  dare  span 
The  hinney  lips,  the  creamy  loo^ 

Or  the  waist  o'  hady  Ann ! 

She  kisses  the.Ups  p'  her  bonnie  red  rose, 

Wat  wi*  the  blobs  o*  dew ; 
But  nae  gentle  lip,  nor  semple  lip 

Iklaun  touch  her  Ladie  mou. 
But  a  broider'd  belt  wi'  a'  buckle  o*  gawdf 

Her  jimpy  waist  maun  span ; 
O  she's  an  armfu'  fit  for  beavent 

My  bonnie  Ladie  Ann ! 

has  often  given  me  many  a  heBrt4Kdie  to  reflect,  tfiat  such  gloiioui  oU  bard^ 
— 4}ards,  who  irary  probably  owed  a]\  -tfidr  talents  to  native  genius,  yet  hsre 
described  the  exploits  of  heroes,  the  pangs  of  disapfMrintment,  and  the  melt- 
ings of  Iove»  with  sudi  fine  strokes  of  nature,— 4hat  th^  very  names  (0  how 
mortifying  to  a  l»rd*s  vanity !)  are  now  **  buried  ooong  the  wreck  of  things 
whidi  were.*' 

**  A  fairo-  specimen  of  romantic  Scottish  love  than  is  contained  in  tbi^ 
aong,  is  rarely  to  be  met  with.  It  was  first  introduced  to  Nithsdsie  and 
Galloway  about  thirty  years  ago,  by  a  lady  whose  mind  was  deranged.  She 
wandered  from  place  to  place,  followed  by  some  tamed  abeep.  The  oU 
people  describe  her  as  an  amiable  and  mild  creature.  She  would  fie  all  nigbt 
under  the  shade  of  some  particular  tree,  with  her  sheep  around  her.  Tliey 
were  as  the  ewe-lamb  tn  the  scripture  parable ;— they  lay  in  her  bosom,  ate 
•f  her  bread,  drank  of  her  cup,  and  were  unto  her  as  daughters-  nntftbe 
wandered  through  part  of  England,  and  the  low  part  of  Scotland ;  esteeoMd, 
respected,  pitied,  and  wept  for  by  all !  She  was  wont  to  sii^  this  song  unmor- 
ed,  until  she  came  to  the  last  verse,  and  then  she  bunt  into  tears.  Tlieold 
tree,  under  which  she  sat  with  her  sheet),  is  now  cut  down.  The  adKwl  bofi 
always  paid  a  kind  of  religious  respect  to  it— there,  on  fine  aabbath  evemngs 
tte  old  women  sat  down  and  read  their  Bildes ;  thore  the  young  men 
and  maidens  learned  their  Psalms,  and  then  went  home  full  of  the  nu^ 
and  holy  oompoture  of  religion.**— CixmwA:. 
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Her  bower  casement  is  lattic'd  wi'  flowers, 

Tied  up  wi*  silver  thread ; 
And  comely  sits  she  in  the  midst,  ^ 

Men's  longing  een  to  feed. 
She  waves  the  ringlets  frae  her  cheek, 

Wi*  her  miflty,  milky  ban* ; 
And  her  cheeks  seem  touched  wi*  the  finger  o*  God, 

My  bonnie  Xiadie  Ann ! 

The  morning  cloud  ia  tassel'd  wi*  gowd, 

like  my  luve's  broider*d  cap,, 
And  on  die  mantle  which  my  luve  wears. 

Are  monie  a  gowden  drap. 
Her  bonnie  c'ebree's  a  hoUe  ardi 

Cast  by  nae  earthlie  han^ 
And  the  breatl^  a*  Ood*B  atween  the  lipa 

Q'  my  bonnie  Ladie  Ann ! 

[I  wondering  gfae  on  her  statelie  st^s,, 

And  I  beet  a  hopeless  flame ; 
To  my  luve,  alas !  she  maunna  stoop 

It  wad  stain  her;  honoured  name.] 
My  e*en  are  bauld,  they  dwall  on  a  place^. 

Where  I  darena  mint  my  ban' ;_ 
But  I  water,  andtend^.and  kiss  the  flowers 

Q'  my  boniii9  LodiQ  Ann  t 

Ttioie  Hnes  within  brackets  are  not  in  the  copy  printed  by  Cromek— he  wyi 
"a  deal  of  unseemly  cbaff  had  intermiiced  with  the  heary  grain,  which  haa 
««  a  little  winnowing  and  rieving ;"  probably  the  line*  in  quesdon  may  be 
«ome  of  the  chaff  to  which  be  aUudesi  howOTer»Jor  the  take  of  connexion, 

%arelMerted. 

«  5 
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I  am  ber  fiitfaer's  gardener  lad. 

And  poor,  poor,  is  my  fa'  *; 
My  auld  mither  gets  my  wee^  vree  fee,. 

Wi*  fatherless  baimies  twa : 
My  Ladie  comes,  my  Ladle  gaes, 

Wi'  a  fou  and  kindly  han*, 
O  the  blessing  o*  God  maun  mix  wi'  my  lure, 

And  fa*  on  Ladie  Ann  ! 


CV. 

O !  IF  YE  HAE  A  HEART  TO  SPAEK. 

AIR— Duncan  t^avieson. 


O  !  if  ye  hac  a  heart  to  spare. 

And  yet  refuse  that  heart  to  gie. 
It  will  but  gar  me  try  the  mair 

To  wile  awa  that  heart  frae  thee. 
For  thou  hast  stown  into  my  breast. 

And  thou  hast  ta*en  my  heart  awa', 
Wi'  thoughts  o'  thee  I'vej^nt  my  rest. 

And  yet  I  pardon  thee  for't  a' 
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I  caniiB  want  thee  out  my  sights 

I  weary  for  thee  night  and  day^ 
'Tis  thee  I  think  o*  aye  at  night. 

Whan  I  gae  ben  the  house  to  pray. 
A  youthfu'  life's  a  sinfu*  time, 

Vre  heard  my  eldrin'  nather  sfqr. 
But,  oh !  if  lore  be  made  a  crime. 

Then  I  bae  cause  to  be  right  wae. 

For  I'm  sae  caught  by  Cupid's  snares 

Tliat  if  by  chance  I  hear  thy  name» 
My  heart  plays  dunt  ere  I'm  aware. 

And  sets  my  bosom  in  a  flame, 
Sae^  if  ye're  willing,  here's  my  hand, 

And  dinna  think  me  pert  or  bauld, 
Iho'  young  and  daft,  yet  wedlock's  band 

Will  wear  me  wise  as  I  grow  i^uld. 

• 

There's  Andrew  o'  the  Bramble-knowe, 

He  vows  and  swears  he'll  hae  mc  soon, 
I'll  gte  his  rock  anitber  tow, 

And  gar  the  body  change  his  tune. 
For  I  hae  sworn  a  haly  aith, 

And  n\air  than  that,  this  very  day 
J  tauld  my  mam  a^d  dadie  baitfa, 

Nae  ither  lad  than  you  I'd  hae. 
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What  tfao*  firom  fiartnne's  lairish'd  bountj. 
No  mi^ty  treasures  we  possess ; 

We'll  find  within  our  piitance,  plenty, 
And  be  content  without  excess. 

Still  shall  each  kl&d  returning  season. 

Sufficient  for  our  wishes  giTe  ; 
For  we  will  Hw  a  Ufe  of  reason. 

And  that's  the  only  way  to  liTe. 

Throuf^  youth  and  i^  in  love  excellinj^ 
We'll  hand  in  hand  together  tread. 

Sweet-smiling  peace  shall  crown  our  dwellmi^ 
And  babe%  sweet  smiling  babes^  our  bed. 

How  should  I  love  the  pretty  creatures^ 
While  round  my  )uia38  they  fondly  clun^ ; 

To  see  them  look  ^eur  mother's  features, 
To  hear  them  lisp  Aeir  mother's  tongue ! 

And  when  with  envy,  time  tnuuported, 
Shall  think  to  rob  us  of  our  jqy% 

You'll  in  your  girls  again  be  courted| 
And  I'll  go  wooing  in  my  boys. 


poetic  fiction  only,  or  rather  a  stroke  of  satire,  by  which  I^.  Pewt** 
•trangdy  induced  to  insert  the  piece  among  his  **  Beliques  of  Andent  Po^ 
try."  In  the  Edinburgh  Review,  VoL  ix.  p.  37,  the  honour  of  thi»  pro** 
tk)n  is  given  to  the  late  Mr.  Stephens,  (meaning  George  Stevens,  ^ 
but  with  what  propriety  may  be  doubted.  Riston,  in  bis  "  CdO»^  ^ 
Engliah  Soags,'*  ascribes  it  to  Mr.  Gilbert  Cooper. 
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cvnu 


'TWAS  IN  A  LONELY  COTTAGE  DWELLING. 


Twn  in  a  lonely  cottage  dwdSngv 

Oft  remember'd  with  a  tear. 
With  falt'ring  voice  his  sighs  repelfiflg, 

Edward  own'd  his  love  sincere. 
But  I  was  vain  and  blush'd  with  beauty. 

He  was  poor  atad  humbly  bom, 
I  coldly  pleaded  filial  duty, 

Treating  all  his  vows  with  scorn. 

With  trembling  steps  and  broken-hearted, 

Edward  left  Us  native  plain; 
From  that  sad  day  all  joy  departed, 

Never  to  return  again. 
For  he^  o*erwhehn'd  with  hopeless  aorfow. 

Frantic  to  the  battle  sped ; 
The  foe  repuls'd — but  on  the  morrow> 

£dw«id  sluoiber'd  with  the  dead. 
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C13^. 


THE  ROSE  THAT  BLOOK& 


AIB—I  saw  thy  form. 


The  rose  that  Uocoqs  on  yonder  brier, 
Beneath  the  hawthorn  shade^ 

Iiooks  full  of  life,  and  gay  as  tfaee. 
But,  ah  \  it  soon  will  fade,  Mary. 

Nurs'd  by  the  summer  d^ws  of  heaveo^ 

It  buds,  and  soon  is  blown, 
But  long  ere  winter's  frown  is  seep, 

"Us  gone — ^for  ever  gone,  Mary ! 

Perhaps  His  cropp'd  by  school-boy  hapd^ 

In  search  of  Linnet  nest ; 
Perhaps  some  lover,  wandering  by, 

May  place  it  in  his  breast,  Mary.     .  , 

And  what  is  beauty  bat  a  rose^    - 
That  blooms  a.  chort-Uv*d  hour : 

When  not  untimely  cropp'd  by  death, 
pr  bfa'ghted  like  the  flower,  Mary^ 


i6d 


VO,  MART,  WE  CAN  MEET  KAE  MAIR  •• 


"Koy  Maiy,  we  ean  meet  nae  mair, 

niou'sfftuse  been  to  thysel*  and  me, 
*IbjOKi*«t\eft  me  for  anither's  sake. 

The  thing  I  cou'dna  done  to  the& 
Tbe  boiom  aft  that  pillow'd  tfaee^ 

That  bosom  how  cou'dst  thou  forsake ! 
The  heut  that  was  sae  set  on  thee^ 

Sae  fond  a  heart,  how  cou'dst  thoq  break  ? 

fe«POtewtiich  accompanied  this  aoog, this  anthorinfbnnsmthatitwM 
^itto  on  oocuion  ofhis  reading  Aa  odebnted  speech  of counse&or  FhiOips, 
*°*^*  Guthrie  V.  Sterne."  Thisisa  case  with  which,  no  doubt,  the  most 
^our  Toden  win  be  th^ady  well  aoquafaited.  It  became  extendvely  known 
•tthetime  when  it  occurred,  not  oply  from  the  peculiar  atrocities  which  ihe 
oioeitKif  involved,  but  chiefly  on  account  of  the  very  spirited  addrm  de. 
Umalbf  Mr.  FhiDips  in  behalf  of  the  injured  h^nband. 

As  it  wofQldfiowerer  encroach  too  mudi  upon  our  present  Ihnits  togiT« 
**a  a  brief  of  this  interesting  c«e^  we  shall  simply  obsenre,  that  it  becnne 
*v)^<88»vatedcntbepartof  tfaelady.and  partkniarly  distressing  to  the 
""vtedhufaandyftom  the  ooosiderBtion  that  her  levity  had  forced  her  not 
y  from  s  home,  where  happiness  seemed  to  dwell,  but  from  the  superintend 
"nceand  affection  of  four  fadpless  childm.  Hiis  thought  so  afl)scted  the 
l^der  Isttier,  that  he  put  them  into  mourning,  ^hentoy  most  rignificantly 
l^^g  to  thetar  forlorn  and  orphan  situation,  and  it  is  to  this  circumstance 
H^  tlie  poetso  feelingly  alludes,  to  the  second  stsnsa*  where  he  introduces 

H>t  ute  things  M  eying  thdr  moumfti*  gatb.**. 
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I 

All  pleasure  now  vi*  thee  lias  fled. 

And  hame  is  dreary,  lu'  o*  wae;      „ 
Each  former  joy  add3  grief  to  ttiink 

That  her  I  lov'd  has  us*d  me  sa^ 
The  wee  HiinfB  eje  tii^mpinn^'  jpff^^ 

Their  mother  aye  they  wish  to  sec^ 
Their  father's  looks  and^tears  th^y  marie. 

And  wonder  what  the  cause  can  be*     • 

Hie  anguish  which  n^  bosom  wrings, 

O  may'st  thou,  Maiy,  never  feel  I 
For  a*  the  ill  Uiou*st  done  to  me, 

I'll  sye  sincerely  wish  thee  weeL 
A  deadly  stroke  to  me  thou'st  gi'en, 

Life  el)bing  issues  firae  the  wouu*. 
Yet  hate  me  not^  for  soon  will  I 

Baith  wi*  the  world  and  thee  hae  done* 


cxr» 


TO  THEE  LOV*D  DEB^ 


To  thee.  loY'd  Dee,  thy  gladsome  valM, 
Where  late  with  careless  steps  I  rang'd^ 

Tho*  prest  with  care,  and  sunk  in  woe. 
To  thee  I  bring  a  heart  uuchang'd^ 


ni 

I  lofe  ihie^  Beej  iHy  l^anks  and  gUd^ 
Tho'  memory  there  tny  bosom  tear. 

For  tiiere  he  rot^d  that  broke  my  heart. 
Yet  to  Ifaat  hearty  oh  f  gdll  how  dear. 

Te  shades  that  edib*d  io  his  Vows» 

And  saw  me  once  supremely  blest ; 
Oh  yield  iti^  now  a  peaceful  graVe^ 

And  give  a  forlorn  maiden  rest; 
And  should  the  false  one  hither  stray. 

No  vengeful  sfirii  bid  him  fear  ; 
But  tell  him,  iho'  he  broke  my  hear^ 

Yet  to  that  heart  he  still  was  dear ! 


%^%'^>i»»^»» 


CXII. 


IS  THERE   A   MAN  WlfOSS    BBEAST  NE'ER 

GLOW'D. 


li  there  «  nidi  wtioB«  IMoMt  ne^tt  (^'d 
With  Freedom's  hailow'd  teae, 

Whose  lips  with  aeaeMs  never  flftw'd 
In  praises  to  her  asBe  ; 
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Oh !  bear  liim  hence  to  Abui's  phao9»  , 

Or  Afiic's  desalts  drear, 
Where  not  a  ray  of  freedom  deigna 

Ihe  humble  hut  to  cheer. 

Oh !  there's  a  charm  m  liberty! 

A  qiell  of  heaTenly'  birth. 
Which  souls  from  meaner  cares  can  frei^ 

And  lift  them  far  from  earth : 
And  he  whose  life's  blood  bniTely  flowa 

At  freedom's  glorious  shrine^ 
Kay  smile  in  triumph  on  his  tot^ 

And  deem  his  fiite  diTine ! 


»%  »%%•»»»»%»%» 


CXill. 


THE  LOYELT  MAIB  OF  OBMADALE. 


When  sets  the  son  o'er  Lomond's  hei^h|. 
To  blaze  upon  the  western  wavc^ 

When  peace  and  love  possess  the  grove^ 
And  echo  sleeps  within  its  cave; 


i 


ni 

t^  fay  l0Tie*s  soft  endearing  chamn^ 
I  stray  the  pathless  windijpg  vale^ 

Aw<i  hail  the  hour  that  gives  to  me 
The  lofidy  maid  of  Qtmadale. 

Her  eyes  oanAbke  the  star  of  nl^ 

Her  cheeks  the  morning's  rosy  hue, 
•AimI  pare  as  flower  in  summer  shade, 

Loar  bending  m  the  pearly  dete; 
Nor  flower  so  fahr  and  lovely  pure, 

ShaU  fiile's  daik  vintry  winds  asaal^ 
As  angel  smile  she  aye  will  be 

Dear  to  the  bowers  o£  Qrmadalfr 

Let  fortune  soothe  die  heart  of  core^ 

And  wealth  to  all  its  TOtaries  gi?e; 
Be  mine  the  rosy  smile  of  lore. 

And  in  its  blissfal  arms  to  liye : 
I  would  resign  fair  India's  wealthy 

And  sweet  Arabia's  spicy  gale. 
For  bahny  eve  and  Sootian  bower. 

With  the^  lov'd  maid  of  Ormadale^^^ 
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CXIV. 


AT  THE  CLOSE  OP  THE  DAY. 


At  the  close  of  the  day,  in  the  sacred  md6, 

By  the  light  of  the  taper  dim, 
'T&  swBtt  to  sit  and  list  the  while 

To  the  notes  of  the  Tesper  hymn. 

TVlien  the  silver  moon,  and  the  evening  star. 
Are  through  the  cloister  beaming, 

And  the  notes  of  the  choir,  though  distant  far, 
Like  an  angePs  song  are  streaming. 

Then  every  care  from  the  tranquil  breast, 

By  the  sacred  scene  is  driven, 
Each  wild  deare  is  hush'd  to  rest. 

Each  hope  is  tum*d  to  Heaven. 

There  would  I  wish  to  linger  still. 
Till  my  heart  had  hush*d  her  motion, 

Nor  with  less  holy  feelings  thrill. 
Than  mild  meek-eyed  devotion. 
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cxv. 


THE  EMIGRANT. 


FVom  his  booth  on  tiie  hill  the  sad  shepherd  retires^ 
Down  the  long  sloping  Tale  to  the  sea-beaten  shore ; 
ftam  the  scenes  of  his  youth,  from  the  home  of  his  sireSy 
A  new  home  to  seek  o*er  the  wild  ocean's  roar. 

On  his  arm  hung  bis  partner  of  joy  and  of  woe ; 
On  her  cheek  the  smile  strove  to  oppose  the  big  tear,— 
*Tvas  Tain ;  for  the  past  still  retum'd  to  her  view, 
Anu  tlio  future  was  darken*d  with  sorrow  and  care.— 

By  their  side  the  dear  pledges  of  love  cheerful  smil'd^ 
For  they  knew  not  the  cause  why  their  fond  father  mourn'd, 
And  the.  old  shepherd  dog,  as  he  foUow'd,  howPd  wild, 
And  ofk  to  th9  dear  lonely  mansion  return'd. 


^ 


^ira-u  cruel  Lordling,  thy  mandate's  severe, 
'hat  sends  yon  sad  band  o'er  the  wide  western  wave ; 
O'er  thy  bier  weeping  pit)'  shall  ne'er  shed  a  tear, 
^or  love  sadly  sigh  o*cr  thy  dark  narrow  grave. 
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Eaiblein  of  joys  for  ever  pBtA 
See    to  desolate  and  lone^ 

Hie  sear-leaf  wavix^  in  tlM  Um^ 

That  lores  to  linger  to  the  last, 
Around  tboae  sweets  for  erer  gone. 

Thus  ibe  heart  irith  fond  heart  meetiiig. 

Blooms  as  sweet,  as  fair  and  gay; 

Truth,  love,  and  rapture,  wildly  beatings 
Glows  with  a  light  as  pure^  tho*  fleedn^ 

As  the  beam  of  openii^  iltf* 

But  slighted,  widi  niiirhdnew  aehiiDig, 
flhed  each  fweet,  eadi  phMUose  flown;' 
Tet  morning  dreams,  4iSA  Ibndl^  #4ei&|^ 
Cling  round  the  heart  with  anguish  brcBkh^ 
And  mauni  its  joys  for  ever  goncb 


<>%%%»%%»«»»»» 


CXVIII. 
THE  SOU>I£B*S  RETURN* 


*lWas  in  the  ev'ning  of  a  wintry  day. 

When  safe  returning  from  a  long  ctinpsiffl» 

Allen,  o*ertoil*d  and  weaiy  with  the  ^vay. 
Came  home  to  see  his  Sally  once  m^ff^ 


I 
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His  bstterM  anns  he  cardesdy  threur  down^ 
And  view'd  his  Sally  with  enraptur'd  eyes  ; 

But  die  reoeiT*d  him  witfi  a  modest  frowiiy 
She  knew  not-  AllkB.  m  his  rough  disguise. 

His  hair  was  Lnotted,  and  his  beard  unsihorD  ; 

HiB  littUirMVaiitfeitetiib'ahaiiit^hiai  hung  ; 
A  tear  of  pleasuxe  did  his  cheeks  adorn. 

And  blessings  fell  in  torrents  from  his  tongues 

*' Am  I  so  alter'd,  by  tins  cruel  trade^ 

Thai  you>  your  faithful  Alien,  have  foigot? 

Or  has  your  heart  unto  some  other  stray'd  ? 
Ah !  why  £d  I  escape  the  murd'ring  shot  ?*' 

Wben  this  she  beard*  her  wfmted  eobar  fled, 
She  ran  and  tv^  i^pon  |i«r  Allen's  breait»^ 

AU  pale  awhile  she  \0CV4  UU  oae  tiiatVdead ; 
Ue  kissMy  she  breath*d»  and  all  her  loye  confess'^ 


«. 


Oh  !  my  delight,  tbwgh  alter'd  as  thoa  arf» 
Redac'd  by  honest  cotunge  Co  this  straity 
Thou  art  the  goldeii  Irea^iive  of  my  heart, 
My  long-lost  husband^  and  my  wish'd*for  mate." 


i  i 
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CXVXIX. 


OUE  YOUTH  WILL  FADE 


AIR-l/Vhcn  time  who  stealf  am  yens  smgr. 


« 

Our  youth  will  fiide»  as  iades  the  Sawet, 

That  now  adonis  the  board. 
Nor  can  the  bloom,  by  earthly  power. 

Be  e*er  again  restor'd. 


The  fidrest  flower  the  Florist 

Beneath  the  genial  ray. 
Lake  man,  withm  its  bosom  bears 

The  seeds  of  sure  decay. 

Then  let  us  live  as  those  who  know. 
However  the  scene  may  seem. 

Our  joys,  our  sorrows,  here  below 
WiU  fade  like  passing  dream. 


{ 


» 11118  piece  WW  written  at  the  regaeit  oif  ameaawr  of  tlie  ntfejFk 
Club  1818. 


i 
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The  fUnwen  that  boaat  the  licheit  hiia 
Too  oft  no  ^agrance  give  j 

Fit  emUem  of  the  gau^  few» 
yn^i  rather  breathe  than  live. 

But  twine^lbr  us  a  modeat  wreelh 
Of  flowen  that  deck  the  field. 

And  which,  dio'  lowlj  had  in  death. 
Still  sweetest  odoiifB  yield. 


Then  let  us  live  as  those  who  know, 
Howe*er  the  scene  may  seem,  • 

Our  joya^  our  aanows,  here  below 
Will  iade  like  passing  dream. 


'»%i%W%^^^% 


cxx. 

OH!  BRIGHT  ROSE  THE  SUN. 
AIB-Jenie,  the  flow*r  o*  Dumblane. 


Oh!  bright  rose  the  sun  on  the  beautiful  ocean. 
His  golden  beams  flashM  from  the  murmuring  tide^ 

While  each  little  wave^  with  a  trembling  oommotioD, 
Alternately  broke  on  the  tall  vessd'a  side ; 


i 
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Hie  sails  were  all  fewdTdiiifli ilie  btewe  ef  tiie mening, 
She  gallantly  8temm*d  the  daric  wave  of  tihe  aea^ 

And  a  proud  union  ens^n  her  ina«t>hcad  adufiiing^ 
Sbow'd  a  fiigate  of  JBniBBir  the  kud  «f  Hie  free. 


Afar  on  the  billowsjlba  wsad'was  faaamit. 

The  dafk  rocky  slipMaiBatce^  seen  irom  llie  im^ 
"While  stretch*d  qn  «  cUff  (penile  EUa  lagr  grieving 

And  mournfully  sigfa'd  ta  the  wama  tfaatnoQ'd  |iasb 
Ah  !  when  will  my  William,  from  danger  returning^ 

Dh^lay  his  dea^  flag  o*«r  tfaa  wave  baattn  ifcore^ 
Ah !  when  will  he  hush  ati  |iiy  sii^iiBg  and-HMynuo^ 

Saying,  sweetly;  ^tbf  HU%  be  aniSooa  ao  warai* 


» 


When  far  in  tii'  horison  a  white  speck  appearing^ 

Grew  gradually  nearer,  and  larger  to  Tiew, 
And  soon  a  brare  frigate,  before  the  winds  steering, 

Diaplay'd  her  broad  flag  o'er  a  braye  British  crew ; 
And  soon  the  brave  William,  his  Ella  caressing, 

With  fondest  endeannent  dispell'd  all  her  fear. 
And  cried,  as  his  lips  to  her  cheek  he  was  pressing, 

*<  Keyer  more  will  I  leave  thee,  sweet  EUa,  my  dear!" 


lis 


SWEET  LADY,  LOOK  NOT  THUS  AGAIN. 


Sweetlady,  look  not  t]ins  vigdn ; 

Those  little  pouting  smiles  recal ; 
A  maid  remember*d  now  with  pain. 

Who  was  my  love,  my  Hfe,  my  alL 

Oh  \  while  this  heart  delirious  took 
Sweet  poison  from  her  thrilling  eye^ 

Thus  would  she  pout,  and  fisp,  and  leoky 
And  I  would  hear,  and  gase,  and  stf^ 

Tes ;  I  did  Ian  her  temSty  )eve~ 
She  was  tlM  «M>eele6ty  best  decehtr; 

And  oA  she  wwem  she*d  never  rovt. 
And  I  was  dMtSn'd  t»  believe  htr'. 


184 

Then,  lady,  do  not  wear  the  smile 
Of  her,  whose  smile  could  thua  betray; 

Alas  !  I  thifik  the  lovely  wile 
Again  might  steal  my  heart  away. 

And  when  tiie  spell  that  stole  my  tn'"^ 
On  lips  so  pmie  as  thine  I  see^ 

I  fear  the  heart  which  she  resign'd; 
Will  eir  agaip,  and  fly  to  the*. 


CXXII, 


AH  I  MARY,  SWEETEST  MAID,  FAREWiXl* 


'*  Ah !  Maiy,  sweetest  maid,  &i«weU!  I 

My  hopes  are  flown,  for  a*s  to  wredc^ 
Heaven  guard  your  love,  and  heal  your  hfltf^ 

Hiouf h  mine,  alaa.1  maun  Inrealb" 
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«  Dearest  lad,  what  3h  betide ! 

Is  Wiltie  to  his  love  untracf 
Pledg*d  the  mom  to  be  your  brides 

Ah!  baeye^ha<^]petfi*ailheni?^ 

"  Ye  canna  wear  a  ragged  gown, 
A  beggar  wed  wi*  ikought  ava ; 

Hy  kye  are  drown*d,  my  house  is  down. 
My  last  sheep  lies  aneath  the  snaw  !** 

*<  Tell  na  me  o'  storm  or  flood. 
Or  sheep  a*  smoor*d  ayont  the  hill, 

For  Willie's  take  I  WiUie  lo'ed. 

Though  poor,  ye  are  my  Willie  stiU.** 

<*  Te  camia  thole  the  wind  and  rain, 
Nor  wander  friendless  far  irae  hame, 

Cheer,  cheer  your  heart,  some  richer  swain 
Will  soon  blot  out  lost  WtLfie*s  name." 

"  1*11  tak  my  bundle  in  my  hand. 
And  wipe  the  dew*drap  Irae  my  e*e« 

1*11  wander  wi'  ye  o*er  the  land, 
1*11  yenture  wi*  ye  o*er  the  sea.* 


M 


**  Pardon,  lore,  *twas  a'  a  snare— 
The  flock's  are  safe— we  needna  part, 

Td  forfeit  them  and  ten  times  mair, 
To  dasp  thee,  Mary,  to  my  heart' 


*t 
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«  Could  ye  wi*  my  feelings  sporty 
Or  doubt  a  heart  sae  Wann  and  tru^ 
I  should  wish  mist^bief  on  ye  §oat% 
But  canna  wish  ou(S^  ill  to  yoo.' 


9» 


<vv^m^^>^tm^^* 


cxxin. 

WHERE  THE  CHILLING  NORTH  WIKD 

HOWLS  \ 


Where  the  chilling  north  wind  howls, 
Where  the  weeds  so  wildly  wave, 

Mourn'd  by  the  weeping  willo^v, 

Wash'd  by  the  beating  billow. 
Lies  the  youthful  poet*s  grave. 

*  This  \s  another  very  valuablfe  littJe  poem,  for  which  we  muat  do  lu»i«ge 
to  the  genius  of  America.  It  serves  to  confirm  the  opinion,  wfaidi  ve  bave 
formerly  stated,  respecting  the  talents  and  improvement  of  our  UreChrarto 
that  far  distant  land.  The  merits  of  the  piece  indeed,  cannot  Inrt  be  highly 
appreciated  by  every  man  of  taste,  as  well  as  by  every  lover  of  poetKy.  ThflT 
are  of  such  a  nature  as  widely  to  distinguish  it  from  the  general  Xgnm  of  e- 
legtac  compositions,  which,  for  the  most  part,  are  either  begun  wlthoutinte- 
rest,  or  conducted  without  aWUty.    On  the  contrpry,  we  are  here  presented 
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« 

Beneath  yon  little  enunenoc^ 
Jkfaik'd  by  the  grass  green  turi^ 

The  winding  aheet  his  form  encloses. 
On  the  cold  stone  his  head  reposes. 
And  near  him  fi>ams  the  troabl'd  surf. 

**  Roan  round  its  base  the  ocean/' 
Pensive  sleeps  the  moon-beam  there. 
Naiads  love  to  wreathe  his  urn, 
I>ryads  thither  hie  to  mourn, 
And  fidries'  wild-notes  melt  in  air  ! 


with  the  eAmoiw  of  a  mind  glowing  with  all  the  ardour  oitb^  most  gener- 
ous feeiSng,  aadsted  by  the  dictates  of  an  exuberant  fanqri  and  adorned 
with  the  embdliabmentB  of  classical  refinement 

Of  Uie  author  of  ao  raspectable  a  produotion,  we  are  sorry  to  confess  ouru 
selves  to  be  very  ignorant  The  only  particular  indeed,  which  we  can 
«tate  respecting  him,  is,  that  at  the  time  when  be  composed  the  pfesent  poem, 
he  had  scarcdy  completed  his  fifteenth  year. 

> 

Our  information  concerning  the  youth  who  is  here  so  feelingly  comme- 
moiated,  has,  however,  been  mere  satisfactory  and  complete.  He  was  a  Mr. 
George  Sj  Irrin,  a  native  of  the  state  of  New  York  in  America.  His  tithcr, 
who  waa  by  profesdon  a  dergyman,  and  who  had  discharged  the  duties  of  hU 
office  for  many  years  in  the  district  refierred  to,  immediately  after  the  birth 
of  his  son,  removed  with  his  family  to  South  CaroMna.  Aa  George  was  an 
odly,  and,  of  oouise^  »  beloved  son,  his  fiather  took  bis  education  solely  inU» 
bis  own  hands,  and  wasj  indeed  the  only  instructor  whidi  he  had  in  hia 
jttWiile  studies.  The  attention  of  the  father  was  amply  rewarded  by 
the  toiprecedented  appUcatlon,  and  progress  of  the  extraordinary  youth. 
At  the  age  of  seven,  he  read  Csesar's  Commentaries,  and  before  he  had  attair* 
ed  his  ninth  year,  had  perused  the  works  of  Horace.  From  his  earUest 
infancy^  he  took  no  delight  in  the  sports  of  his  playful  companions,  but  was 
fitbea  known  to  steal,  wen  ftom  the  most  engaging  paadme,  to  wander  with  a 
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0*er  bis  toxnb,  the  Tillage  vir|pku 

liOve  to  drop  the  tribute  tear, 
Stealing  from  the  alleys  'round. 
Soft  they  tread  the  hdUow'd  grooadt 

And  weave  the  wild^flower  chaplet  tberet 

By  the  cold  earth  mantl'd. 

Peaceful  sleeps  he  here  alone ; 
Cold  and  lifeless  lies  his  form. 
Batters  on  his  grave  the  storm. 
Silent  now  his  tuneful  numbers. 
Here  the  child  of  genius  slumbers,-*- 

Strangers !  mark  his  burial  stone ! 


firtend,  and  listen  to  the  stories  of  the  Tltad.  He  poMCWcd  a  dlgrity  of  fc. 
meanour,  and  an  energy  of  chanwter,  which  commanded  both  the  admin' 
tion  and  respect  of  qll  who  knew  him.  At  the  early  age  of  rixteen  yw* 
and  eight  months,  whUe  eagerly  engaged  in  the  study  of  the  law,  and  {fftv 
mising  to  have  become  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments  to  his  country  and 
profession,  he  fell  a  victim  to  the  ravages  tit  the  yellow  fever,  and  ma  >&• 
terrod  in  %lliyan*8  island,  opposite  the  dty  of  caiarieston. 

To  his  other  endowments  was  added,  that  of  a  rich  and  happy  talent  for 
poetical  composition.  After  his  death,  his  poems,  which  form  a  snuH  nv 
lume,  wore  collected  and  puUiAed  by  his  disconsolate  friends.  These  reflect 
the  highest  honour  optm  his  name  and  genius,  and  we  are  particutarly  in> 
•Ibnned,  that  the  present  piece  was  originally  composed  alter  reaAt^  ooetf 
them  entitled  **  £Ua'B  grtve*^  a  ofaaste  eflRyrt  Of  taste  and  seniiblfity. 


isd 


CXXIV, 


aiSE,  MY  LOVE,  MT  CfiLIA,  RIS£. 


Biae,  \aDj  love,  my  Cdia,  vSm^ 
And  let  us  taate  Ate  sweets  of  num^ 

Orient'  blusbes  tiii^  the  skies. 
Crystal  dew  bedecks  the  tfaom. 

Sol,  emeiging  firam  the  mala. 
Shakes  effulgence  from  his  wing^ 

Gladness  flows  o*er  hill  and  plain^ 
Nature  smiles^  and  nature  singB* 

Down  yon  green  embraidef^d  Tsle^ 
Bright  with  dew— with  violets  gay^ 

Xiet  us  meet  the  morning  galey 
JLet  us  share  the  morning  ray^ 

SeaiHy  blooms  m  etery  flower. 
Verdure  smiles  in  erery  grove^ 

ICnsic  lings  in  erery  bower, 
AH  it  beauty*— aU  isVove! 
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f  HE  HXALTH  I  ONCE   SO  MUCH   SKJOTl). 


Hie  heaitli  1 09ct  10  iMdi  m^afi. 

And  all  the  gfHid}y  kefcs  daUkwgr'd 
That  onee  ie  brii^ttl^  fl&QMk 

Olie  hectic  tah  that  auonaca  6*«p 

Thiscbeek  oflM^el^, 
Hath  oft  dtoeived-^bui^  ah !  ntt  Miai 

CaAho^iMdfbttmy^. 

Ihen  tpltta  fior  file  do  flanvaiy  -BTirrtli, 

Xb  bud  my  flamu^haiiv 
For  aoontlMchflleoU  Imadvi  dm/M, 

Will  mock  ihgr  «m7 


By  me  the.love  flmt  tfaon  hot  afafti|l& 

Can  s^Mor  be  npai4 
But  heaven  the  ifnamm  dUbt  will 

IVhen  I  atai  1^^  kMl» 
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E«ii  day  A  J  l*«eiice  csheen  %  heart, 
And  cbastens  all  my  grief; 

As  oft  I  Tiew  each  little  att 
Tium  triest  tir  faring  reKcf; 

And  fitffl  to  soothe  tfie  Irtiefy  n^h^ 
Consoling  tfaou|^t8  are  gi?en, 

For  Fancy  pafarti  fty  l«»fe  »  bi^^ 
And  puirer  ftr-^n  heaven. 


CXXVI. 


TO  ENGLAND'S  TOWEM  OP  OAK  FAREWELL. 


To  England's  towers  of  Oak  farewell, 

No  more  for  me  *aU  be  unfuiTd, 
^canfaas^  in  the  gde  to  8W«H 

"Kie  Oeean  is  no  more  my  world. 
J«t  there  life?,  earliest  yeart  I  fearless  pas^ 
"ASea-boy,  oq  Uiehjgli  nki  gicMyoMtfi 
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Tliere  ofl  to  f^uxm  fbe  midnight  hour. 
The  Hehmanan  with  a  fancy  free, 

His  ditty  to  the  waves  would  poiir» 
Of  lore  on  shores  or  storms  at  aea. 

And  how  the  sea-boy,  midst  tiie  rattling  Uisl^ 

Ke^  station  on  the  b^  and  hettdiqg  mast* 


Pear  wer^  the  sounds  tho*  nide  and  hoarse^ 
Ofhehn-a-Iee,  or  hehn-a- weather. 

To  bring  the  vessel  to  her  course^ 
And  keep  the  sails  well  fill'd  together. 

While  on  the  look-out^  far  my  eyes  were  cas^ 

<<  A  8e»-boj,  on  the  high  And  giddy  masl.*' 


CXXYII. 

THY  WOODS  AND  GLADES,  SWEET  AR- 

THURLIE. 

AIR— 9onny  Wood  .of  Cmtglclee* 


Thy  woods  aniighdes,  tweet  jiHhurUe, 

I- 

Thy  woods  mnd  glades,  sweet  Arihwrlih 
Ayajkir  to  view,  aare  Jairer  fww^ 
fiin*  lovely  Jefsie  dwdU  in  thee. 
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The  f|ower  diat  blooiiis  amid  tby  glad^ 

The  floweret  on  thy  velvet  lea, 
Tho*  lovely,  all  their  beauty  fades. 

When  bid,  fair  paaid,  to  vie  with  thee. 
Thy  woods  and  gladesi  jfC« 

May  heaven  prot«:t  thy  ripening  year^ 

Thou  bomqr  maid  of  Arthurlie, 
And  ne'er,  unless  'tis  pity's  tears, 

May  ttar,  fair  maid,  be  shed  by  thee. 

Belov'd,  ?stepm'd,  adimr'4  by  all^ 
■  Still  happy,  happy  may'sttbou  be. 
And  O,  long  may'st  thou  grace  the  hall. 
And  glens  and  glades  of  Arthurlie*. 
Thff  vfQpds  and  glades,  ^c. 

«  Arthnifie.  alluded  toin4«8ioiift  Ile8tothap«ridi  ^e^NeiW^ 
of  Renfrew,  distant  ftom  Paidey  about  four  mila.  and  to  the  property  af 
William  LoTOdea,  Esq.  Ajthwlie  wjw  aild^t^  tl|e  in^iefltonce  and  4^ig. 
«ati<mof  afimOy  of  tbesim^me  of  SJewart^  a  branch  of  the  noWefiuW 
«fDamley,  itwaB.*^tbatti«ne,a  v^ extensive  ertate,  but  U  now  ^IW 
Wttowri^apcoprietoiBi  it  has^become a  great  seat  of  manufijctun*.  md 
i'««beUiAedSi3i«everaldfgaDt  villas,  among  which  that  of  Mr.  Lowndes 
« the  principal,  and  it  nuy  be  said  to  be  the  only  one  that  bears  the  name- 
it  is  a  rqnarkably  pleasant  place. 


« 
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CXXVIII. 


&£NMURE'S  ON  AN*  AWA',  WII.UE  •. 


Kenmure's  on  an'  ftwa%  Willie^ 

Kenmiire*s  on  an'  awa* ; 
And  Kenmure's  lord^s  the'  bonniest  lor4 

That  ever  GaUowa'  saw. 

Success  to  Kenmure*s  band,  Willie, 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band ; 
There  was  never  a  heart  that  fear'd  a  whig. 

Ere  rade  by  Kenmure's  land. 

«  IVUUam,  Viscount  Kenmure,  ancestor  of  the  present  Hon.  Jeba  Cor- 
don of  Kenmure,  was  Commander  in  Chief  of  the  Cherailer%  forces  in  tbe 
south  of  ScoOand.  Having  joined  General  Forster,  with  about  tvo  ii«<i- 
dred  horsemen,  he  marched  to  Prevton  in  Lancashire,  and  there  DuneDder* 
ed  himself,  with  many  other  nobles,  ptieoatn  at  discretion. 

In  the  history  of  the  rebelUon,  1716,  it  is  stated  ^  th^t  the  piuoseis,TU< 
Lords  Nithsdale,  Derwentwater,  Kenmure,  with  many  others,  being  appoi'''' 
ed  to  be  carried  to  London,  arrived  there  on  the  ninth  of  December.  "^ 
were  brought  as  far  as  Highgate  by  Brigadier  Fanton,  Lieutenant-Colon" 
of  Lumley's  res[iment  of  horse,  under  a  guard  of  an  hundred  of  bis  troop- 
ers, and  were  there  received  by  Mayor.General  Tatton  at  the  head  of  «*• 
tachment  of  about  three  hundred  foot  guards,  and  one  hundred  and  tve^ 
tf  boxie-gxeDMUw  guMdik   Here  every  one  of  them  had  h^  txo^^ 
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T|ier»*t  a  rose  in  Kemnttfe's  e^  WilKc^ 
There's,  a  nwe  in  Kenmure's  eapp 

HeU  stejsp  it  red  in  ruddie  heart's  Uede 
Afive  the  battle  dmp. 

For  Kenmure*!  lads  are  men,  Willie^ 
For  Kenmure's  lade  are  men; 

llieir  hearts  and  ewords  are  metal  lnie» 
And  that  Jbeir  fine  ahaUt  ken! 

Ihejni  live  and  Ae  Tvi'  faaaa^  Willi% 
lliey'll  live  and  die  wi'  fiane  ; 

But  soon  wi'  aoun*  o*  vieiarie 
May  Kcnnuife's  Mbotttte  kainel 


with  a  cord  ooniogacroMhii  back;  and  being  thus  pinioned,  they  wereiwt 
«Uim«dtolio    the  xeint of  tiiebvfdle;  batfeeehoftheta had* a fbot soldier 
leading  his  hotie :  andtataif  angeA  im-faujt  diftrent  divisions,  ascordlng  to 
the  fimr  diilhrent  prisons  ;jlo  which  they  were  allotted,  and  each  division 
placed  between  a  party  of  the  hotse  grenadiers,  and  a  plattxm  of  the  foot ;  in 
this  manner  Genenri  Tstton  set  out  from  Highgate  about  noon,  and  pto. 
ceeded  to  London  through  innumerable  crowds  of  speietator^  who  all  of 
them  wpitwul  their  utmost  detestation  of  their  rebellious  attcmiit,  by  up. 
hnMagthem  with  thetr  oirae,  shoutbig  them  dong  in  this  dlqgraoeAit  tri. 
onph,  and  bieessantly  crying  out,  Kh)g  George  for  ever;  nowamUng-pan 
hazard  I    The  mobi  in  the  meantime  marched  before  them,  beating  on  a 
viaming-pai,  whfle  the  Generars  drums  best  a  triumphant  march.  Aftertiiis 
the  iMUeneR/anffflMee  or  four  others,  were  sent  to  the  Tower;  MrFoivter, 
MrHnMosh,  and  aixmt  seventy  more  to  Newgate;  sixty  to  the  MRrsfaalsea; 
nd  sbevt  seventy-two  to  the  Fleet** 

llius  ended  the  unfortunate  enterprise  into  England,  burying  all  at  once  the 
hogesof  the  Chevalier  in  that  quarter ;  Viscount  Kenmure  wad  others  were 
tried  at  the  bar  of  the  house  of  Peers ;  found  guilty  of  the  crime  of  high  trea. 
ion,  and  beheaded  on  Tower-HUl,  on  the  24th  day  jif  Feb.  1716^0n  the  day 
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Here's  Kenmure's  heaifh  in  Witte,  VTMe, 
Here's  Kei^mtire's  health  in  wine ; 

There  ne'er  was  a  coward  o'  Kenzdure's  blude> 
Kor  jet  o'  Gordon's  line. 

He  kiss'd  his  hiaie's  haiid>  WUKe» 

He  kiss'd  his  ladie'tf  hand ; 
But  gang's  his  laditf's  courtesii^i 

When  he  draiws  his  bludie  brand. 

His  hidie'n  chedc  was  red,  Willie, 

His  ladle's  obeefc  was  red ; 
When  she  saw  his  sietiy  jnpea  put  oo, 

Which  duiird  0*  ^mO^  feud* 

H^s  him  that's  f^r  awa%  Willie^ 

^^ere's  him  that's  far  awa' ! 
Afid  here's  the  flower  that  I  loe  best) 

The  rose  that^s  like  tbe  snaw« 


(receding  that  on  which  he  suited,  he  -inote  to  a  certain  noUemMii  it^ 
ing  that  h^  died  firm  in  principle»  of  adherence  to4he  Chevalier,  **  whom  lie 
believed  to  be  the  Intimate  ion  of  Kfaig  James  the  Second  «.** 

Among  the  peasantry  of  Nithadale  and  Galloway,  bis  memory  is  itill'^ 
yered.  He  was  a  virtuous  nobleman,  calm,  sensible,  laobife^  and  reugMdi 
and  a  devout  member  of  the  protestant  church.  **  He  had  evor  lived,"  * 
he  sud  in  the  letter  to  which  we  have  already  alluded,  **  and  wouU  di%iP 
the  proftstion  of  the  protestant  rdigion.** 

%  S^  AecotMt  qftht  JtebeUkm  in  iTl&^^ie^ b^  Geth  CkaHes^  StvoU-^i^* 


IM 


€JtXfX» 


FAIR  WIDOW,  ARE  YE  WAUKING. 


»»» 


0,  wha*8  at  my  chamber  door? 

"  Fair  wldoir,^  mw  ye  wauking?* 
Aiild  carle,  your  suit  give  o*er. 

Your  loTe  lies  a*  in  tauking, 
Oie  me  the  lad  that's  young  and  tight, 

Sweet  like  an  April  .iioeadow ; 
*Ti8  sic  as  he  t^m  bless  the  sight 

And  bosom  of  a  vidow,— • 

^'  O  widow,  wilt  ^u  let  me  in, 

I*m  pauky^  wise»  and  thrifty, 
And  come  of  a  right  gentle  kin; 

An*  little  mair  than  fifty." 
Daft  carle,  dit  your  mouth, 

What  signifies  how  pauky 
Or  gSQtW  born  ye  be—4M3[t  youtU» 

In  love  yoii*jre  b^t  a  gawky* 

**  Then,  widow*  let  these  guinev  qpe^, 
That  powerfully  plead  cUnken, 

And  if  they  fail,  my  mouth  I'll  steck. 
And  nae  mair  love  will  thi^  on-" 
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These  court  indeedy  I  maun  confess, 
I  think  theynake  you  young,  sir* 

And  ten  times  better  can  express 
Affection  than  your  tongue,  sir^ 


.■«i%«/^  ■%/%%%»% 


cxxx. 


TOMB  OF  MY  FATHERS 


Subdu*d  by  misfortunes,  and  bow*d  down  with  paid, 
I  sought  on  the  bosom  of  peace  to  recline : 

I  hied  to  the  home  of  my  fathers  again,. 

But  the  home  of  my  fathers  no  longer  was  mine* 

The  look  that  spoke  gladness  and  Wokome  was  gone; ' 
The  blaze  that  shone  bri^t  in  the  hall  was  no  more ; 

A  stranger  was  there^  with  a  bosom  of  stone,  ' 
And  cold  was  his  eye  as  I  enter'd  his  door. 

*Twashia,  deaf  to  pity,  to  tenderness  dead,    ' 
The  foiling  to  crush,  and  the  humble  to  spurn ; 

But  I  staid  not  his  scorn)— from  his  mansion  I  fled, 
And  my  beating  heart  T0w*d  never  mpre-to  returo. 
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I 

'When  homer  shall  receive  me,  obe  home  yet  I  know, 
0*er  its  glodmy  recess  see  the  pine-bruiches  wave, 

^lls  the  tomb  of  my  fiithers^-^The  world  is  my  foe^ 
And  all  my  inheritance  how  is  a  grave. 

*  Us  the  tomb  of  my  ihthers,  the  gray  moisten*d  walls, 
Declining  to  earth,  speak,  emphatic,  decay : 

The  gate,  off  its  hinge,  and  half-opening,  calls 
*'  Approach,  most  iinhappy,  thy  dwelling  of  clay.** 

Ahn !  thou  sole  dwelling  of  all  I  hold  dear. 
How  little  this  meeting  once  augurM  my  breast  J 

From  a  wanderer  accept,  oh  my  fathers,  this  tear. 
Receive  him,  the  last  of  your  race^  to  your  resL 


CXXXI* 
AND  CAN  THY  BOSOM  BEAR  THE' THOUGHT. 

AIH— Loodon^  bontile  Woods  and  Braes. 


And  can  thy  boaom  bear  the  thought 
To  part  frae  love  and  me^  laddie? 

Are  all  those  plighted  vows  forgot, 
Sa»fondly  pledged  by  thee^  laddie? 
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Can*8t  tbou  foi^^et  the  midBii^t  bour,. 
When  in  yon  love-inspiring,  bow^, 
Tou  yow*d  by  ever^  heavenly  power, 

You*d  ne*er  loe  ane  but  met  kwldiew 
Wilt  thou — ^wilt  thou  gang  and  leave  me, 
Win  n^y  hearty  and  then  deeeive  ne  ? 
Oh !  that  heart  will  break*  believe  m^ 

Gin  ye  part  wi*  sae,.  laddie* 

Aft  hae  ye  roos*d  my  rosy  check. 
Aft  prais*d  my  s]^aidding  e*e^  laddie* 

AA  said  nae  bliss  on  earth  ye'd  seek» 
But  love,  and  live  wi*  me»  laddiew 

r 

But  soon  those  cheeks  will  lose  their  red. 
Those  eyes  in  endless  sleep  be  hid. 
And  'neath  the  turf  the  heart  be  laid, 

That  beats  for  love,  and  thee,  laddie. 
Wilt  thou-— wDt  thou  gang  and  leave  me& 
Win  my  heart  and  then  deceive  me  ? 
Oh !  that  heart  will  break,  believe  me. 

Gin  ye  port  Ihie  me,  laddie^ 

You'll  meet  a  form  mair  sweet  imd  fair. 

Where  rarer  beauties  shine,  laddie. 
But  oh !  tlie  heart  can  never  bear, 
A  love  aae  true  as  mine,  laddie« 
But  wlieii  that  heart  is  laid  St  mt, 
lliat  heart  tftat  loed  ye  last  and  best 
Oh,  tlien  the  pangs  that  rend  tliy  breast 
Will  sharper  be  than  mine,  laddie. 
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broken  vows  tdll  vex  and  grieve  ne, 
Till  a  brokeh  heart  relieve  me, 
Yet  its  latest  thought,  believe  me. 
Will  be  love  and  thine;  ladditf* 


GXXXil. 


^H !  THIS  WBART,  WEARY  WARL  % 


(In  tke  Cmiberiand  dialed.) 


Auld  Marget,  In  the  ikuld  she  sits^ 
And  spins,  and  sings,  and  smuiks  by  fit% 
And  cries,  as  she  had  lost  her  wits— 

**  Oh !  this  WM^^  weary  warll** 


«  Sucii  wffl  bethtf  exdatastioQof  cvtiyoiiewho  hsiH^iedio  fliat  petkA 
^  ^  when  the  powers  of  setuation  are  bluntad,  when  worldly  ob()ectB  no 
hofer  attadi  the  heart,  afld  when  those  amiueinents  whidi  gave  rapture  to 
VWh,  can  DO  longer. ploue.  Weighed  down  wtth  inflnnMei'aiid  sorrow* 
«nd  landing  on  the  stage  of  life  as  a  AieDdleis,  forlomk  ^isulated  individu. 
*^  the  bunlca  of  an  old  inan'i  song  nuist  ever  be,  **  Oh !  tfaia  weaiy,  weaiy 
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Yence  Marget  vas  as  lish  a  lass 
As  e'er  in  summer  trode  the  grass : 
But  fearfu*  changes- come  to  pass,— 
In  this  weary,  weary  warl ! 

Then  at  a  muny-neet  or  fiur, 
Her  beauty  made  the  young  fowk  stare; 
Now  wrinkl'd  is  that  feace  wi'  ctae-^ 
Oh !  this  weaiy,  weary  warl ! 

Yence  Marget  she  had:  donNrters  twee. 
And  bonnier  lassies  cudna  be ; 
Kow  nowtfaer  kith  nor  kin  has  she-— • 
Oh !  thhr  treary,  wttor^r vtelt 

The  eldest  wi*  a  aokUer  fly-     ^^ 
Ran  fiae  her  heame  afe  luckless  day» 
And  e'en  lies  buried  far  away— 

Oh !  this  weary,  weary  warl ! 

Hie  youngest  die  dikl  nought  bnt  wfain^ 
And  ibr  the  lads  wad'  fret  and  pine^ 
TBI  hurried  off  by  a  dedine 

^rae  thia  wear]^  weary  warl ! 


Auld  Andvew  toO'd  red  tair  ibr  blread ; 

Ae  neet  they  fan  him  cauld,  cautd^ea^ 
Kae  wonder  that  tmtn'd  Maiget's 

Oh !  this:  weary,  weary  warl ! 
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l^eer  Margetl  oft  I  pity  thee^ 

l¥i*  care-worn  dbetk  and  hollow  e'e, 

Bon^d  dowto  by  yage  and  porerty— 

Oh4  thb  weary^  weary  warl! 


CXXXIII* 


'TWAS  ROSA'S  LIP,  'TWAS  ROSA'S  ETE. 


What  though 'tis  true  I've  talk'd  of  love» 
And  other  beautiei  idly  atrore 
My  heart  to  fVee  from  Roaa's  chain, 
Unbroke  the  golden  links  remain, 

Entwin'd  rowid  every  part. 
For  if  another's  charms  I  prab'd. 
Those  charms  some  fond  remembrance  rab*d, 
Perhaps  'twas  not  her  tresses  flowing, 
Dimprd  cheek,  or  blushes  glowing, 
Oh,  no!  oh,  no! 
*Tw«s  Rosa's  lip,  'twas  Rosa's  eye, 
'Twas  Rosa's  self  that  cans'd  the  ogl^ 
*Tw8s  Rosa  nd'd  my  heart. 
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J  own,  bctray'd  by  youth  or  win«^  .$ 

I've  sworn  a  face  or  form  divme ; 
Or  when  some  witching  syren  suagi^ 
My  yielding  soul  bewifder'd  hux>g 

EnrapturM  with  her  art. 
But  soon  the  feeble  spell  was  gone^ 
Some  faint  resemblance  rais*d  alone ; 
Could  tones  less  sweet,  and  looks  less  aniUiqi^ 
^ng  delude  my  sense  beguiling, 

Oh,  no!  ojij  no! 
Twas  Rosa's  yoice,  or  Rosa's  glance, 
'Twas  Rosa's  self  that  caus'd  the  trance, 

^nd  tonch'd  Jny  covscioys  h^vt.  . 


i^^i^iVfc^^^^'^^^ 


CXXXIV. 


THE  CYPRESS  WREA-^;!!.^ 


O  Lady  twine  no  v^reath  for  me^ 
Or  twine  it  of  the  cypress  tree  1 
T09  lively  glow  the.  lily's  light,  . 
Tfif  yari^*d  hoU^'ft^all  too  bri^hV 
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Tht  MvsfSow^  and  the  iglandpey' 
H^  shade  a- brow  less  aad  than  miiie ! 
But,  ladj,  weave  no  wreath  for  me. 
Or  weaye  it  of  the  cgfpreflt  trce» 

Let  dunpl'd  mirth  liig  temples  twui^ 
With  tendrils  of  the  laughing  vine; 
The  manly  oak,  the  pensive  yew^  ^ 

To  patriot  imd  te  sage  be  due;, 
Hie  myrtle  boug^  kiids  lover's  Ihrei 
But  that  Matilda  will  not  give. 
Then,  I<#dy»  weave  no  wreadi  foif  mes . 
Or  twine  it  of  the  cypress  tre% 

l4et  merry  England  proudly  rear 
Her  boasted  ro8e%  bought  so  dear ; 
Let  Albyn  bind  her  bonnet  blue^  * 
With  heath  and  hare-bell  dipt  in  dew  i 
On  favour'd  £r^*s  cfe^  be  seen, 

« 

The  flower  she  loves  of  emerald  green; 
But,  lady,  twine  no  wreath  for  me^ 
Os  twine  it  of  the  cypress  tre^ 

Strike  the  wild  harp,  while  maids  prepare 
The  ivy,  meet  fbr  minstrel's  hair : 
And  while  his  crown  of  laurel  leaves, 
Withlitoody  hand;  the  vicior  weaves^ 
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Let  die  hmA  tranp  bis  triumph  teU» 
But 'iHieii  yon  liear  die  patting  be%  ,_ 
Then,  J^a&jf  twhie  a  wiealh  fof  ta^ 
And  twine  it  of  the  cypKSB  tree. 

Ye%  twine fbrnae 6ie typrta» beogli* 
But,  eh,  Madida,  twine  not  now ! 
Stay  till  a  few  brief  naondis  ai«iiast, 
And  I  haw  lookM  and  lOY'dmy  Uot^ 
IVbeD  Tffli^cfs  my  AnMid  bestrew, 
Wilhpanaies,  roseniary,  and  rue, 
Thokt  Lady,  "weave  a  wreath  for  m^ 
Aad  weave  it  of  the  cypren  tree. 


CXXXT, 


THE  MOUNTAIN  FLOWER; 


My  love  can  boait  a  sweeter  ilomif; 
Than  can  be  seen  in  cultur*d  bower, 
iVhen  gently  falls  the  evening  shower 
Upon  the  opoolng  blossonu 
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Uns  ftrlr  iawtat,  on  lyimmtiin  ade* 
Bfldeck't  tbe  slope  wbere  stresmlettgUdt 
In  haite  to  meet  tbe  octan*s  tid«^ 

Wbicb  guarda  its  natiw.  fllMr«i» 

1  k«e  to  Mek  ^  pnmQie  |«]e 
lliat  benda  before  the  Temal  gale^ 
UnUdi  softly  breathes  akmg  thA¥s]% 
When  innter's  stofxn  is  o*cr» 


Inyninow  pale  I  sckBialiBies  tnc* 
Tlie  sweetness  of  my  Xu^*s  free; 
The  tender  beeirt;^  that  stamps  the  gnct 
That  Uooms  wtoi  naea  ivither* 


^AMMWMMMMWkAt 


THE  MAID  OF  GLENCONNEL. 

AI&— The  bttikf  of  the  Devon.    . 


Hie  pearl  of  the  foantaui^  -tte  rose  of  the  raSiap 
fit^wpw^Mna  aad lovclv*  am  tty^)fltt  and  miUL r 

TsB  peert  slieds  its  ny  nesflk  toe  oanL  wateii  gaQj^ 
Hie  raw  opes  its.4iUifaoii]^  te^bIae«icOA  ^  !<^^ 
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Ibe  pearl  and  the  rase  axe  the  emblems  of  Maiy, 
The  Maid  of  Glenconnd— once  lovely  and  gay, 

A  false  lover  woo'd  ber— ye  damsels,  be  wary-— 
Now  8cath*d*ia  the  blossom — ^nowdinmi'd  n  the  ny. 


Touhaveseen  her,  when  mom  brightly  dawnM  onfhe 

Trip  blithely  along,  singing  sweet  to  the  gale, 
At  noon,  with  her  lambs,  by  the  side  of  yon  foimtun. 

Or  wending,  at  e^,  to  her  homie  in  the  vale* 

With  the  flowen  of  the  willow-trfete  blent  in  her  tresse% 
Now,  woe-worn  and  pale,  iti  the  glen  Ac  is  seen; 

Bewailing  the  cause  of  her  hieful  diSrtresses,— - 
How  fondly  toe  vow^d,— and  how  false  hdW  been. 

CXXXVII. 

THE  MERMAID  *. 

^  .  y        *  •  -  -        » 

r  •  •  • 

To  yon  fausS  stream,  that  near  the  s^ 

Hides  monie  a  shelve  and  plumf , 
And  rives  wi*  fearfu*  din  the  stanea, 

A  wifless  knieht  did  com^  ... 

WHO  be«d  it  ■img  byithe  .enraati  in  h«r  fiither^s  ItoiUy,  aHOvt  fifty  nm 

«deepiioleia'«befiy«r. 
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Xlie  dsy  shines  deary—- fiur  in  he's  gBoey 
Whar  shells  are  silver  lirichty 

nhes  war  louping  a'  around. 
And  sparkling  tp  the  licht : 

l¥Iien  as  he  lav'd,  sounds  cam  sae  sweety 

Frae  ilka  rock  and  trec^ 
Hie  brief*  was  outi  *twas  him  it  doomM 

The  Mennaid*8  face  to  sqe  f . 


afOL  It  is  tNOered,  noCwtthstandlng  some  modem  exprarion^He  be  very 
ataeaL  The  lady  mentions  tlmft  it  mm  Tory  popnhir  <m  the  Carrick 
cQMt  «f  Ayrshire.  It  bevs  a  itnUng  remmbbace  to  a  (kagment  writtso 
by  Mr  Finkertoo,  and  to  be  (bund  in  his  collection,  begwning  thuta 

VHiar  jMi  dear  buiii,  ftae  down  the  lodi^ 

Bins  saltlie  to-tlM  Na,. 
There  latelie  bath'd,  in  liete  o*  nune»  / 

A  iviiM!  atv$kmt  hto^nftc. 

TJtae  is  another  piece  to  be  found  in  J«mieMo*s  Coltcotion  of  Popular 
BUIadtf  and  Songs,  caUed  the  "  Watenraraan*' a  tmndatloii  ftem  tho  Oermaa 
of  Goethe,  exactly  dmiiar  in  the  story,  and  nearly  so  «in  description  with 
the  **  Mermaid.**  We  do  not  know  at  what  period  the  *«Waterwoman**firirt 
nadeltsaplHaranoe;  hut  dkoold  be  inAned  to  loppowb  from  internal  evi. 
denee,  ChaS  it  was  not  imitirtedftt)m  **  Finkevton'sfiregment,**  which, amoqg 
edier  things,  wants  the  catastrophe. 

*  JM^t  literally  a  writ,  here  a  sentence.  In  the  account  of  Gouxiels 
Omspifwy.  ^ipeiMaed  to  Gall*s  *<  Gabions,**  it  is  used  in  the  sense  at 
«*irrcrtst»)lespen.'* 

I  f  Hke  MermekPi/aoe  to  tee.  It  iqnl>esn  that  Mermaids  oeuld  injure  eren  by 
•  look}  and  on  thk  droumstance  turm  the  ballad  of**  Clerk  ColTin**^ 
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FrM  *iieath  &  rock,  sune,  sune  she  nse^ 

And  statelie  on  she  swam, 
Stopt  in  the  midst,  and  beck*d  and  sang*. 

To  him  to  stretdi  his  hand. 

« 

Gowden  glist  the  yellow  links, 
Thaf  round  her  neck  she*d  twine; 

Her  een  was  o*  the  skyie  blue^ 
Her  Ups  did  mbck  the  wine. 

TThe  smfle  upon  her  bonnie  dieek. 

Was  sweeter  than  the  bee  ; 
Her  voice  excell'd  the  birdie's  sang. 

Upon  the  birchen  tree. 

Saecouthie,  couthief  cUd  she  look^ 
And  meikle  had  she  fleech*d  \  ; 

Out  shot  §  his  hand,  alas,  alas ! 
Fast  in  the  ewirl  f  he  screeched. 


*  Served  and  tattg^  taclted  rfgnigw  beclain«dj— IteiaaMi  tm,  Uke 
0pTns  of  antiquity,  were  luppowd  to  have  the  power  of 
iog;  thu»  Shake^ieaxe : 

**  O  train  me  not,  tweet  Mennaid,  with  thy  song, 
',  lb  drown  me  in  my  sister**  flood  of  tears.** 


t  Cmdhie,  Kindly. 
X  Ftef^edf'PlaaenA* 
)  5ftoe,  Stretched. 


211 

The  Mennaid  leuch*,  her  brief  was  gane. 
And  kelpie's  f  blast  was  blawing^ 

fb'  low  she  duked,  ne'er  raise  again. 
For  deep»  deep  was  she  fawing. 

Aboon  the  stream  his  wraith  f  was  seen, 
Warlocks  §  tirl'd  lang  at  gloamin ; 

That  e*en  was  ooarae  f ,  Ute  blast  blew  hbarse, 
Bre  lang  the  waves  war  foanin*. 


CXXXVIIK 
THE  TRUE  MODEL. 


^y  friend  is  the  man  I  would  copy  thro'  life, 
He  haxiwurs  no  envy,  he  causes  no  strife ; 
No  murmurs  escape  him,  tho'  fortune  bears  hard. 
Content  is  his  portion,  and  peace  his  reward. 

+  Kefpie^  The  Water  ^irit 

X  Wraiik.  The  qfectral  appearance  of  a  person  about  to  die,  or  recently 
tod.. 

\  Wariocig  tirl'd  lang  a/  gloatnin'^^WATlock.%  Wizard's,— To  </>f,  is  to 
ttnoorcr;  thi*  line  is  obscure.  The  meaning  may  perhaps  be,  that  the 
V/arlodu  took  the  :rooft  off  many  houses ;  an''oocarrence  by  no  meana 
Kieoimnon  when  Scotland  was  infested  by  those  sons  of  dat]aie8s.-~7«W  alB» 
(fS^^fios  to  knodc  gently. 

\  Coarte,  tcn^estuous,  roughs 
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Still  happy  in  his  statioBk 
He  minds  his  occupatioiiy 

Nor  heads  the  snar^ 

Nor  knows  the  cares, 
Which  vice  and  follj  bring. 
I>ail7  working,  wearily. 
Nightly  singing,  cheerily. 
Dear  to  him  his  wife^  his  home,  his  counirjTy  and  bis  Idnf. 

fifis  heart  is  enlaxg*d,  tho'  his  fortune  is  scant. 
He  lessens  his  little  for  others  that  want, 
Tho'  his  children's  dear  claims,  on  his  industiy  pre9% 
He  has  something  to  spare  for  the  diild  of  distress. 

He  seeks  no  idle  sqpiabble. 

He  joins  no  dioughtless  rahble, 
"Xb  dear  his  wi^ry 
From  day  to  day. 

His  honest  views  extend ; 

When  he  speaks^  'tis  verily. 

When  he  smiles,  'tis  merrily. 
Dear  to  liim  his  sport,  his  toU,  his  honour,  and  his  fiicnd. 

How  charming  to  find  in  his  humble  retreat, 
That  bliss  so  much  sought,  so  unknown  to  the  great. 
The  wife  only  anxious  her  fondness  to  prove  ; 
The  playful  endearments  of  infantine  love. 
B^laxing  from  his  labours 
Amid  his  welcome  neighbours, 
Widi  plain  regale^ 
Witli  jest  and  tale, 


ITie  faappy  hero  see, 
Ko  vt&n  sdiemes  confounclmg  him^ 
AU  hn  joys  surronnding  Mm, 
Dev  beholds  faxs  nadte land,  iti  laws,  andliberty* 

« 

«  r 

.    cxxxxx. 

I 

O  WHIT£  POAMIKG  RHAIDER. 

AIR^— Lady  Owen'ft  ddighL 


O ulute  roandaglBtkt&ierf  by  thy  itoaring fiilt 

Hour  ottfine  last  fratds  of  my  love  I  lecal, 

Wlien  the  firesh  Uamring  hknom  he  |iluck'd  firom  ypn  .trf% 

And  gave  it  all  blushing  and  fragrant  to  me: 

'*  Aeo^  1^  my  Lucy,  and  long  may  it  prote 

**  A  pleasing  memorial  of  innocent  love.** 


O  dear  ia  Oat  bloMonit  tbo'  faded,  to  m^ 
Bat  it  ne'er  can  return  to  unfold  on  the  tree* 
Nor  ever  will  destiny  Owen  restore 
To  floniidi  again  on  his  lov*d  native  shore : 
TW  ila  odour  exhale,  and  its  beauty  decay, 
'Twin  remind  me  of  him,  and  that  sonowf ul  day. 


This  token  of  passioiiy  so  tender  and  true» 

My  bosom  shall  dierish,  wj  tears  sbaU  bedew« 

"When  I  muse  upon  Owen  and  wander  alon^ 

And  diink  of  those  hours  that  for  aver  are  flown^ 

I  feel  its  soft  magicy  and  find  it  a  charm 

To  keep  my  heart  spotless,  and  constant,  and  wamb 

Then  why  should  my  youth  feel  the  blight  of  deqiah^ 
Sweet  visions  of  fancy  may  lighten  my  tare ! 
Rise,  pleasing  remembrance,  and  banish  my  fean^ 
That  hope  may  spring  up,  in  the  dew  of  dioee  teai^ 
For  smiling  propitiuos,  kindfaeaveBnteyeneemora 
My  peace  and  my  pleasure^  with  Owen  restofe. 

Then  Rhaider,  hoarse  dashing,  wifb  clamourous  joy* 
Shall  witness  the  truth,  that  no  time  can  destroy, 
To  welcome  my  love  to  his  dear  native  isle^ 
TTien  gay  in  neiw  beauty  the  ittSkff  skatt-flilile: 
And  wreaths  of  fres^  flowerets  shail  'inck^nfk  the  tn^ 
That  so  often  hsk  sbdter'dmy  Owea  mdwm^ 
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cxu 

O  THOU  HAST  SEEN  THE  LILT  FAIR. 
AIS-J  mr  Uiy  finin. 


O  tbou  luttt  sesn  llie  lily  liur 

AH  bstii'd  in  moraing  dewr 
And  thou  hast  teen  the  lovely  xob^ 

JtBt  oponiBgto  the  iii«ir»  Muy* 

Tbel9y  bath*d  in  morning  dew> 

The  niee  60  £ur  to  aee» 
Are  not  xooro  pure  than  her  I  love. 

Are  not  more  fair  than  thee^  Mary* 

But  soon  be£bi«  time's  withering  blaa^ 

The  rose  and  lily  fade, 
Xor  ev*n  wiU  beauty  such  as  thine. 

Outlive  its  darkeoiag  shade>  Marjr* 

,  ,.■.'. 

Yet  there  U/ih4/ Wthiq  thy  hr^Wt 

IViU  rathl(NB  jSmc^  defy» 
A  mind — ^will  bloom  when  beauty  fade% 

\Yi\l  fiouriah  in  yon  sky^  Alaiy* 


t 
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CXLI. 


THE  WIDOWS  WAIL, 


Kow  dos*d  for  aye  ihy  coel-bladL  een, 

Hiat  fondly  gazM  on  m^—  O  Willy, 
And  lifeleM  lies  that  manly  fonxi, 

I  aye  was  fain  to  flee-*my  Willy* 
Ah !  luckless  hour  thou  strave  for  hame. 

Last  nigbtv  ainroas  <he  Clyde— dear  Willy, 
This  mom  a  stifi*en*d' corse  brought  hamc^ 

Alake,'  '^s  hard  to  bide— O  WiUy. 

The  owlet  hooted  sair  yestreen^ 

And  thrice  the  soot  it  ftll^— dear  WHly, 
The  tyke  cam'  late,  and  howl'd  aloud. 

It  seem*d  the  dying  kndl  o'  Willy. 
Peep  were  the  snaws,  keen  were  my  waea^ 

The  bairns  oft  cried  for  thee,— their  WUly, 
J  trembling  said,  he*il  soon  be  here^— 

The  wee  things  ne*«r  doft'd  t'cb  Willy, 
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And  when  I  saw  Ibe  thick  aleet  fa*^ 

A  bleefiDg  iire  I  made  for  Willy, 
Xlien  watch'dy  and  watch'd  as  it  grew  daik„ 

And  X  grew  mainafrlttAibr  Willy. 
X  thought  I  heard  the  pony's  foot. 

And  ran  thy  Yoice  to  bear,— ah,  Willy, 
The  wii)d  blfw  h^Uow,,  but  9«e  sounc^ 

My  sinking  heart  did  cfaeer^'  O  Willy. 

The  clock  struck  ane,-^i0ife  dock  struck  twa. 
The  dock  struck  three  and  four— no  Willys 

I  dioug^t  I  hea^  the  pony's  fioot, 

*  '  'I 

And  flew  to  ope  the  door  to  Willy ;[ 

The  {^ny  neigh  d — but  thou  wert  lost^ 
I  sank  upon  the  8naw>  for  Willy, 

Thy  wraith  appear*d  e'en  where  I  lay, 
Andwhisper'd  thou  wert  drown*  d—^O  Willy 

The  mpon  was  up,  in  vain  I  sought 

The  stiffened  cone  o*  thine,  lost  Willy, 
'Twill  soon,  soon  mingle  wi'  the  dust« 

And  near  it  sae  will  mine— O  Willy. 
Gjie  dry  your  tears,  my  baimies  five,  * 

Gae  dry  your  tears  o*  sorrow,  dearies, 
Tour  father's  cares  are  at  an  end, 

And  ^  will  mine  ere  morrow,  dearies^ 
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C&U4I* 


tHE  COT  OF  COKTSKT  K 


C$n  a  crowB  give  contend 
Or  p^palace  give  peace. 
All,  «iy,  ah,  say,  did  they  ever? 
Can  pomp  care  prevent, 
Or  our  pleasures  encrease  ? 
Ah,  no^  ah,  no,  no,  never  f 
Then  excuse  m^  nor  frown,  if  my  choice  must  approv** 
The  cot  Qf  content^  with  the  lad  that  I  love. 

When  vre  put  on  a  ring, 
That  a  suiter  may  bring, 

It  binds  us,  it  binds  us,  for  ever; 
But  tlie  hand  without  heart, 
Can  it  blessing  impart  ? 
Ah,  no,  ah,  no,  no  nevAr ! 
Then  excuse  me^  nor  frown,  if  my  choice  must  iqppio*^ 
The  cot  of  content,  with  the  lad  that  I  love. 

•  From  the  Open  of  the  •  MaM  of  the  Mill.*; 
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CXUil. 


n%  niM.  FATHEB,  F££  UJM  ^ 


Saw  ye  Johnnie  commin,  quo*  sb^ 
Stw  ye  Johnnie  commin ; 

O  Mw  ye  Johnnie  comn^  quo'  she^ 
Saw  ye  Johnnie  comnun; 

Saw  ye  Johnnie  comnun^  quo'  she. 
Saw  ye  Johnnie  commin^ 

Wi*  his  blue  bonnet  on  his  head, 

And  his  doggie  rinninV  quP*  she^ 
And  his  doggie  rinnia*  ? 


»  *  llito  mmg,  tar  genuine  humour  in  tfa«  vencs,  and  lively  origlnaSty  in 
ttie  air,  if  unparaten^d.  I  taiie  it  to  be  Tery  old.*'  It  diffbn  a  little  from 
ttttt  infetted  in  Cram«k*a  tfelaet  SoflMldk  flm^i  b^  Jtamu^— U  the  second 
taoM,  that  of  Cromdc  w:^q|i  tiro  ^nai^  ^  hfiD^  Ike.  ^ich  is  immaterial* 
tat  in  the  last  stanya^  the  di^rei^e  t4  greater.  Tliat  which  Cromek  has 
ivinted,  would  n6  doubt  be  currehtat  ttie  tine  Bums  tired,  but  from 
the  coanenme^  theepdm-ife  iaJilikly  mqftsM^. 


Fee  him,  father,  fee  hun,  quo*  she^ 

Fee  him,  fiither,  fee  him ; 
O  fee  him,  father,  fee  him,  quo'  she^ 

Fee  him,  fath^,  ftekim; 
For  hels  a  gallant  lad, 

And  a  weel  doing,  quo*  she; 
And  a*  the  wark  about  Che  house 
'     G^es  wi'  me  when  I  se^  him/  kfio*  ^ 

Gaes  wl*  me  when  I  see  him. 


What  will  I  do  wi* lihn?- quo*  he^ 

Whatwillldowi^him? 
He's  ne'er  a  saik  upon  hb  back. 

And  I  liae  nmie  to  gi'e  him* 
I  hae  twa  sarks  into  my  kist^ 

And  ane  o'  them  I'D  gi'e  hin)  | 
And  for  a  mark  o'  mair  fee, 

Dinna  stancl  wi"him,  quo'  sh^ 

Dinna  stand  wi'  him. 


o 


For  we6l  do  I  lo*e  him,  quo'  she, 

WeeldoIIo'ehim; 
For  weel  do  I  lo'e  him,  quo*  ahe^ 

Weel  do  I  lo*e  him. 
O  feehio^  fathcTy.fee  him»  quo'  she. 

Fee  hikn,  ikther,  fee  him; 
He'll  had  the  pleugh,  thrash  in  the  bara> 

And  craok  wi*  me«t  e'en,- q«o*  sbsy 

And  crack  wi*  me  at  e'en. 


Sil 


cxi^» 


TREKE  LIVED  A  MAK. 


Once  in  the  flii^tof  ages  past» 

There  liv'd  a  man  !f— and  who  was  he? 
Mortal !  howe*er  thy  lot  be  cast^ 

That  man  resembrd  thee. 

Unknown  tlie  region  of  his  birth, 
The  hmd  in  which  he  died  unknown : 

His  name  has  perish*d  from  the  earth. 
This  truth  survives  Idone : — 

That  joy  and  gjieff  and  hope  and  fear, 
Alternate  triumphed  in  his  breast; 

His  bliss  and  woe»-*a  smil%  a  tear ! 
— Oblivion  hides  the  rest. 

The  bounding  polae,  the  langi^d  limb. 

The  changing  spirit*s.nse  and  ialV 

We  know  that  these  were  felt  1^  him. 

For  these  arc  felt  by  all. 

s  5 
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He  suffered— but  bis  pangs  are  o*er; 

£njoy*d^  but  his  delights  are  fled ; 
Had  iriendft— 4iis  frieOf^jtoOP  now  no  more^ 

And  foes— Jiis  foes  are  dead. 

He  lov*d;**but  whom  be  lav%  the  gmve 
Hath  lost  in  its  unconscious  womb : 

O  she  was  fair !— but  nought  could  save 
Her  beauty  from  l&e  fomb. 

He  saw— whatever  thou  hast  seen ; 

£ncounter*d  all  that  troubles  thee : 
He  was— whatever  thou  hast  been ; 

He  is—what  thou  shalt  be. 

Hie  rolling  seasons,  day  and  nighty 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  the  earth  and  maib, 

£rewhile  his  portion,  life  and  light. 
To  him  exist  in  vain. 

Hie  clouds  and  sunbeams  o*er  his  eye. 
That  once  their  shades  and  glory  threw, 

Have  left,  in  yonder  silent  sky, 
No  vestige  where  &ey  flew. 

The  annals  of  the  human  race. 
Their  ruins  since  the  world  begattj 

Of  him  afibrd  no  other  trace, 
Iban  this-^TiiEBx  lxv's  a  maV. 
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cxxV/ 


MADAM  JAN£. 


4UUlwmhMa^«ife. 


«  •      K 


Money  xnaks  us .  bonny, 
Money  maks  us  glad ;     . 

Be  she  lame  or  lazy, 
Money  brings  a  lad.    . 

When  I*d  neW  &penny, 

Deil'a  lad  had  I ; 
Pointing  aye  at  Jenny, 

Laughing,  they  flew  by.     , . 

Money  causes  flattery, 

Money  maks  us  vain ; 
Money  changes  a*  things,— 

Now  I*m  Madam  Jane. 

Sin*  auld  Robby  left  me' 
Houses,  fields,  not  few; 

Lads  thrang  round  in  clusters*— 
I*m  a  beiiuty  now ! 


.2M 

Money  maks  vs  inenyy 
Money  maks  us  braw; 

Money  gets  us  aw^ethearti^ 
That's  the  best  of  a*! 

I  hae  fkt  and  ^chder, 
I  hae  short  and  tall : 

X  hae  nke  and  miser,*-* 
I  despise  them  all. 

Money  they're  »*  seeking. 
Money  tfaey'se  get  nane  ; 

Money  sends  them  sneakhig 
Afler  Madam  Jane. 

There's  ane  pair  and  bashfu% 

I  hae  in  my  e'e. 
He's  get  hand  and  siller» 

Gin  he  fknoies  me. . 

Money  maks  ns  bonny. 
Money  maks  us  glad ; 

Be  she  lame  or  lasy. 
Money  bringa  a  lad* 
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GXLVI4 


WHEN  WINDS  THE  MOUNTAIN  OAK  ASSAIU 

f  -   '     •»        ":•       •.-•     -f     -••** 


When  winds  tfie  moujtt&in  oik  aissQ. 

Anii  lay  its  gloxJie9  waste,.      . 
Contoit  may  slumber  in  the  .vale^ 

Unconscious  of  the  b^asU 

•    •     •.  .    --^    •       .  .  '» 

Through,  scenes  oC  tumult  while  we  r<M|% 
The  heart)  alasi .  is  ne^er  at  home. 
It  hopes  in  time  to  roam  no  more: 

i 

The  mariner,  not  vainly  braY% 
Combats  the  storm,  and^  rides  the  frwfB^ 
To  rest  at  last  on  shoret 

»         •  '      .  .    <  .  I  . 

Te  proud^  ye  sel^sh,  ye  severe^ 

How  Yain  your  n^ask .  of  statiie  J 
The  good  alone  have  joys  sincere  ' 

The  icood.  alone  are  inreat ; 
Greats  when  amid  the  vale  of  peaoi^  .  ^ 
They  bid.  the  plaint  pf 'sorrow  ceases    . 

And  hear  the  vpice  of  artless  praisej 
As  wW  along  tfie  trophy'd  plain,  . . 
Sublime  they  lead  the  victor  train» 

While  shouting  natiooa  gases 
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dXtTIt. 


ON  BLTTHSOMIi  MEAIV 


On  blytliaome  mead  at  mom  to  stryjr 
Among  the  dew-clad  AoweretB  gay. 
Or  baak^g  in  the  noon-day  beam* 
On  sed^  Iwnl^  by  limind  stream, 
3(y  beart  still  fbndfy  dwelt  on  thee» 
Por  thou  wert  then  my  Roaalie* 

At  e'en,  i^hen.  wearing  ham'e  tfaesheep^ 
0*er  woodland  brake,  and  mountain  steeps 
To  mark  the  son'slast  setting'  ray, 
On  distant  gowd-bespanglcd  bne. 
Still  sw^  were  these,  hut  nodght  to  mc^ 
Compared  with  loively  ItosaEe. ' 

Our  sweet  tetrest,  night*is  silent  hoar,— • 
To^'rose  and  itj  mantled  Dower|— 
Aqd  if  the  moon-beuns  ^ew*d  tlie  wiul^ 
*Thy  glistenipg  eye^  thy  rosy  smiley 
EnrapturM  fanpy  dwelt  on  thee. 
Far  t&ott  wm  th^  my  Jlosalie. 


«2t 

Tims  ied  our  fBafling  dnys  of  yonth  { 
Itiiis  fled  ^  hoon  of  love  soil  tratb; 
Now  thdti  art  ooM  as:  winter's  ttaair. 
Nor  bfiss  can  e'er  my  bosom  bio^r,.^ 
Yet  fimcy  fbndly  dweUs  on  tliee, 
Tboni;!!  thoa'rt  no  more^  my  Rdsldtei 


1 
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CU<TIIl4 


I  FOUND  THE  WARRIOR  ON  THE  FIiAIN. 


1  found  the  warrior  on.  the  plain* 
His  eye  was  fixed,  his  hand  was  cfafl]. 

Still  bore  his  breast  the  life-blood's  staini— 
The  blood  was  on  hb  helmet  still, — 

He  di^  as  hearts  like  his  should  dis^ 
In  the  hot  clasp  of  Victory ! 

The  eye  was  fix*d,  —but  in  its  gate 

Look'd  the  l^gh  soul ;    the  crimion'd  bn)v<^ 
Was  cold;  but  life's  departing  rays  ^t 

Had  lit  it  with  a  warrior^B  slow : 
The  soul  that  from  that  turf  had  flown 

Would  wt  hAte  sought  a  pr^udi^r  throa.    . 
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I  saw  tbdlovey*s  Utiiig  shade  ...  ,  *   n        •< 
ShiTerin^  in  summer's  zosif^^  ff^*':   . . ' ; 

The  look  of  woe»  th«  cheek  decay'd,    . 
The  ^e'g  dark  brilliaace  sunk  and  file,>-^ 

Bather  than  drag  ihfit  life  of  paim 


<^^^0^90^%^^l%M0^ 


•    <         •  <   ' 


CXLIX. 
WHEN  I  3£H£LI>  THY  BLUE  EYE  SHINE. 


tWien  I  beheld  thy  blue  eye  shine, 
Through  the  bri^t  drop  that  pity  drew,^ 

I  saw  beneath  those  tears  of  thine, 
Ablue^'dxioletbaihMiQdew.   .   . 

f   • 

J\ie  yiolet  ever  scents  the  gale, 
Ite  huea^adom  the  fairest  wreatli ; 

But  swee^t^  through  a  dewy  veil, 
Its  colours  ^low,  its  odours  breatlic. 


And  thus  thy  chaxms  in  Jirigfitness  ru 


rise— 


#•«' 


<    lyhen  wit  and  .pleasjiure  rouiid  thee  jiky, 

^^  ■      •        .       -     •    .       '    ^   —.4.--     -.     •     .,  V      -*_1 


r«?en  muth  sits  smiting  iP  thine  ^es.     ''    , 
tVho  but  admires  their  spright^.  ky?" 
T^iiX  when  thro'^pity 's  flood'tiiey  jjtcani,  *  ^      , 
*  Vho but  must  love  .their  sbftcV'd  t>tam  ? 


2ii9 


CI,. 


0!  SYNGE  UNTOE  MIE  ROUNDEL  AIE% 


0  !  synge  untoe  mie  roundclaie, 

0 1  droppe  the  brynie  teare  wytbe  xncc, 
Daunce  ne  moc  att^  halHe  dale, 
Lycke  a  reynynge  f  lyver  bee ; 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gon  to.  hys  deathe-bedde^ 
A\  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 


♦  The  name  of  the  unfortunate  Chatterton  must  befamiliaT  tothcmoaC 
•four readers.  From  his  dramatic  piece,  entitled  "  EUa,  a  Tragical  Enter- 
lude,  or  Discoorseynge  Tragedie,"  is  this  beautiftil  and  highly  poetical  song 
extracted.  Ella  is  perhaps  one  of  the  finest  of  those  poems  which  he  ascribes 
^  the  pen  of  the  fictitious  Thorny  Rowley,  whom  he  stiled  a  secular  priest 
of  the  fifteenth  century.  It  is  a  complete  and  well  written  tragedy,  abound- 
'"gin  the  most  apposite  imagery,  and  interesting  situations.— Many  of  the 
rWactcrs  are  delineated  with  a  powerful  and  nvisterly  hand,  and  their  in. 
^"est  surtained  to  the  last,  with  a  vigour  of  thought,  and  brilliancy  of  fancy, 
"together  astonishing. 

Thplife  of  Chatterton,  short  as  it  was^  presents  mtV.'ng  hut  a  dark  t:s5tie 
°f  re|)eated  disappointments— blasted  prosiK?cts— ncglc.f— povcHy— iind  de. 
Iiair.    He  was  born,  at  Bristol,  on  the  20th  Noveniber  IToi'.    The  «Hce»to» 

f  Reynyngey  running. 
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Blacke  hys  ciyne*  as  the  ivyntere  nyghte^ 
Whjrte  hys  rode  f  as  the  sommer  snowe, 
Rodde  hys  face  as  the  raornynge  lyghte^ 
Cale  I  he  lyes  ynne  the  grave  belowe  ; 

JVfie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gon  to  hys  deathe-bedde. 

AI  under  the  wyllowe  tree* 

of  his  fionily  had  been  for  the  space  of  a  centiuy  and  a  half,  aeaEtons  ofSt 
Mary,  RedcIifTe,  in  Bristol ;  and  his  fiither,  .who  died  in  August  preceding 
the  birth  <»*  his  son,  Thomas  Chatterton,  was  a  master  in  a  ftee  sdiool  in 
that  city. 

It  is  a  singular  drcurostanoe^  that  Chatterton  in  his  inlteicy  disfdayed 
few  or  none  of  those  marlu  of  that  vivid  genius  which  afterwards  irradiated 
the  latter  [jart  of  his  brief,  but  fatal  career.  On  the  contrary,  so  un^mni*. 
ing  were  his  faculties,  that,  after  attending  school  a  short  time^  he  wtf 
sent  back  to  hi.*:  mother, as  a  dull  child,  incapable  of  improvement.  While 
at  home,  the  illuminated  oqpitals  of  a  French  musical  manuscSipt  caught 
his  fancy,  and  his  mother  taking  advantage  of  his  momentBry  admiratiao, 
initiated  him  in  the  a^habet,  and  afterwards  taught  him  to  read  firam  a 
black  letter  testament  or  bible.  To  this  trifling  incident  may  be  attributed 
•the  bait  which  his  mind  took  towards  the  study  pf  antiquities,  and  die 
blaxonings  of  heraldry.  He  was  now  admitted  into  a  charity  school,  where 
he  was  boarded,  cloathed,  and  instructed  in  writing  and  arithmeUc  Instead 
c{  the  thoughtless  levity  of  childhood,  he  had  now  the  gravity,  penavcoess, 
and  melancholy  of  maturer  life.  He  was  frequently  so  lost  in  contonplation, 
that,  for  many  days  eucccssivelya  he  would  say  little,  and  even  that  a|ipar. 
ently  by  constraint  At  the  hours  allotted  for  play,  he  generally  retired 
to  read.  In  July  1767,  he  was  bound  an  apprentice  to  a  Mr.  lAmbert, 
attorney  in  Bristol,  for  «even  yearo  ;  with  hi;n,  however,  be  oid  not  nxnsia 
long,  and  he  soon  abandoned  the  pui-suit  of  a  lucrative  profcsbioo,  for  tiie 
uncertain  pursuit  of  literary  emolument. 

Thus,  at  aa  age  when  young  m«i  in  general  are  only  beginning  to  Uiink, 
or  to  choose  for  themselves  their  fUture  occupation,  did  Chatterton  boklly 
determine  to  launch  forth  into  the  world,  inexperienced  and  unprotertcd. 

f  Cryne,  hair.  %  ^iode,  complexion.  V  C<ae,  coM. 


231 

Swote  *  hyi  tyngue  as  the  throstkB  note, 
Quycke  ynn  daunce  as  thoughte  canne  bee, 
Defte  f  hys  taboure,  codgeUe  stote, 
O !  bee  lyes  bie  the  wyllowe  tree : 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 
AUe  iinderre  the  wyllowe  tree. 


London  was  the  field  which  be  choose  as  tile  theatre  of  action.  He  had  been 

faivHed  there  by  sereisl  bookaellers,  whose  earnest  soUcitattans,  and  a  ooo« 

sdoosnesi  of  bis  imm  talent,  bade  him  hope  of  success,  and  indulge  in  those 

food  dreams  of  realising  «  fortune,  which  experience  proves  are  too  often 

Cdladons  and  vain.   For  a  considerable  time  he  managed  to  support  himself 

with  his  pen,  by  engaging  warmly  in  the  p(^tical  di^mtes  of  the  day.    In. 

deed,  the  activity  of  his  mind,  at  this  period,  was  almost  unparalleled.    But 

these  Utenury  speculatioiis,  when  unbacked  by  interest,  and  unpatronlzed  by 

power,  seldom  succeed,  and  are  at  all  times  a  precarious  mode  of  earning  a 

fivcKhood.    It  was  even  so  with  him.    Before  he  left  Bristol  iie  had  written 

the  Hon.  Horace  Walpole^  enclosing  some  of  his  [ueces,  and  requesting  that 

genHeman  would  use  his  influence  to  procure  him  some  situation  fitted  for 

his  talents.    fVom  him,  however,  he  received  a  cold  and  mortifying  repulse, 

^icfa  the  proud  soul  of  Chatterton  could  neither  brook  nor  forget.    Ac- 

oorffing^,  we  find  Mr.  Walpole  placed  in  a  very  ridiculous  fight  in  one  of  his 

humorous  pieoe^  st^ed  **  Tlie  Memoirs  of  a  Sad  Dog,"  under  the  name 

of  the  *■  redoubted  baron  Otranto,  who  spent  his  whole  life  in  conjectures.'* 

To  reooid  the  minute  events  of  his  life,  our  limits  foibid :  suffice  it  to  say, 
tibat,  disappointed  in  all  the  gay  visions  of  happiness  and  fame,  he  gradually 
rank  into  «  gloomy  despondence,  and  at  last,  driven  to  deq)erat4on  by  absolute 
want,  he  on  the  94th  August  1770,  swallowed  poison,  of  which  he  died  next  day. 
All  his  unfinished  productions  he  had  cautiously  destroyed  before  his  death, 
■Dd  his  rocmi  when  broken  into  was  found  covered  wiUi  scraps  of  paper. 
This  melancholy  catastrophe  happened  in  his  dgbteenth  year,  and  little 
iBorethan  four  monUis  after  the  commencement  of  what  he^  thoughtlessly 
snd  mistakenly,  had  imagined  would  prove  an  uninterrupted  source  of 
felicity. 

t  Smote,  sweet.  %  Defte,  neat 
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Harke  !  the  ravenne  fiappes  hys  wynge. 
In  the  bricred  delle  belowe ; 
Harke !  the  dethe-owle  loude  dothe  synge, 
To  the  liyghte -mares  as  heie  goe ; 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gonne  to  hys  deatlie-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

*(  The  person  of  Chatterton,'*  says  bis  Biograpber,  "like  bis  genius, «as 
premature  ;  he  had  a  manliness  and  digiuty  beyond  bis  years ;  there  was 
something  about  bim  remarkably  prepossesnng.  His  most  remarkable 
feature  was  his  eyes,  which,  though  grey,  were  uncommanty  pierdDg; 
when  he  was  warmed  in  argument'  or  otherwise,  they  q;Mrk  ed  with  fire, 
and  one  eye  it  is  said  was  stUl  more  remarkable  than  the  other." 

With  regard  to  ihe  poems  ascribed  to  Rowley,  many  learned  treatises 
have  been  written  by  the  first  critics  add  antiquaries  of  the  country.  Opi- 
nion is  much  diyided*4>n  the  subject  of  their  genuineness.  However,  after 
carefully  perunng  and  comparing  them  with  the  poetry  of  the  age  in 
which  they  are  aUedged  to  have  been  written,  we  think  there  can  be  Uttle 
doubt  but  that  they  are  all  the  Oabrications  of  Cbatterton  biicsdC  If  w, 
he  certainly  was  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  literaary  prodigies  that  diii 
or  any  other  country  has  produced.  Knowledge  seems  to  have  been 
acquired  by  him  intuitively ;  for  these  poems  evince  an  intimate  aoquaint- 
ance  with  the  antiquities,  language,  and  customs  of  the  age,  to  whidi  be 
uniformly  and  pertiifaciously  allied  they  belonged.  In  than  his  powers 
of  imagination  asid  poetical  skill,  appear  most  eminently  conqacuons.  All 
his  avowed  pieces  are  vastly  inferior  (if  we  except  some  of  his  satires,  which 
are  peculiarly  caustic>  with  his  two  African  Eclogues)  and  indeed  unworthy 
the  great  mind  that  produced  EUa,  Goddwyn,  the  Battle  of  Hastings,  ftc 

Concerning  Chatterton  and  the  Rowleian  controversy,  one  way  and  ano* 
ther  there  has  been  no  less  tlian  twenty  volumes  of  pamphlets,  or  tnctt 
already  published.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  so  much  were  written,  and  so 
little  done  for  that  unfortunate  youthw— That  so  many  were  free  with  their 
pens,  and  so  few  munificent  with  their  purse»— But  the  annals  of  Literature 
exhibit  many  a  counterpart  to  the  present  melancholy  mstanoe;  and  the 
fate  of  Butler,  Otway,  and  Chatterton,  will  long  remain  indelible  stuns  OQ 
the  country  which  gave  them  birth. 
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See !  the  wfayte  mooae  sheenes  onne  hie ; 
Wbyterre  ys  mie  true  loves  shroude ; 
Whyterre  yanne  the  mornynge  skie; 
Whyterre.yanne  the  evenynge  cloude  ; 

Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Con  to  hys  death-bedde, 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Heere^  upoaoe  mie  true  loves  grave, 
Schalle  the  baren  fleurs  be  layde, 
Nee  one  hallle  *  Seyncte  to  save 
Al  the  celness  f  of  a  maydew 

Mie  love  ys  dedde^ 

Gonne  to  hys  deathe-bedde, 

Alle  under  the  wyllowe  tree. 

Wythe  mie  hondes  I*lle  dente  |  the  brieres 
Rounde  his  hallie  corse  to  gre, 
Ouphante  §  fairie,  lyghte  youre  fyres, 
Heere  mie  boddie  stylle  schalle  bee. 
Mie  love  ys  dedde, 

Gon  to  hys  deathe-beddcf 

Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree* 

Comme^  wytjie  acome-coppe  and  thonu^ 
Drayne  mie  hartys  blodde  awaie  ; 
Tiyfe  and  all  yttes  goode  I  scomc, 

Daunce  bie  nete  |j,  or  feaste  by  dale. 

> 

•  ffalfie,  holy.  f  Celness,  coldness.  %  DerUft  fasten. 

1  Cire,  grow.  \  Ouphante,  elfia.  A.  ^o^i  lught. 

V3 
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Mie  love  ys  dedde, 
Gon  to  Iiys  death-  bedde, 
Al  under  the  wyllowe  tree, 

Waterre  wytches,  crownede  wythe  reytes  % 
fiere  mee  to  yer  leathalle  f  tyde. 
I  die ;  I  coxnme ;  mie  true  love  waytes 
Thos  the  daxuselle  spake  and  dyed* 


«^^^«'%^^^^«^ ' 


CLI. 


SPIRITS  OF  LOVE, 


Spirits  of  love,  who  wander  o|i 

The  rosy  cheek,  and  the  ruby  lip, 
And  in  the  folds  of  the  silken  zone : 

Over  the  lovely  bosom  trip, 
O  let  the  cheek  of  the  maid  I  love 

Be,  at  morn  and  even*,  your  rosy  bed. 
And  sweetly  smile,  sis  the  spirits  above. 

Spirits  by  whom  the  heart  is  led. 


1 


Spirits  of  love,  nvhose  radiant  sphere 

Is  the  liquid  blue  of  the  cherub's  eye, 
"Who  bask  in  realms  more  bright  and  clear^ 

And  lovelier  than  the  rainbow's  dye. 
O  let  the  eye  of  the  maid  I  love 

Be,  at  mom  and  even\  your  resting  placf^  . 
And  sweetly  smile,  as  the  spirits  above. 

Spirits  of  light,  of  life,  and  grace. 

Spirits  of  love»  whose  smUes  divine, 

And  witcherie,  fond  hearts  ensnare. 
Hearts  pure  as  the  twin^rose  buds,  that  twio^ 

When  fann'd  by  the  breath  of  morning  air. 
O  let  the  heart  of  the  maid  I  love^ 

Be  at  morn  and  even*  by  smiles  carest. 
Smiles  sweet  as  those  of  the  spirits  above^ 

Spirits  by  whom  the  heart  is  blest* 


CLII. 
A  DREAM  OF  LOVE*. 


Oh  !  holy  be  the  sod 
Which  her  light  foot  trod, 

*  This  poetical  piece,  we  can  with  conHdcnce  state,  m  the  composition 
«ra  young  gentleman,  well  luiowQ  in  tiiis  place,  and  who  has  already  sent 


236 

lliat  ni^t  in  the  alley  so  green. 

May  the  little  birds  sing. 

And  the  gay  woods  ring 
With  joy,  where  true  lovers  have  been* 

There  was  no  ray  of  light 

On  that  ever-blissful  night. 
Save  the  light  of  her  own  lovely  eye; 

And  sound  there  were  none, 

But  the  rich  dulcet  tone 
Of  her  voice  in  the  thicket  hard  by. 

Her  sweet  voice  still  seems 

In  my  bright  flushing  dreams, 
To  carol  the  Roundel  of  love ; 

*Twas  more  grateful  to  me 

Than  the  hiim  of  the  bee. 
Or  the  wail  of  the  languishing  dove. 

And  still  by  the  thorn, 

All  blushing  as  mom. 
Or  the  rose  gemmed  with  early  dew. 

She  seems  with  a  smile 

To  ling^  awhile— 
But  the  bright  vision  melts  from  my  view* 


fofth  into  the  world  numyirfeoes  of  real  merit  We  would  be  proud  were  «e 
•nowed  to  mention  bis  name.  Probably,  towanis  the  close  of  this  publicationi 
we  will  have  that  pleasure.  Many  of  his  pieces  will  I)e  found  hi  "  Tbit  VUv 
tor,'*  2  vols.  18mo.  published  in  Greenock,  by  Mr.  Turner,  1818. 
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Pitchy  darkness  succeeds^ 

And  in  black  mournful  weeds 
Sad  phantoms  of  fear  glide  along{ 

In  horror  I  start, 

While  my  wild  throbbing  haart 
Asks  if  truth  to  these  dreams  may  belong. 


cmi* 

ODE  TO  BURNS  •. 

tUtited  bff  the  President  qf  the  BumU  Anniversary  Soeiettf»  PaisUI/i 

99th  Jatwary,  1810. 


Again  the  happy  day  returns, 
A  day  to  Scotsmen  ever  dear, 
Tbo*  bleakest  of  the  changeful  year, 
It  blest  us  with  a  Burns. 


•  Thi«  is  the  last  ode  that  was  written  by  Robert  Tannahill,  for  the 
^ley  Bums*  Club,  who  held  their  sixth  anniversary  meeting,  to  celebrate 
the  birth  of  their  fiivourite  bard,  in  Janviary  1810.  It  was  recited  on  that 
**«»«tou,  by  the  president,  and  was  received  by  the  company  with  evcur 


238 

Fierce  the  whirling  bUst  may  blow. 

Drifting  wide  the  crispy  snow  : 

Rude  the  ruthless  storm  may  sweeps 

Howling  round  our  mountains  steep. 

While  the  heavy  lashing  rains^ 

Swell  our  rivers,  drench  our  plain% 

And  the  angry  ocean  roars 

Bound  our  broken,  craggy  shores 

But  mindful  of  our  poet's  worth. 

We  hail  the  faonour'd  day  that  gave  him  Bitik* 

Come,  ye  Votaries  of  the  Lyre, 
Trim  the  torch  of  heav'nly  fire^ 
Raise  the  song  in  Scotia's  praise^ 
Sing  anew  her  bonnie  braes, 


siark  of  satisfaction  and  applause.  It  appeared  in  the  Scots  Magutnefbt 
next  month ;  but  by  some  unaccountable  n^lect  it  was  omitted  in  die 
edition  of  his  works,  published  after  his  lamented  death— We  oeftBlnlj 
think  it  no  way  inferior  to  his  other  productions  on  the  same  subject,  sod 
flatter  ourselves  that  the  majority  of  our  readers  will  be  of  the  same  opinion. 
Indeed  itafRyrds  a  striking  proof  of  the  rich  stores  of  his  mind,  when  he 
could  thus  continue  a  subject  he  had  so  completely  exhausted  on  fonner  oc- 
casions^—We  are  informed  by  a  particular  friend  of  his,  that  on  being 
strongly  solicited  to  write  an  Ode  for  the  occasion,  it  was  with  omuidenble 
reluctance  he  complied  with  their  request,  affirming,  that  it  was  tasking 
himself  something  like  the  Poet  Laureat  to  write  an  annual  Birth  Day  Odt, 
and  that  he  had  nothing  whatever  to  say  on  the  subject ;  be  was  prevuM 
on,  however,  to  make  the  attempt,  and  the  present  ode  we  are  peniuded 
wUl  not  suUy  his  fame,  or  tamiSh  oiie  letf  of  the  IVT  CHAPLET  that 
adcnns  his  honoured  brow  I 

Since  we  |>ave  introduced  our  Bard  to  the  notice  of  our  readen,  vebeg 
leave  to  state  that  it  was  not  our  original  intention  to  publish  any  of  T^O' 
JCMhiU'h   Gompositioni,  which  are  inserted  in  the  Glasgow  Eocyckpedii 
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Sing  her  thousand  siller  streams^ 
Bidcering  to  the  sunny  beams ; 
Sing  her  sons  beyond  compare. 
Sing  her  dochters  peerless  fair ; 
Sing,  till  winter's  storms  be  o*er, 
Hie  matchless  Bards  that  sung  before^ 
And  It  the  meanest  of  the  mu8e*8  train, 
Shall  join  my  feeble  aid  to  swell  the  strain.    > 

Dear  Scotia,  tho*  tliy  clime  be  cauld. 
Thy  sons  were  ever  braye  and  bauld. 
Thy  dochters  modest,  kind,  and  leal. 
The  fairest  in  creation's  fiel* ; 
Alike  inur'd  to  every  toil, 
Thou'rt  foremost  in  the  battle  broil. 
Prepared  alike  in  peace  and  weir. 
To  guide  the  plough  or  wield  the  spear ; 
As  the  mountain  torrent  raves, 
Dashing  thro*  its  rugged  caves. 
So  the  Scottish  Legions  pour. 
Dreadful  in  th*  avenging  hour : 
But  when  Peace,  with  kind  accord. 
Bids  them  sheath  the  sated  sword, 

"f  Sony's ;  but  as  the  present  publication  iivill  be  embellished  witb 
^"  portrait,  it  wouW  l?e  ridiculous  not  to  insert  a  few  of  his  pieces.  We, 
therefiore,  intend  to  publish  what  we  consider  the  happiest  of  his  lyrical 
cffittiona,  accompanied  with  short  notices  regarding  them,  ext«actedYrom 
original  documents  in  the  possession  of  some  of  his  most  intimate  acquaint. 
ux»,  which,  we  are  happy  to  state,  through  their  kindness  #e  shall  be 
enabled  to  furnish ;  this  will  afibrd  his  admiren  some  idea  oi  tie  manner 
»d  Kyle  of  his  E)]dstolary  Writings,  and  which,  we  tnitt,  will  not  be  alta. 
lather  unacceytable. 
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See  them  in  their  native  vales^ 
Jocund  as  the  summer  gales. 
Cheering  labour  all  the  day. 
With  some  merry  roundelay. 

Dear  Scotia,  tho*  thy  nights  be  drear» 
When  surly  Winter  rules  the  year, 
Around  thy  cottage  hearths  are  seen, 
The  glow  of  health,  the  cheerful  mien ; 
The  mutual  glance  that  fondly  shares, 
A  neighbour*?  joys,  a  neighbour's  cares. 
Here  oft,  while  raves  the  wind  and  weet, 
The  canty  lads  and  lassies  meet, 
Sae  light  of  heart,  sae  full  of  gle^. 
Their  gaits  sae  artless  and  sue  firee» 
The  hours  of  joy  come  dancing  on, 
To  share  their  frolic  and  their  fun. 
Here  many  a  song  and,  jest  goes  round,. 
With  tales  of  ghosts  and  rites  profound, 
Perform*d  in  dreary  wizzard  glen, 
By  runkled  hags  and  warlock  men  ; 
Or  of  the  hell-fee*d  crew  comhin'd 
Carousing  on  the  midnight  wind* 
On  some  infernal  errand  bent. 
While  darkness  shrouds  their  black  inteiitj 
But  chiefly,  Burns,  thy  songs  dellglit,. 
To  charm  the  weary  winter  night, 
And  bid  the  lingering  moments  fle^ 
'Without  a  care  unless  for  thee. 


^""^  ^^lU  thy  ,^         ' 
Thy  «  ^  *  4'i«» 


Pa's 


Vet 


For  A-  .     ^P**  *i  •-.,^  ,   '■  •^  ^'-- 


Mir. 
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CLIV. 


POOR  NEGRO  WOMAN,  ULALE& 


My  cruel  love  to  danger  go^ 
No  tbink  of  pain  he  give  to  me; 

Too  soon  me  fear  like  grief  to  know^ 
As  broke  the  heart  of  Ulalee ! 
Poor  negro  woman,  UlaleOi 

Poor  80ul»  to  see  her  hang  her  bead 
AH  day  beneath  the  cypress  tree ; 
And  still  she  sings,  *^  My  love  be  dead. 

The  husbsnd  of  poor  Ulalee. 

< 

Poor  negro  woman,  Ulalee ! 


My  love  be  kiird !  how  sweet  he  smird! 

His  smile  again  me  never  see : 
Unless  me  see  it  in  the  child, 

Hiat  he  have  left  poor  Ulalee. 
Poor  n^gro  woman,  Ulalee ! 


*i 
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Hy  babj^  n>7  hteaai  I fbU^ 

But  Itttk  wannth,  poor  boy !  have  he, 
lyjR  fiitber's  death  made  all  so  cold 

AlKmt  the  heart  of  Ulalee^ 

Poor  oeaxo  womaoy  Uhdee ! 


♦^^M*^^*'^^*^ 


CLY* 


CALEDONIA  •. 


Despite  of  erery  yoke  the  bean. 

Hut  land  \a  glory's  stiU  andthein^-^iB|^ 


On  Anvil's  inist-^M  biQ«  oCgrqr 

Ihe  hosts  of  Rome^  i»  olden  day* 

Gleam*d  biight>  beneath  the  uncop9ciou8  ray, 

jTiR^  amiled  upon  their  Tictory* 
On  Albyn*s  steeps  of  strength,  vnfurled 
Her  banners  niark*d  a  conquered  ^o^ld ; 
And  in  the  wi|d  breeze  gayly  curledr- 

The  badge  of  proud  supremacy^ 

•  Wedatracttbis  excellent  pleoe  of  poetry  from  the  Kltaamock  Mir- 
^t  s  wnk  of  taste  and  merit,  published  monthly. 


i 
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On  Albyn's  rocks  the  haughty  tow*^r 
Told  far  and  wide  her  giant  pow'r. 
Or  hung  ift  rude  defying  low'r. 

To  fix  a  nation's  slavery. 
Where  now  the  hosts  that  sparkling  gleam'4 
The  banner  where,  that  gayly  streamM? 
And  where  the  tower,  that  proudly  seem*d 

To  look  to  heaven  in' rivalry* 

liow  sleep  the  mighty  men  of  yore 
Beneath  the  cairnies  on  our  shore ; 
The  flickering  banner  waves  no  more 

O'er  prifle  of  Roman  chivalry. 
And  where  the  lofty  turrets  rose 
Of  Caledonia's  scowling  foes, 
Ko  stone  is  left,  the  thistle  grows 

Where  stood  their  proud  security, 

Land  of  the  Brave  !  oh,  could  it  be. 
That  thou  should  brook  Rome*s  tyranny !  ' 
And  must  a  soil  that  aye  was  free, 

Crouch  to  a  servile  enemy  ! 
No !  she  may  spread  her  fierce  control 
Far  as  tHe  waves  of  ocean  roUt 
But  ne*er  shall  crush  thy  Hon  soiit— 

Thy  freedom  is  eternity. 


f  -» 
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GtYI. 


TRUE  SOBEOW*. 


lig^t  springs  the  pang,  light  passes  by/ 

ThaA  melts  ilself  in  tears. 

The  stricken  spirit  that  can  sigh, 

Ko  mortal  sorrow  bears ; 

When  comes  the  last,  true  agony, 

The  heart  nor  heaves,  nor  melts  the  eye* 

And  mine  has  come ' — no  more  I  weep> 

No  moreihe  heart's  pale  slave ; 

My  sleep  must  be  the  unwaking  sleep. 

My  bed  must  be  the  grave ; 

Hiro*  my  wild  brain  no  longer  mov«^ 

Or  hope,  or  fear,  or  hate,  or  love. 

«  From  the  Italian  efPuld. 


X5 
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CLVII. 


O  CHECK,  MY  LOVE,  THE  FAIXING  TEAR 


O  check,  my  love,  the  falling  tear. 

Which  dims  thy  bonny  e*e, 
The  world  may  frown,  and  0iends  prove  false. 

But  1*11  be  true  to  thee. 

O  check,  my  love,  the  rising  sigh, 

Which  gently  swells  thy  heart, 
Hope  whispers  soon  we'll  meet  again. 

And  never,  never  part. 

When  far  awa*,  that  falling  tear. 

Shall  aft  rememberM  be, 
The  rising  sigh  which  swells  thy  heart. 

Shall  ne*er  be  lost  on  me. 

Then'check,  my  love,  the  falling  tear, 

Which  dims  thy  bonny  e*e. 
The  world  may  frown,  and  frionds  prove  false^ 

But  I'll  be  true  to  thee. 


r»^. 


^7 


CLVIII. 


I  WAS  YOUNG,  AND  SbE  WAS  FAIIL 


Deep  in  lovct  yes  *tis  love. 

Wakes  thejimd^  the  ceaseless  Hgk^ 
Oh  I  this  love  wiil  be  my  death. 
Sweetest  death,  of  love  to  die  t 

HeaTen  knows  I  little  thought 

That  from  such  eyes  such  ills  could  flow. 
But  who  could  gaze  as  I  have  gaz'd^ 

And  not  feel,  as  I  feel  now. 
Deep  in  love,  ^c. 

I  was  young,  and  she  was  fair, 

I  was  ibnd,  and  of%  she  sung 
Of  love,  wliile  I,  oh,  simple  boy ! 

O'er  song  and  songstress  raptur*d  hung.  . 
Deep  in  love,  ^c. 

I  was  sad,  and  then  she  sigh*d» 

I  grew  timid,  then  she  smiled, 
Sued  for  pity,  she  gave  more. 

And  thus  my  youthful  heart  beguiled. 
Deep  in  love,  c^c. 
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SleefHDgt  waking  *tb  the  same^ 

My  dream,  my  thought  will  only  pte 

The  fonn  of  her  for  whom  I  die. 
Of  her  for  wfiom  alone  I*d  liTe. 
Dtep  inlaw,  j-c. 


i^»<»i%<^%»»%»>%^» 


CLIX. 


MILITARY  SONG  OF  THE  FRENCH  CHAMPIOH 

ROLAND  •. 


Zet  every  ffaliant  son  qf  Gaul 
Sing  Rolarufs  deeds,  her  greatest  glor^ 
Whose  name  wiU  stoutest  foes  appal, 
And  feats  inspire  for fvJLure  story* 

Roland  in  childhood  had  no  fears. 
Was  full  of  tridu,  nor  knew  a  letter. 

Which,  though  it  C08t  his  mother  tears. 
His  father  cry*d,  <*  So  much  the  better; 

%  Thisadmlrable  song,  in  p«d«s  of  Roland,  was  trandatedftomttieTWA 
of  the  Marquis  de  Paulmy,  by  Dr.  Burney.  and  iM«ted  in  the  !««• 
volume  of  bU  History  of  Music. 
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If  We'll  have  him  for  a  soldier  bred, 

'*  His  strength  and  courage  let  us  nourisl^ 

^  If  bold  the  heart,  tho*  wild  the  head, 
'*  In  war  he'll  but  the  bett^  flourish.'* 
Let  every  f  j-c. 

Roland  arriv'd  at  man's  estate. 

IVoy'd  that  his  father  well  admomsh'd, 
FSmr  then  his  prowess  was  so  great. 

That  all  the  world  became  astonish'dy 
Battalions,  squadrons,  he  could  break, 

And  singly  give  them  such  a  beatings 
That,  sedng  hhn,  whole  armies  quakc^ 

Aad  nothing  think  of  but  retreatingi 
•  JM  every  9  ^c 

• 

Ten  heroes  have  been  m>  fortunate  as  Roland, 

**  Fixereforta  ante  Agemem$uma'** 

**  llie  bcsTe  conquered  before  Agememnon.** 

tatttien  their  Tery  names  havelngloriously  perished.  Hie  mUitarif  renown 
iod  unorous  adventures  of  Roland  have  been  consecrated  to  Fame,  by 
the  immortal  poems  of  Aiiosto  and  BemL  His  daring  courage  in  battle, 
^  gcDtkneia  and  courtesy  after  victory,  and  his  enthusiastic  love,  are  still 
Miliar  to  every  reader ;  and  we  have  anly  to  regret  the  loss  of  his  Chanson, 
wmilitary  song,  which  formerly  inspirited  whole  armies  to  the  most  perik. 
*""  aiMtL  This  song  would  have  been  a  singular  curiodty  to  English. 
'"»>  Si  it  was  sung  to  anfanate  the  invading  Normans  at  the  battle  of 
Battings,  by  Taillefer,  ooe.of .  their  minstrels,  riding  on  horscbicdL  at  th« 
^  of  their  army. 


MO 

In  dngle  conibtt  'twis  the  mmnt 

To  him  lU  foes  were  on  « ]ev«^ 
For  ev'ry  one  he  overcame 

If  giant,  soro'rer,  numslGr,  dfttit 
His  aim  no  danger  e'er  could  stjay. 

Nor  was  tibe  goddess,  fortune,  fields 
For  if  his  foes  he  did  not  sUy, 

He  left  them  in  a  roeftil  picUOi 
Let  every  t  4[C» 

In  scaling  walls  with  high^  gloe> 

He  first  the  ladder  fixt*  then  moiinf^; 
Let  him,  my  boy»»  our  model  be. 

Who  mpn  or  perils  never  counfe^ 
At  night  with  scouts  he  watch  ^ouldke^^ 

With  heart  more  gay  than  one  in  miUk^ 
Or  else  on  knapsack  sounder  sleep. 

Than  general  in  his  proud  pavili<m» 
Letevertft  ^fc. 

On  sbibbom  foes  he  yeng^ance  wr^'4i 

And  hud  about  him  like  a  tartar, 
iPut  if  for  mercy  once  they  squeak'd, 

He  was  the  first  to  grant  them  quarter* 
The  battle  won,  of  floland's  soul 

Eadi  milder  virtue  took  possession} 
To  vanquish'd  foes  he,  o'er  a  bowl. 

His  heart  surrender'd  at  discretion. 
Let  every  f  ^ 
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"^IHieii  aisk'd  wliy  WencliiiMn  wieM  tfa*  brandt 

Atad  dangers  new  eacb  day  8olicit» 
He  saidy  'tis  Charlemagne's  enmmandf 

To  whom  ovir  duty  is  implicit : 
His  ministers  and  chosen  few, 

!N6  dfnibt  ha;ve  weigh'd  these  things  in  (iK %ate« 
Let  us  his  eiiemiea  sulKhii^ 

"Us  all  tfaitt  soldiers  e*er  should  AiTb  A 
Let  every f  ^e* 

Boland  like  christiui  true  would  Utc^ 

IVte  seen  St  massk  and  in  procession; 
And  freely  to  the  poor  would  give, 

Kor  did  he  always  sbna  confeasian. 
But  Bishop  Turpin  had  decreed 

Hia  council  in  such  weighty  matter. 
That  'twas  a  good  and  pioQs  teatter. 

His  country's  Ibes  to  dnib  and  scatter. 
Let  every,  j-c. 

At  table  Roland,  ever  gay, 

Would  cat,  and  drink,  and  laugK  and  rattle^ 
But  all  was  in  a  prudent  way, 

On  days  of  guard,  or  eve  of  battle. 
For  still  to  king  and  countiy  true, 

He  held  himself  their  constant  debtor. 
And  only  drank  in  season  due, 

When  to  transact  he'd  nothing  better* 
Lei  every,  j^Cp 
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The  summer  may  smile,  and  the  wintei^  may  fjrow% 
But  summer  and  winter  to  me  are  the  same, 
Tlio*  dark  be  the  day,  th6  night  dreary  and  lan|^ 
I*m  happy,  and  blessed  wi*  the  joys  o*  a  hame^ 

What's  honour  and  wealth,  that  we  a*  covet  sat^ 
And  what  is  the  worth  o*  a  lang  titled  name, 
Gude  send  us  contentment,  what  mair  wad  we  ha^ 
It  crowns  a*  our  joys,  maks  a  heaven  o*  hamew 


«>%«%%^ 


CLXIT. 


MARK'D  YOU  HER  EYE  OP  HEAVENLY 

BLUE. 


Marked  you  her  eye  of  heavenly  blue^ 
Mark'd  you  her  cheek  of  roseate  hue  ? 
That  eye  in  liquid  circles  moving  ? 
That  cheek  abashed  at  man's  approving?- 
The  one  love's  arrows  darting  round, 
The  other  blushing  at  the  wound.       ■ 
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CLXIII. 


BEAUTY  IN  SMILES. 


Oh !  weep  not,  sweet  maid,  tho*  the  bright  tear  of  beautjy 
To  kindred  emotion  each  feeling  beguiles ; 

The  softness  of  sorrow  no  magic  can  borrow, 
To  Tie  with  the  splendour  of  Beauty  in  Smiles. 

Man  roves  through  creation  a  wandering  stranger, 

A  dupe  to  its  follies,  a  slave  to  its  toils ; 
But  bright  o*er  the  billows  of  doubt  and  of  danger. 

The  rainbow  of  promise  is  Beauty  in  Smiles. 

As  the  rays  of  the  Sun  o*er  the  bosom  of  Nature, 
Renew  every  fiow'r  which  the  tempest  despoils  ; 

So  joy's  faded  blossom  in  man's  aching  bosom. 
Revives  in  the  sunshine  of  Beauty  in  Smiles. 

Hie  crown  of  the  hero,  the  star  of  the  rover— 
The  hope  that  inspires,  and  the  spell  that  beguiles 

Tlie  song  of  tlie  Poet^  the  dream  of  tlic  Lover, 
llie  Infidcrs  heaven,  is  Beauty  in  Smiles. 

T5 
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CLXIV, 


THE  WANDERER. 


The  wandering  exile,  doom'd  to  roam. 
Still  cherishes  the  thought  of  home» 
Not  all  the  toils  that  round  him  stand. 
Can  wean  him  from  his  native  land. 

In  every  pleasure,  every  care^ 
Memory  still  points  and  lingers  there» 
And  fortune's  fascinating  hand. 
Endears  him  to  his  native  land. 

WTiilst  whirlwinds  blow  and  tempests  ris*^, 
And  thuuders  bhake  the  troubled  skics^ 
His  feet  are  on  a  foreign  strand, 
His  heart  is  in  his  native  land. 

IVhilst  all  is  calm  and  peaceful  seen. 
And  nought  disturbs  the  blue  serene^ 
He  cannot  yield  to  joy's  command^ 
An  exile  from  his  native  land. 


1 
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But  when,  the  storms  of  fortune  past, 
The  wish*d-for  haven  gain'd  at  kst. 
With  what  delight  his  waving  hand 
Enraptured  hails  his  native  land. 

Here  tarry  all  his  soul  holds  dear. 

And  all  hid  fancy  loves 'is  here, 

^ere  are  his  friends  his  childhood  plann*d^ 

And  this  his  lov'd,  his  native  land. 


^»  %<»»%■* 


CLXV. 


THAT  LIFE'S  A  FAUGHT,  THERE  IS  NAE 

DOUBT. 


That  life's  a  faught,  tliere  is  nae  doubt, 

A  steep  and  slippery  brae ; 
And  wisdom's  sel*,  wi'  a'  its  rules, 

.  Will  aften  find  it  sae : 
The  truest  heart  that  e'er  was  made. 

May  find  a  deadly  fae, 
And  broken  aiths  and  faithless  vows^ 

Gie  lovers  meikle  wae« 
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When  poortiih  looks  wi*  sour  disdain. 

It  flights  a  body  sair|. 
And  gars  them  thin^  tbey  ne'er  will  meet 

Delight  or  pleasure  mair : 
But  tho*  the  heart  be  e*er  sae  sad. 

And  prest  wi*  joyless  care^ 
Hope  lightly  steps  ^^  at  the  last, 

^o  flee  aw9'  deq^. 

For  love  o*  wealth  let  miseo  toil» 

And  fret  baith  late  and  air', 
A  cheerfu'  heart  has  aye  enough. 

And  whiles  a  mite  to  spare : 
A  leal  true  heart's  a  gift  free  hear'n^ 

A  gift  that  is  maist  rare. 
It  IS  a  treasure  o'  itsel*, 

And  lightens  ilka  care. 

liCt  wealth  and  pride  exalt  ihemsel's^ 

And  boast  o'  what  they  hae, 
Compar'd  wi'  truth  and  honesty, 

They  are  na  worth  a  strae ; 
The  honest  heart  keeps  aye  aboon, 

Whate'er  the  warld  may  say. 
And  laughs,  and  turns  its  shafts  to  scorn, 
That  ithers  would  dismay. 

Sae  let  us  mak'  life's  burden  ligb^ 
And  drive  ilk  care  awa*, 
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Cohtentment  is  a  dainty  feast, 

Altho*  in  hamcly  ha% 
It  gies  a  chann  to  ilka  thing. 

And  mak*s  it  look  fu*  braw, 
The  spendthrift  and  the  miser  herd. 

It  soars  aboon  them  a*. 

But  there's  ae  thing  amang  the  lave. 

To  keep  the  heart  in  tune, 
And  but  for  th^t  the  weary  spleen 

Wad  plague  us  late  and  soon; 
A  bonnie  lass,  a  canty  wife. 

For  sic' is  nature's  law. 
Without  diat  charmer  o'  our  live^ 

There's  scarce  a  charm  ava. 


FRAGMENT,  BY  TANNAHILL, 

O  Laddie,  can  you  leave  ^le ! 
Alls !  'twill  break  this  constant  heart  ; 
There's  nought  on  earth  can  grieve  me. 
Like  this,  that  we  must  part : 
Think  on  the  tender  vow  you  madc^ 
Beneath  the  secret  birken  shades 
And  can  you  now  deceive  me  ! 
Is  all  your  love  but  art? 


26S 


PLSVI. 


SWEETS  THE  DEW-DECK*D  ROSE  IN  JUNE. 


• 


Sweet*8  the  dew-deck'd  ixwe  in  Jvaii^ 

And  lily  fair  tp  see,  Apnie ; 
But  there's  ne'er  a  flower  that  Uoomf, 

Is  half  so  fair  as  thee,  Annie. 
Beside  those  blooming  cheeks  o*  thine^ 
The  opening  rose  its  beauties  tine;, 
Thy  lips  the  Rubies  far  Qufshine ; 

Love  sparkles  in  thy  e'e^  Annie.— « 

The  snaw  iba>  dedcs  yon  moiuitain  top» 

Nae.ptiroc  is  fhan  tbee^  >  Annie; 
The  haughty  mien*  apd  pndefii'  loolpy 
Are  ban^'d  far  ^«e  tiiee,  AmUe; 
And  in  thy  sHoeflk  angdUc  fiice. 
Triumphant  be^ms  each  modest  gnee» 
<<  And  ne'er  did  Grecian  chisad  trace,'* 
4  form  sae  bright  as  thine,  Annie. 
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"Wha  couM  bdiold  thy  rosj  dieek. 

And  no  feel  love's  sharp  pang,  Attni^ 
What  heart  could  view  thy  smiling  looks> 

And  plot  to  do  thee  wrang,  Annie. 
Thy  name  ih  ilka  sang  1*11  ^sreave. 
My  heart,  my  soul  wi*  thee  I'll  leave. 
And  never,  till  I  cease  to  breathe, 

I'll  cease  to  think  on  thee,  Annift 


«»^<»i»^^»%%%%i» 


CXXVII. 


THIS  LIFE  IS  ALL  CHEQUEU'D, 


AIR.—The  bunch  of  Green  Rushes,  &e. 


This  life  is  all  chequer*d  with  pleasures  and  wo^, 
That  chase  one  another  like  waves  of  the  deep, 

^acfa  billovr,  as  brightly  or  darkly  it  flows^ 
Heflccting  our  eyes,  as  they  iq^kleor  weep. 


60  closely  oiir  whims  on  our  miseries  tread. 

That  the  laugh  is  awak'd  ere  the  tear  can  be  dried; 
And  as  fast  as  the  rain-drop  of  pity  is  shed, 

The  goose*pluinage  of  folly  can  turn  it  aside. 
But  pledge  me  the  cup — ^if  existence  would  cloy. 

With  hearts  ever  happy,  and  heads  ever  wis^ 
Be  ours  the  light  grief,  that  is  sister  to  joy. 

And  the  short  brilliant  folly,  thi(t  flashes  and  cl^es. 

^rilVhen  Hylas  was  sent  with  his  urn  to  the  fount, 

Thro*  fields  full  of  sunshine,  with  heart  full  of  play, 
liight  rambled  the  boy  over  meadow  and  mount. 

And  neglected  his  task  for  flowers  on  the  way. 
Thus  some  who,  like  me,  should  hdve  drawn  and  have  tastei 

The  fountain  that  runs  by  philosophy's  shrin^ 
Their  time  with  the  flowers  on  the  margin  have  wasted. 

And  lefl  their  light  urns  all  as  empty  as  mine ! 
But  pledge  me  the  goblet — while  idleness  weaves 

Her  flowerets  together,  if  wisdom  can  see 
One  bright  drop  or  two,  that  has  fallen  on  the  leaver 

from  her  fountain  divine,  'tis  sufficient  for  me^ 
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CLXVIII. 


HERE'S  TO  THEJf  THAT'S  AWA  •. 


Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa, 

And  here's  to  them  that's  awa} 
And  wha  winoa  wish  good  hiek  to  our  oiUM, 

Mi^  never  good  hick  be  their  fa*  i 
Its  gude  to  be  merry  and  wisg, 

Its  gude  to  be  honest  and  true ; 
Its  gude  to  support  Caledoiiia's  cause, 

And  bide  ij  the  Buff  and  the  Blue. 

•  We  fed  much  pleasure  in  presenting  to  our  readers  the  complete  c«py 
«f  a  6ong,the  composition  of  the  immortal  Burns;  it  was  first  communi. 
«ated  from  a  highly  respectable  <iuarter»to  the  editors  of  tfie  Soots  Magazine, 
and  is  to  be  found  in  the  number  for  Jan.  1818.— IVo  other  fragments,  by  the 
nme^Bard,  were  also  tratumitted  at  the  same  time,  accompanied  with  the  fol- 
lowing  note.F^  As  every  thing  that  feU  from  the  pen  of  Bunu  is  worthy  of 
preservation,  I  transcribe,  for  your  Miscellany,  the  complete  copy  of  a  song 
which  Cromek  has  printed,  (page  4fiS  of  his  volO  In  an  unfinished  state,— to. 
fether  with  two  fkagments  that  have  never  yet  been  published.  The  origl. 
«Jal«  of  these  I  possess  in  the  hand-writing  of  th<^  unfortunate  Author,  who 
ti^usmitted  them,  inclosed  in  letters,  to  a  constant  friend  of  his,  thieugh  alt 
liis  caluBltSes,  by  whom  they  were  finally  asdgned  to  me.*» 
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iltott's  a  heilA  to  them  that's  awa, 

And  here*8  to  them  that's  awa ; 
Here's  a  health  to  Qiarfie  f ,  the  chief  of  the  daH^ 

Although  that  his  band  be  but  sma* ! 
May  Ldbertj  meet  with  success 

May  prudence  protect  her  fne  evil ; 
May  ^rnnts  and  tynumy  tine  in  the  misl^ 

And  wander  the  road  to  the  deviL 

Here's  a  health  to  ihein  that's  aw% 

And  here's  to  them  that's  awa ; 
Here's  a  health  to  Tammie  §,  the  NorUn  laddi«^ 

That  lites  at  the  lug  o'  the  l^w ! 
Here's  fi^eedom  to  him  that  would  read^ 

And  ireedom  to  him  that  would  write ; 
^Xhcre's  nane  ever  Teaied  that  the  truth  should  be  htitd, 

But  they  whom  the  truth  would  indite. 

Itefa^iBMnts  bcrs^ioieB  oi;  wetidiMiMin  ()>*der  that 
Mates  nsy  be  gntlMi; 

FRAdHEirr  inu 

Aki^TV  iAtfr  mom  at  I/orionu 

Ton  wandering  riQ  flfat  maxks  fbeUOi 
And  i^anees  o  Vr  the  bfae,  HBb, 

SlideB  by  a  bower,  wherenany  a  flowo^ 
Sheds ftagnnoe  on  the  day,  ^j 

There  Dunon-)ay,  With  Sylvia  gay. 
To  kyre  they  thought  naecrime,  Sir ; 

The  wild.Urds  sang,  the  edioes  rang, 
^Vhlle  Damon'k  heart  beat  thne^  Sir. 

t  ICr  fte.  I  Lord  Erakine. 
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Herc*8  a  hetlth  to  them  that's  awa. 

And  here's  to  them  that's  awa, 
Here's  Maithmd,  and  Wyooobe,  and  wha  does  na  lika  '< 

Be  built  in  aholeo'  the  wa* ! 
Here's  timmer  that's  red  at  the  hearty 

Here's  fruit  that  is  sound  at  the  eore : 
May  he  that  would  turn  the  Buff  and  Blue  cdat^ 

Be  tamed  to  the  back  o*  ibe  do(ir« 

Here's  a  health  to  ihem  that's  awa» 

And  here's  to  them  that's  aw% 
Here's  chiefltain  M'Leod,  a  ^chieftain  woftfa  gowc^ 

Theugh  bred  amang  mountaips  o*  ai>av* 
Here's  friends  on  b^ith  sides  o'  the)  Forth, 

And  friends  on  baith  sides o'  t^e  Tweedy 
And  'w^  would  betrjiy  old  Albion's  rightf^ 

Mfty  ll^  nerer  eat  of  her  bread. 

FRAGMENT  Sd. 

AiIauaaiBbjrourgtteend,     • 

As  day  WH  WBxen  wearj, 
O  wha  cams  ti^ipliig  down  the  street  . 

But  bonnie  Bqi,  my  dearie ! 

Heridr sae sweet, and  shape oompletei   . 

WPnae  proportion  wanting;    ' 
The  queen  of  love  did  never  move 

Wi*  iQoUoD  mwr  enchanting. 

l¥i*  Baked  hands,  wetooktheiaadt 

Adown  yon  winding  river  j 
And,  oh !  that  hour  and  broomy  bower. 

Pan  librgetU  eve|! 
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SOLDIER,  REST  I  TRT  WARVARB  O'ER. 


Soldier,  rest !  fliy  warfare  o*qv 

Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  bi€akiq|^  j 
Dream  of  tmttl'4  fi^cU  no  n^ore^ 
II  Days  of  danger,  nights  of  waking. 
2h  our  isle's  enchanted  hall, 

Hands  unseen  thy  couch  are  strewing, 
Faufy  strains  of  music  fall. 

Every  sense  ii|«l«ii4ier  dewi^gt 
Soldiery  rest  f  thy  waifitfe  o*er. 
Dream  of  battl*d  fields  no  more; 
Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breakings 
Horn  of  toil,  nor  night  of  woklng. 

Ko  rude  sound  shall  reach  thine  ear, 
Aimours  clangs  nor  war-steed  champings 

Trump  nor  pibroch  summon  here^ 
Muttering  dan,  or  sqiiadspn  tnvBping. 
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Yet  the  lark's  shrill  fife  may  corner 

At  the  day-break,  from  the  fallowr^ 
And  the  bittern  sound  hb  drum, 

Booming  from  the  sedgy  sballo^r^ 
Ruder  sounds  shall  none  be  near. 
Guards  nop  wardens  challenge  here^ 
Here's  no  war-steeds  neigh  and  champing, 
Shouting  clans*  npr  squadron  stamping. 

Huntsman,  rest  f  thy  diaae  is  done. 

While  our  slnmbenwa  spells  assail  ye, 
Dream  not  with  the  rising  suq. 

Bugles  her;  abaU  sound  rmreiHiei 
Sleep !  the  deer  is  in  Jus  den. 

Sleep !  thy  hounds  are  by  Jthee  lying ; 
Sleep !  nor  dream  ip  yonder  glen. 

How  thy  gallant  steed  lay  dying. 
HuntsmaUy  rest !  thy  chase  is  doncv 
Tliink  not  of  the  rising  sun. 
For,  at  dawning,  to  assail  ye. 
Here  np  bugle  80|ind  r^veillie* 
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ALL  IN  THE  MERKV  WHITSUNTIDE. 


All  in  the  mary  Wliitsuittidtfy 
When  gay,  gay  flowers  are  springing. 

And  pretty  IhtcIs,  011  erery  side. 
In  the  sunny  gropes  are  nn^ng, 

When  throstles  pipe  tfie  woods  among, 

We  heed  not  the  Robin's  slender  song. 

Bnt  when  blustering  winter  strips  the  treesr 
And  summer  birds  are  sleeping. 

His  lonely  diirp  hath  power  to  please. 
While  he  periu  at  the  casement-pee|Hng ; 

O !  then  he*s  caress'd,  and  bis  chaunt  is  blest, 

As  he  brushes  the  snow  with  his  ruddy  bresst 

Come  in,  come  in,  tliou  bonny  Robin, 

And  feed  on  the  hawthorn  berry, 
Fbll  frwiy  a  warbler  we  may  note, 
Of  brigbteir  plume,  and  louder  throat. 
But  none  with  heart  so  merry. 
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CLXXI* 


PEACE,  PEACE  TO  THE  8HABES  •. 


Peaces  peace  to  the  ahedei  of  tfaoee  heroes  who  bled 
For  the  freedom  of  Europe,  by  glory's  aim  led. 
Peace,  peace  to  their  shades^  though  low  their  dust  liei^ 
Kerer  die  shall  their  ikme^  till  immortal  they  rise. 
Peace,  peace  to  the  shades  of  those  warriors  sotrue^ 
Who  fell  at  the  battle  of  iam'd  Waterloo. 

While  time  and  fate  their  course  pursue;, 
While  fair  Europa  liie  retains, 

The  Gaul's  defeat  at  Waterloo, 
The  muse  shall  sing  in  grateful  strains. 

«  WehcvetheplesiureinpnimtiDfl;  to  <mTreaden,«n  ode  or  lODg,  the 
production  of  John  Carnegie,  Emu  I^  ^"f*^  compoaed  for,  and,  we  understand, 
sung  with  much  applause  by  Francis  M*Gill,  Esq;  at  the  anniversary  of  the 
memorable  battle  of  Waterloo,  held  at  Port-Glasgow,  on  the  18tb  June  1816. 
It  would  be  superfluous  to  prefix  a  minute  account  of  this  glorious  atdiieve- 
n^ent;  it  is  yet  fresh  in  the  minds  of  every  individual ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that 
^he  batUe  of  Waterloo  was  fought  on  the  18th  June  1815,  when,  by  the 
S«I]a&t  efifbrts  of  the  British  troops,  under  the  eommand  of  the  most  noble 
iHikeol  Wcllington,  of  the  Prussians,  under  the  command  of  the  venerable 
^lanhal  Blucher ;  the  French  army,  headed  by  Buonaparte  in  person,  were 
contplctely  defeated,  by  which  peace  was  restored  to  Europe,  and  Louis 
XVlii.  ascended  the  throne  of  his  ancestors. 
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Both  my  pamnteare  dead,  and  fewftiends  I  can  bonsl^ 
But  few  to  console^  and  to  love  me^  if  any; 

And  my  gains  ara  so  small,  a  bara  pittance  at  most. 
Repays  the  exertions  of  fiuberlcas  Fanny, 

Once,  indeed,  I  with  *pleasufe  and  patience  could  toils 

But  'twas  when  my  parents  sat  by  and  appfov'd ; 
llien,  my  laces  to  sell,  I  went  out  with  a  SDii]«» 

Because  my  firtigue  fed  the  parents  I  hw'd ; 
And  at  night  whan  I  brought  them  my  hardly  aam*d  gais^ 

Thou^  small  they  might  be,  still  my  comforts  ipm  vmjt 
For  my  mother's  fond  blessing  rewarded  the  pains ; 

My  fiither  stood  watdiing  to  weloome  hia  Fanny, 

But,  ah !  now  I  woric,  by  their  presence  ttneheer'di 

I  feel  'tis  a  hardship  indeed  to  be  poor, 
While  I  shrink  firom  the  labour,  no  longer  endear'dt 

And  sigh'as  I  knock  at  the  w^thy  man's  dnof, 
Then,  alas !  when,  at  night,  I  return  to  my  haqnf. 

No  longer  I  boast  that  my  comforts  are  many, 
To  a  silent,  d^ierted,  dark  dwelling  I  corner 

Where  no  000  ndaims,  <<  Thou  art  welcome^  nqr  Fanny*' 

Tliat,  that  is  the  pang;  wmt  and  toil  would  impart 

No  pangs  to  my  breast,  if  m^  ^«nds  I  could  see; 
For  the  wealth  I  require,  is  that  of  the  heart, 

Hie  ikuti  of  aflection  are  riches  to  me. 
Then,  ye  wealthy,  O  think,  when  to  you  I  apply 

To  purchase  my  goods,  tfao'  you  do  not  buy  any, 
Jf  in  accents  of  kindness  you  deign  to  deny, 

Toit'll  comfort  the  heart  of  poor  fii^erleas  Fannf • 
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ctxxiv. 


lOHNKT  COUl^t* 


Coup  sent  a  cliallengc  ftie  thahtt, 
**  Charlie,  meet  me  and  ye  daur. 
And  I'U  leani  you  the  art  o'  war. 

If  you'U  meet  wi*  mt  in  the  moraiiig.*' 

Mey  Jokimy  Oovpt  ate  ^  Waking  yet  f 
Or  are  your  drunu  tt-beating  yet? 
J[^ye  were  waking  I  tbould  wak,  < 
To  gang  to  the  coals  V  the  morning* 

"f  The  T^Mviing  of  at  JoliB  Copci  «na  fbv  ofltefs  of  hto  ttiii7,|Ktc^^ 
thelMtfle  of  PmCoD,  SeptenriMrl746,waa  notorknu  to  aUtheattoidanto  of  hit 
tennp;  hit  total  delbititb6tefore,xcikla«d him  a liutt,te  which  the abafts  of 
lUenle  tFeredirectod  both  hy  friends  andfoc-s  ;  hto  bravadoet,  when  there 
ivaiiioeDCiiiytaTiefrihitftaronbehoidiiigtheHi|^laDden,aiidillt  pnd. 
pitate  flight,  aie,  in  thlt  tong,  deHntated  with  much  good  humour.  We 
deem  it  wiU  not  bc|  unintemting  to  giYfe  an  account  of  thit  battle,  at  piu 
Uithtd  by  the  Highland  ahn^ 

*■  The  Qrantt  of  Glenmorlslon  joined  tibe  I^nce*i  army,  September  90. 
that  morning  hit  Royal  Highness  th«  ihrince  tut  himtelf  at  the  head  of  the 
anny  at  Dnddingstone,  and  presenting  hit  twotd,  aaid,  **  My  friends,  I  have 
flung  sway  the  toabbaid.**  Thit  wat  antwcred  with  a  cheerful  huxia.  The 
army  marched,  and  drew  up  cm  Caxbeny-hiU,  where  we  learned  that  Oena. 
ral  Cope  had  fidlen  down  to  the  low  country,  eatt  of  Prestonpans.  This  di« 
reeled  eur  march  along  the  brow  of  the  bin,  till  we  descried  the  enemy,  upott 


276 

When  Charlie  look*d  the  letter  upon, 
He  drew  his  sword  the  scabbard  from, 
'*  Come,  follow  me,  mj  meny,  merry  men, 
And  we'll  meet  Johnny  Coup  i'  the  morning. 
Hey  Johnny  Coup,  ^c* 


which  the  Highlanden  gave  a  ihoat,  by  way  of  defiance, 

cagerneas  to  run  down  upon  them,  that  natJUng  toMtfaan  anllKxtity  cotUd  le. 

stxain  them  from  coaning  to  action  direcUy* 

**  Some  gentlemen  went  out  to  ctaerre  their  cMnf^  and  reeonnaitre  tht 
ground,  while  theanny  advafc«(l,1^'^it*«ae#|»iteto»aBd  Ahdfainile^ 
dtetance  from  the  enemy.  Ttieae  gentteman  iftumSng,  infonned,  thattb^ 
had  got  into  a  fitftneM,  hayfa^i  a  very  broad  and  deep  ditch  in  front,  tiie  town 

of  Pre»tonontheright,BomelibutoaM!8«iiiiOfiBanBion  ttekft,  ifid  the 
Frith  of  Forth  on  the  raior.  Uria  aiada.it  ipatmctiaaMe  fo  attiCfc  then  ia 
Aront  butat  the  gieateit  riik. 


"TTuit evening  Mi;  Cope difeba^gedaevenaomnon  at  ua.  AgenUooDflii 
who  had  wen  their  army  that  day,  adviaed  us  that  they  were  above  fcor 
thousand  strong,  besides  vohintoert,  fleeedert,  &c  ham  ffllnlMrgh,  and 
several  gentlemen  at  the  head  of  tirair  tenants^  that-Geneial  HamiHon^ 
dn«oons  stood  on  the  right,  Ck>lonel  Gardiner's  on  the  left ;  the  regiments  of 
Laacelles  and  Murray,  flte  companies  of  li^e%  four  of  Gvlselik  ftree  of  the 
Earl  of  Loudon's,  and  a  number  of  recruits  for  regiments  abroad  and  at 
hovoe,  Ibfmed  the  centre,  and  that  they  were  aB4a  lop  ^irilB. 

**  Both  armies  lay  u^n  their  arms  all  night.  Mr.  Cope's  threw  off  sevcsal 
coboms,  ta  let  us  understand  they  were  alert,  aad  had  large  fires  atsevcnl 
places  round  their  camp.  Our  men  continued  very  silent,  not  one  word  aas 
beardr 

••  About  three  in  the  momtoig  of  Saturday  the  21st,  we  got  off  the  ground 
and  maxt^ed  eastward ;  then  turning  north,  ftfrmed  a  line  in  order  to  pia> 
vent  the  enemy's  retreat  through  the  east  country,  while  another  body  <rf 
men  was  posted  to  provide,  against  their  stealing  a  march  upon  us  towards 
£diuburgh. 

«•  7lie  disposition  being  made,  his  Royal  Hi^eas  the  MBce,addreaedMs 
■array  in  these  words,**  Follow  me,  gentlemen ;  by  the  assistance  of  God  I  wiB 
this  day  make  yon  a  free  and  happy  pe<^Ie.*'  We  marched  eheerflVdly  oa  and 
lenf a(«<i  threnemy.  The  right  wing  was  led  on  by  his  Gnax  the  Doke  tf 
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''Now,  Johnny,  be  a»  guda  u your  woni^ 
Come  let  us  try  kiattb  fira  and  amard. 
And  dinna  rin  awa*  like  afi%btod  bixd» 
Hiat's  due*d  Irae  itt  BMtia  the  monuni^" 
Mey  Johnny  Covpt  {-tf. 

When  Johnny  ,Cfit«9  be  hend.  «f  thii^ 
He  thoof^  it  weiild  not  be  snu% 
To  hae  a  hone  in  readMi^i% 
To  flee  awa*  I'  the  m^twmg^ 
Hey  Johnny  Cot^,.  {"C* 

Terth,  Benttnaiit-geDeral,  and  oonsiited  of  tiie  regimenti  pfpianraivdd,  Kcp. 
pxh,  ^asgaiy.and  Qiencofe. "Hifrleft  t^ilthe  Rtgi^t  Hmmuilii^liOrtt  Geoi^e 
M luxay,  Ueutenantgaieral,  oonaUtiDg  of  tire  huttiBam  ttf  Ctia^rt^  com. 
maDddd  by  Loobiel ;  the  Stuarts  of  Appin,  by  Antaheill ;  one  body  of  the 
M'Gregon,  with  Olencaiinei,  and  tAe  rest  of  the  M^f^rf^M  with  XM  Duke 
af  Path'fe  men,  under  Major  Jamef  OtimiMiML  'iliwienw^  artillery 
l^ayed  Aiikiudy  upon  our  IcA,  espoiplaBy  on  Lochiel*t  battali^iu,  yet  only  one 
pilyate  man  was  kiUcd,  and  a  gdltUiAart  W^uhded ;  fhehr  cannon  also  raked, 
our  right  wlog,  but  did  no  great  execution.  Their  cannon  were  followed  by 
«  very  regular  fire  of  the  dragoons  on  right  and  left,  and  this  again  by  dose 
platoens  of  aU  tbehr  ln£Mtry^  whieh  our  bmh  McdnroA  with  toftrepiditiv  aiifl. 
an  huzza;  nor  did  we  return  the  enemy's  fire,  tiU  we  appnaohedl  them  soo 
near  as  that  the  colfin  of  our  shot  might  set  their  whiskers  on  Are.  The 
Highlanaw*  than  dnewthcir  wmoHi,  and  Mrriedall  bbton^Menlikea  tor. 
«mt,  lEiBlnff  griaaliagiirisaief  emry  oObi*  ei'ili*  laiiiniiry,  ttteepc  iii|oc: 
Uosman,  andoneinr  two  more,  who  escaped  wlUi  tlieii  General.  • 

*  TkiiMnoi%4na^i»uhd  L40«r  flCttBag,  ih  6«Mra»  CbpAV  u^tiiry 


**  It  if  eoopatodMKHit  five  hundred  of  (he  enemy  were  kOled;;  and  that 
Abie  hundred  wen  wounded,  and  that  we  have  tal^en  about  fourteim  hun- 
dred priaooen.  AU  their  oannon,  moitars,  several  Qoleun»  stwidavds,.  alnuu 
dance  of  hoffStiandanM  were  takitni  as  waaaU  their  baggwei  efMiiige,  && 

**  Hie  PrinoQ^  as  soott  as  rictory  declared  fbr  Mm,  counted  his  horse,  and 
yut  a  Stop  to  the  alaughter;  and  findiqg  no  sucgeons  amongst  tlie  enemy^ 

▲  a 
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1^  now,  Johnny,  get  up  and  rid» 
The  HigMand  bi^pipes  makes  a  diil, 
ItB  best  to  sleep  in  a  hale  skin, 
For  *twill  be  a  bluidj  morning* 
Hejft  Johnny  Coup^  ^ 

When  Johnny  Coup  to  Dinibtt  tUxiBf 
Ihcy  spdr'd  at  him,  <*  Whar*8  a*  your  menf  * 
The  deil  confound  me  g^  I  ken, 

For  I  left  them  a'  i*  tiie  morniqg.     » 
Bey 9  Jofmi^  Ompt  i^ 

*'  Now,  Johnny,  ttxmtfa  ye  was  na  blat^ 
To  bring  the  news  of  your  ain  defeat, 
And  leave  your  men  In  sic  a  ttrsit, 
So  early  in  the  morning. 
Be^f  Johnny  Coup,  j^ 

dii|istcfa«din'effic«'to  Bdiritali^  wUh  oid«lstorall«ieimi«Di«to  * 
taod;  wUdimacoovdini^dttie. 

«  In««ul)Mqa«itiiiVerttlN»irid,tlu*tft«theiaoitittlBt«f*^ 
•lipetfcd  tbat  aiUy  fottitMBhniidMaBd  flfty^kx  tsfttia  iOi^ 
engaged. 

«  Hie fIfokM given  by  the  Hii^ilaiiden  with  ttrtto  iwmlilal**^ 
evinced  prooA  of  their  strength ;  not  only  men's  hands  and  feet  were  a** 
bat  even  the  legs  of  hones;  and  what  many  saw  may  be  affinned  forw 
vis.  that  a  Highland  gentleman,  who  led  upa  dlYis!on,afterbf«akingt!in«J 
Mimmy'k  legiment,  fetching  a  blow  at  a  gwnadier,  the  poor  Mkm  nstunW 
got  up  his  hand  over  bis  head,  and  not  only  had  his  hand  U^P^d  oflT,  W» 
his  dtuU  cut  abow  an  inch  deep,  so  that  he  expired  on  the  i|«t''-See'n* 

Mwtioos  in  ScoUand,  during  the  yean  1715  and  45,  by  G.  Cbultt.  | 
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«•  Ah !  faith,"  quo'  Johnny,  <«I  got  a  fleg, 
'Wi*  their  claymores  and  philabegs, 
Jfl  face  them  again,  deil  break  my  legs. 
So  I  wish  you  a  gude morning*** 
ffey,  Johnny  Coupt  4l^ 


%*^%W»»^l»    ■!< 


TRS,  DEAREST  MAID,  I  LOVE  THEE  STlhU 


Yes,  dearest  maid,  I  love  thee  still, 

Kor  would  for  empires  e*er  deceive  thee  | 

Tbro*  everf  change  of  good  and  ill, 
I'll  doat  upon  thy  charms,  beli^TQ  ni9» 

C!an  I  peruse  a  face  so  £niv 

"Where  rival  hues  contend  fiir  beaitt]s 
Or  mark  the  imlla  still  sportbig  tfaer^ 
And  efcr  think  to  live  w|tfKNittfaea» 

TfajT  Hps  die  dicrty*8  tweets  would  foQ— • 
Thy  langhing  eye  seiemi  so  inviting, 

TiMt  we  must  gue,'and  love  the  wMl^ 
A  maid  «>  dear  and  so  ddlghtfaigt 
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Yes,  genite  «iH,  Ay  poirwfci  «Iwnaw 
Can  biiid  Ae  faMrt,  tho' find  ef  fteagiflf  ; 

One  uomettCsbliM  witfmi  Ay  vms 

Would  qndl  Ae  wildak  wish  cf  nn|^ 

miy  kindly  glance,  so  fiee  of  art. 

And  melting  IdM,  my  diams  shall ritct; 
O!  once  admitted  to  Oiy  heart, 

What  fickle  fool  would  think  to  leave  it 
Tea,  dearest  maid,  I  lore  thee  sdll, 

Nor  would  for  empires  e*ev  deceive  die^ 
Thro*  eveiy  change  of  good  and  ill, 

r^  doat  lyon  tlqr  chiMmVir  )>«1<«^  »>^ 


%%^%>»»<»<»r»^<^ 


CLXXTL 
HOW  EEJELILY,  HQW  PRBAULT. 


How  eerily,  how  dwarUj,  |n>v  w^iffpy  to  {^ 
When  my  lore's  in  a  foreign  land,  far  free  thae  anas  o*  fluo* 
Three  years  hae  come  and  ganc;  fMi'^fl^  |i#  aaid  t»  ^9^ 
That  he  wad  be  at  h«ogae  wi*  Zfsa^  wi*  her  tolise  anj^^; 
The  day  comes  in  wi'sfn^OKfrnoWy  diii  nigjtAif  wild  W**"' 
And  every  hour  thatjpasaee  1^  |  iv«ter  wi*  •  ICMk  ' 
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I  klsB  my  bonny  baby,  I  dasp  it  to  my  brea«t. 
Ah !  aft  wi'  sic  a  warm  embrace  its  fiither  has  me  prest ! 
And  when  I  gaae  upon  its  face^  as  it  lies  on  my  knee^ 
Tbe  crystal  draps  out  owre  my  cheeks  will  &*  fne  ilka  e*eb 

0  !  mony  a,  mony  a  burning  tear,  upon  its  face  will  fa*, 
For,  oh !  its  like  my  boni^  love,  and  he*8  far  awa*. 

Whan  the  spring  time  bad  gane  by,  and  tiie  rose  began  to  blaw. 
And  the  harebell  4od  tiie  Tlolet  adorn'd  ilk>  bonny  shaw, 
'Twas  then  my  love  came  courting  me,  and  wan  my  youthfii' 

heart, 
And  many  a  tear  it  cost  my  love,  ere  he  could  frae  me  part, 
But  tho*  he*s  in  a  foreign  landf  far,  far  across  the  sea, 

1  kend  my  Jamie*s  guileless  l^eart  is  faithfu*  still  to  me. 

Te  wastlin'  winds,  upon  the  main  blaw  wi'  a  steady  breeze. 
And  waft  my  Jamie  bame  again,  across  the  roaring  seas, 
O !  when  he  clasps  me  in  his  arms,  in  a*  his  manly  pride, 
1*11  ne*cr  c:schange  that  ae  embrace,  for  a*  the  warld  beside* 
Then  blaw  a  steady  gale,  ye  winds,  waft  him  across  the  sea, 
And  bring  my  Jamie  hame  again,  to  his  wee  bairn  and  me^ 


a  a  0 
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GO,  LOVELY  ROSE  t 


Go,  loTelyroiel 
Tell  her  that  wastes  her  time  and  me 

That  now  she  knows^ 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee, 
How  sweet  and  fair  she  seems  to  be. 


f  Edmund  WallBr,  the  wliior  of  tbb  exocikot  piece  of  poetiy,v«fe« 
Colahni,inBuciunghaiiuhixe,iDl605  Hebecamea Member ofnoliaBiatrf 
the  eariy  age  of  eighteen.  In  1643,  he  was  lent  to  the  Tower,  on  a  tbufi  ^ 
conspiring  to  deliver  the  dty  to  the  King.  Two  persons  were  executed  for  ^ 
plot,  and  Waller  was  condemned  to  be  banged,  but  saved  bimself  \ij^'^ 
Ject  submission,  and  a  liberal  distribution  of  money.  Aaer  a  yeart  impn'O''' 
ment  he  went  into  exile,  but  returned  by  favour  of  Cromwdl,  on  wfaoo  ^ 
wrote  an  elegant  panegyric.  He  wrote  another  on  the  doth  fi^ 
Protector,  and  afterwards  celebnted  the  Rettofstton,  and  praised  Chulei  II' 
He  was  again  elected  into  Parliament,  where,  by  his  eloquence  and  «itil>' 
was  the  delight  of  the  House.  He  endeavoured  to  procure  the  Rora^4' 
of  Eton,  but  being  refused  by  Clarendon,  he  joined  in  the  persecottoe  ^^ 
gveatman.  He  died  in  1687.  His  poetical  pieces  are  essy,  smootb,*"' 
^enlly  elegant 
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Tell  her  that's  young. 
And  shuns  tahave  her  graces  spied^ 

That,  hadst  thou  ipning 
In  desarta  where  no  men  abide,. 
Ihou  must  have  unooomiended  died 

Small  is  «ke  worth 
Of  beauty  from  the  U^t  retired; 

Bid  her  come  Ibrtfa, 
Suffer  herself  to  be  desired. 
And  not  Unsh  so  to  be 


Then  die !  that  aha 
Hm  connnonfalB  of  ^  Ihingt  hHrt> 

May  rsttd  in  tisee  ; 
How  mall  a  part  of  tima  «hey  8hai» 
lliat  are  ao  nooodraoa  sweet  and  fiuiw 

Tat,  though  thou  fadi^ 
From  thy  dead  leaves  let  fiagrsnot  rise  ^. 

And  teach  the  maid. 
That  goodness  Time's  rude  hand  defies-^ 
That  Virtue  Uv«8  when  Beauty  diesf. 

t  tlitoelosing  ttama  was  added  by  Heniy  Kirke  'Whilst  a  poeOoiI  genii* 
^*^  sttaimneDt,  and  of  ftiU  more  exquisite  promise. 
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(xxxnii. 

LOVE  WILL  NOT  BLOOM  WHERE  ENTT 

BREATHES. 


Love  win  not  bloom  where  envy  bneffaes; 

It  shuns  ambitbo's  rays, 
And  ne*er  its  beauteous  tendrib  wrealfaesy 

Round  hearts  which  anuke  swa,y»  to- 
Then  come,  my  love,  we'll  fly  the  town, 

And  seek  our  mountain  home, 
MTher^  o'er  the  upland  heather  brown, 

Free  as  the  winds  we*ll  roam. 

There  lightly  bounds  the  vigorous  roe^ 

^  The  sky-lark  carols  high ; — 
There  chrfttaH  streamlets  ceaseless  flow 

In  artless  melody : 
The  purple  heath-beirs  fresh  perfume— 

Tlie  daisy's  heaven-ward  eye— 
The  wavipg  fem^the  golden  broom — 

AH  breatlie  of  peace  an4  joy. 


M5 


NowoiidUgr 
Aad^  tfmigh  tke  ipmt  our  jogrs^bride^ 

liwir  <IWB  «Pe  mewMT  6r  t 
Long,  ]oiig4HittlM»itoftoir«ii!flplc^ 

Beneath  oontentment's  iRiiil^ 
TOmbm  ttiodb  «M  iuBOMBtlf  gq^ 


n%%»»%<%»»»»%» 


ctxxi3f:« 


THE  PLEASURE  OF  A  TEAR. 


There  h,  when  ^'s  Uftt  shadqws  fly. 

And  no  oteienrer  near;     .    . 
*Neath  memory's  retrospecCiTe  cye^ 
A  aecret  rapture  in  a  dghr* 
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Xliareis,  wfacn  hoah'd  is  eveiy  sound, 

TIm  world  ab60ib*d  in  sleep ; 
When  peaoeftil  sSenoe  reigps  aiORind* 
A  cliarm  in  pensive  mood  proliawidy 
To  sit  alone  end  weep. 

Then  oome,  bow  buttling  day  is  o*er^ 

And  trawpnl  boCkn  appear. 
Peace  to  my  wounded  heart  restore 
And  let  experience  taste  once  moro 
The  pleMUTe  of  B  teab 


%v*«»^»%v»» 


CLXJX* 


THU  LORDrS  ^ABIE  "^ 


•     •  < 


The  Loid*s  Marie  has  kepp'd  her  lockt 

Up  wi*  a  gowden  ksme. 
And  she  has  put  on  her  het^silk  hose. 

And  awa  to  the  tryste  has  gane; 

•  Tlib  truly  excdient  old  wng,  was  fprocared  by  the  ®'**'f*^ 
Bques  of  Bunw,  ftom  Mw.  CopeSsnA  <rf  Dilbestte,  in  Galloway v^ ^^ 
exextioiM  many  speeiiiMiu  of  the  Caledonian  Muae»  ^'^^"^''^Tl  od  i 
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O  wait,  nft  fell  the  dew  on  her  lock% 

And  m&j  safk  on  her  brow ; 
Ae  tweet  dnp  ftll  on  her  strawbeme  lipt 

And  I  kus'd  it  afi;  I  trow ! 

<  O  wliare  gat  ye  that  leal  niaideB» 

Sae  jimpy  lac*d  and  nna*  ? 
O  whare  gat  ye  that  young  damsela 

Wha  dings  our  leases  a'  ? 

*  O  where  gat  ye  that  bonnie,  bonnie  las% 

Wi'  heofen  in  her  e'e  ? 
O  here'sae  dnp  o*the  damask  wine;-— 
Sweet  maiden,  will  ye  piree?* 

Fa'  wfaitey  white  wae  her  bonnn  tteci» 

Twist  wi*  the  satin  twine^ 
But  ruddie,  niddie  grew  her  haase^ 

While  she  supp'd  the  bluid-red  wine. 

*  Corner  here's  tiiy  health,  young  stranger  doo, 

Wha  wears  the  gowden  kame  ;«- 
Xlus  nigjht  will  mony  drink  thy  heaildi^ 
And  kend  na  wha  to  name.* 

» 

IMlClonsl  Btory  of  a  daughter  of  Lord  BCuwell  of  KIthada&e  scoonl* 
pttiying,  in  dlignfae,  a  peuant  to  a  nutic  dancing  tryite.  **  The  Iiord% 
dau^ter  ne  gay,**  nu  dboofered  Uirough  the  disgulae  of  her  rustic  haUli- 
menta.  Tradition  places  the  nng  at  the  Revolution»  1668.  The  ivguage  ia 
more  modernr-tet  the  ideas  belong  to  that  period.  It  is  one  of  tiiose  hi^ipf 
productions,  which  Iceep  a  lasting  hold  of  the  mind  by  their  enticing  tale,  and 
simple  dramatic  narration ;  indeed,  the  tOapHAtj  otxmt  lyrics,  tiMlr  broad 
humour,  their  vivid  description,  and  their  stronj^  touches  of  native  feeling 
and  sendbiBty,  make  a  lasting  ixapressioh  on  the  heart  lliery  are  perhaps 
tiie  faireit  any  nation  can  4KMft»  sud  wiU.  Mrtivesttid  fhS  wieck  of  thoM 
which  iSciety  trampleB  down  in  its  pfogress.    ,. 
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PUy  me  up, «'  Sweet  Ut^**  I  oryU 

And  loud  tbe  piper  bIew,r-« 
But  the  fiddler  pUy'dvye  jCmmUimm  ilrMH^ 

And  down  his  bow  he  tfar^w^ 
**  Here's  thy  kind  health,  i'  the  ruddie  red  win^ 

Fair  dame  o'  liie  itna^^  land! 
For  never  a  pair  o*  e*en  befove 

Could  mar  my  good  bow-hvad*' 


•> 


Her  lips  were  a  «]or«n  luonqr-^iMn^ 

Sae  tempting  to  the  si^t; 
Her  locks  owre  alahaatsrbrwws^. 

Fell  like  the  morning  light ; 
And,  O !  her  hinncy  breath  lift  her  lock^ 

As  through  the  49BM  >he  flaw^ 
While  luve  lau^'d  in  her  bonnie  hXyM  e*^ 

And  dwalt  on  her  oomaljr  ibiiUpV 

**  Loose  hingsyvw  bvaidawdgQwd  g«xM 

Fairladie,dareliqieak?*' 
She,  trembling,  lift  her  silken  hand 

To  her  red,  red  flushing  cbedk. 
*  Ye've  drapp'd,  ye've  drapp*d  yere  broach  o*  gowd, 

Thou  Lord*^  daughter  sae  gay, 
The  tears  o*erbnmm*d  her  bonnie  blue  e*^ 

*  O  come^  O  come  away ! 

O  maid  unbar  the  siUar  balt^ 

To  my  chamber  let  me  win. 
And  iak^  Aimijuff,^  tMiitpfTisiant  youth, 

I  daur  iia  let  ye  in,         -» 


>  • 
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And  take,  quo  sbe^  '  this  kame  o*  gomd, 
WV  my  lock  o*  yeUow  hair. 

For  melkle  my  heart  forbodes  to  mc^ 
I  never  xnaun  m^  ye  mair. 


.2-  • 


»<»%ix»»»<%%% 


CLXXXI. 

HONEST  MBN  AND  BONNY  LASSES  ». 


t 


How  green  Uie  fieldiy  fhe  flowers  ao  faiiv 
How  bright  the  sun,  that  o*er  us  passes 

How  useless  these  if -that  there  were 
Nae  honest  men,  nor  bonny  lasses. 


>► 


Honest  men  emihonny  lasses, 
H<mest  men  and  bonsig^  losses, 
Ijang  may  Iwe  and  happy  be, 
Jt  honest  men  and  bonny  lasses* 

*  l%e  gentleman  who  tiaivadtfeod  ttiii  soi«ilatSi»  <*  thil  be iiin4l0nied  i^ 
uthe  piodiujtion  ofPatiQ  B^oue,  nmer,  m^gihoni  batas  to  the  truth  of 
*  he  cinnot  be  certain."  ' 

Bb 
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God's  noblest  work's  an  honest  man, 
A  bonny  lass  by  far's  the  furest, 

Of  all  that's  fair  in  nature's  plan, 
And  e*er  to  man  will  be  the  dearest. 
Honest  men,  j^ 

How  happy,  and  how  blest  the  man. 

His  days  or  nights  can  ne'er  be  dreaiy^ 
Who  calls  an  honest  man  bis  liicsid, 
And  has  a  bonny  lass  fbr's  deary. 
Honest  men  and  honn^  laues. 
Honest  men  and  honny  lasses^ 
J^  they  with  and  a*  they  want, 
To  honest  men  and  bonny  laues* 


^%i^^^^i^%^*^^ 


CLXIV. 


BIRGE  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  WALLACE. 


They  lightod  a  taper  at  the  dead  hour  of  night. 

And  chaunted  liieir  holiest  hymn, 
But  her  brow  and  her  bosom  was  daxhp'd  with  afiHg^t) 

Her  eye  was  all  cheeriest  ^d  dim : 
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The  lady  of  Ellenlie  wept  for  her  lord. 

And  the  death-watch  beat  in  her  lonely  room* 
For  the  (nirtains  had  shook  of  theur  own  accord. 
And  the  raven  f^app*d  at  her  window  boardt 
To  tell  of  her  wairior's  doom. 

Now  sing  ye  the  death-song^  and  loudly  pray 

For  the  soul  of  my  knight  so  dear. 
And  call  me  a  widow  this  wretched  day. 

Since  the  warning  of  God  is  near, . 
For  the  night-mare  rides  in  my  strangl'd  sleep; 

The  Uund  of  my  bosom  is  doomed  to  di^ 
His  Y9ikrous  heart  they  haye  wounded  deep» 
And  the  blood-red  tears  shall  his  countiy  weep. 

For  William  of  £llerBUe.-p- 

Tet  knew  not  his  country  that-eminous  hour« 

Ere  the  loud  matin  bell  had  rung» 
Ihat  the  trumpet  of  death  on  an  English  tower. 

Had  the  dirge  of  her  champion  sung. 
When  iii»  dungebd  light  lobk'd  dim  and  rac^ 

On  the  high-bom  blood  of  a  martyr  slain. 
No  anthem  was  sung  at  his  holy  death-bed. 
No  wee|Hng  there  was  when  his  bosom  bled» 

And  his  heart  was  rent  in  twain. 

Oh  !  it  was  not  thus  when  his  oaken  spear. 

Was  true  to  the  knight  forlorn. 
When  hosts  of  a  thousand,  were  scatter*d  like  deer. 

At  the  blait  of  the  hunter's  horQ. 
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When  he  strode  6*er  the  wreck  of  eadi  weH  fbag^  ftdd, 

With  the  yeUow-hair*d  chiefs  of  his  natnre  Itnd, 
His  spear  was  not  shirer'd  on  hehnet  or  shield 
And  the  sword  that  seem'd  fit  for  ardMUgd  to  wieldy 
Was  light  in  his  terrible  hluid. 

Tet  bleeding  and  hound,  though  the  iTaBAce  wi^t 

For  his  much  loVd  country  die. 
The  bugle  ne*er  sung  to  a  braver  kn^ht 

Than  William  of  Ellerslie, 
But  the  day  of  his  glory  shall  lierer  depart. 

His  heart  uhentomb'd  shall  with  gloiy  be  pldm^d^ 
From  the  blood  streaming  aJXia  his  spirit  MB.  stat^ 
Though  the  rayen  has  fed  on  his  tnouldeifkig  hfcart^ 

A  nobler  was  never  emhaltfi'd* 

CLXXXII. 
AND  HAS  US  THfiN  FAIVD  IK  H£R  TRUTH'* 


The  beatUifid  maid  I  odoftf    • 

ShaU  I  rWer  again  hear  her  voice, 

Not  see  ktr  Mdjitrm  aky  more^ 

No,  no,  no*     I  shaU  ne*er  tie  Ker  itMi*  ' 

>'   ■   •  ■'..'. 

•  From  the  Ftenfaui  tale  of  StlMaf  and  AVC).  alfo  tntroduori  in  il>' 
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Ah !  Sdiina*  cru^  you  prore,     . 

Yet  sure  my  bard  lot  youUl  bewai], 
I  oould  not  presume  you  would  love^ 

Tet  pity  I  b(9*d  would  prevail* 
jtnd  has  the  then,  ^> 

Since  hatred  alone  I  inspire^ 

Life  henceforth  ia  not  worth  my  can^ 
Death  now  is  my  only  desire^ 

I  give  myself  up  to  de^Mor. 
And  has  she.  then,  j|;c« 


CLXXXIII. 


WHERE  ART  THOU?  ON  THE  MOON-BEAMS*. 


"Where  art  thou?  on  the  moon->bcaaia?  oh!  no»  no; 
But  in  tfaia  hard  world  thou  art  seen  no  more : 
Sweet  Pity,  o*er  the  wild  waves  let  us  go^ 

«  Tlik  m«l  song  it  ftom  the  tde  of  tiie  Soldlsr^  OrphaiH  b7  Mn.  C^^ 
It  U  slagular  enough,  Mys  Dr.  Fercjr,  that  the  Englidi  have  many  more 
wngs  and  ballads  on  the  cobieet  of  madnoM  than  aoj  other  kingdom  what* 
ever ;  whether  there  be  any  truth  in  the  indnuation,  that  we  are  more 
lUbte  to  thit  calamity  than  other  nationa,  or  that  our  natlTeglooiBinew  hath 

ah  3 
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And  in  some  flow*ry  isle^ 
There  will  we  rest  all  day ; 
And  I  win  kifls  my  lovers  last  tears  away. 

And  we  again  shall  sxnile,  * 
Uke  iniSmts  in  their  sleep.    Hark  ^' 'twas  the  roai 
Of  the  remonelesB  tempest^  that  whelms  all, 
All  my  fond  hopes.     Ro<^  on,  thou  gloomy  deep  \ 

To  the  noise  of  thy  tempest  I  caS; 

Ko,  no,  I  will  not  weep^ 

Tho*  ihey  sound  in  my  ear  like  despair. 

Saw  you  a  child  with  golden  hair? 

'Twas  love,  his  eyes  so  sweetly  shining 

AU  hearts  to  tendflRNsa  inclining, 
Tet  oh !  beware^ 
How  sweet  was  his  Toice,  when  handlink'din  bin^ 

We  pas8*d  o*er  'scenes  of  fiury  land ; 

But  he  left  me,  unpitied,  to  fate ! 
And  o'er  my  anking  head  the  stonn  blew  desolata 
Then  he  whom  I  lov'd-— but  I  will  not  conplaii^ 
Tho*  I  nerer,  oh  never,  shall  see  him  again. 


peeuHariyireeoinxDendeifttblectioriliteeMttocmrv^^  Intli«n«ck» 
ttafian^^and  otiurcoIlecUoitf  aro  finufi  ^r^nf  few  pieon  on  this  wt#ct 
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CLXXXIV. 


THE  WAY  TO  BE  HAPPY  •• 


No  glory  I  cofet,  no  riches  I  want. 

Ambition  is  nothing. to  me; 
The  one  thing  I  b^  of  kind  heaven  to  gnnti 

Is  a  mind  independent  and  freew 

With  paauon  nnniflled,  untainted  with  pride^ 

By  reason  my  life  let  me  square : 
The  wants  of  my  nature  are  cheaply  supplied^ 

And  the  rest  is  but  f(dly  and  care. 

The  blessings  which  prenridenee  fteely  htA  lent^ 

1*11  justly  and  gratefully  priae) 
While  sweet  meditation  and  chcetfiil  content^ 

Shall  make  me  «bodi  hteltfaftd  and  wise. 


»  TTiii'^Kcellent  song,  which,  for  bcsnly  sadrtrngth  of  acalfnUnt,  bai  ftw 
equali,  we  have  extracted  ftom  a  CoUectian  of  "  MlndUnfioui  Foenas,  by 
(cvenl  bands.    FubU«bed  by  D.  Lewi9>  London,  1730. 
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In  the  pleasures  the  great-man's  possessioDs  displfty* 

Unenvied,  FU  challenge  my  part; 
For  every  fair  oliject  my  eyes  can  smr?ey« 

Contributes  to  gladden  my  heart 

How  vmnly,  through  infinite  trouble  and  strifsi 

Do  many  their  labours  employ. 
Since  all  that  is  truly  delightful  in  lifSs 

Is  what  all,  if  they  will,  may  enjoy* 


<>%i%^i%^»%i<^ 


CLXXXV. 
ROSE  OF  THIS  ENCHANTED  VALE 


Rose  of  this  enchanted  vale. 

Why  so  lone  «ud  mournful ; 
Fairer  than  the  d^^wn-star  pale^ 

l^hy  so  cSiUl  and  scomf  uL 
*'  I  am  iK>t  the  rose**  she  said, 

"  Sleep  bis  lid  is  steeping, 
I  am  but  a  captive  maid, 

The  rose's  slumbers  keeping. 
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Go!  I  fear  that  o*er  bis  ear 

Our  heedless  tones  are  creepiBg-* 
Go !  nor  let  one  accent  fall,  . 

His  charming  dreaoos  cUspelling, 
Go!  'tis  sacred  stillness  all 

Thro*  our  mossy  dwelling." 

But;  flio*  fte6  td  mm.  at  tdlt 

Vouthful  hopes  impelling^ 
i  would  be.  a  captive  still 

In  my  rose*s  dwelling. 
Now  upon  his  ardied  brow$^ 

In  bre8tfa)||99'bliflli  X  pondirS  ^ 
Kowthe;wi»9^.hisY«ink,'  -    »  •«  ^  /. 

Go!  norJffr^«t|ifiiVill»a^    If!  :;.  /         .    ' 
Go!  *tisj(acroidUUiitestaUr~v 
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CLXXXYI. 


FOR  MANY  A  WISTFUL  HOUH  TO  PITY  DEAR*. 


For  many  a  wistfid  hour  to  pity  dettv 
A  wanderer  wore  aSbc/doo»  ▼uioAA  here^ 
Kiss'd  the  memorial  fonn  bis  boaom  wom^ 
And  look*d,  tOl  tean  would  let  faim  look  no  moni 
All  that  the  heart  at  last  ndf^t  lean  on— gone : 
Yet  madly  did  he  langwwh — Uager  on : 
Spent  sighs  to  wbidi  no  sympadiy  was  given. 
And  pledg*d  wild  tows,  unheard  of  all-^-sate  h«rveii» 
Went  by  the  grave  of  .love ;  nor  own*d  de^MiFy 
Tho*  not  one  flower  of  hope  bloom'd  palely  tfaotb 
Her  eye— bright  herald  of  a  better  minflt— 
Unkind,  or  only  to  the  trifler  kind — 
That  eye,  for  which  his  own  in  tears  was  dim, 
Glanc*d  smiles  on  all,  but  would  not  smil^  on  biiOf 


*  TlieBe  truly  afifecUng  lines,  which  we  present  to  our  resden,  «CKdt»< 
coverea  penciled  on  the  abutter  ofa  window  in  m  nam  in  fioniikiOen,  1» 
land. 
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Whose  heart  al<mey  though  broken,  to  ooncMd, 
Gould  fed  its  fire— too  deeply^  finely  feel- 
la  wayward  thrall,  thus  many  a  day  went  past. 
But  freedom  eamf*»  his  spirit  rose  at  last, 
Sbocik  off  the  spell — march'd-— mingrd  with  the  bnirc; 
And  aoogfat  a  icsting  place  Uk  ^oiy*8  grwrai 


CLXXXYIl. 


FAREWELL,  OSWEEmOFE! 


PareweD,  oh  sweet  hope !  I  haTe  wq>tthee  in  sadness 
Thy  bright  star  illumin'd  life's  gloomiest  duf : 

It  roie  on  my  soul  like  an  aagel  of  gladness, 
And  smil'd  the  dark  clouds  of  misfortune  away : 

In  youth  every  prospect  by  pleasure  was  bounded; 

And  joy  was  the  portion  that  d^tiny  gave ; 
'Twas  pur^  as  the  lake  by  the  mountains  surrounded. 

And  warin  as  the  sun-beam  that  danc*d  on  its  wave* 


/ 


lliy  Tiaons  unre  tniMient  As  imsts  of  tl^ft  momliig^ 
They  shone  on  my  sight  like  tfa«  nkphom  of  eve  ; 

And  the  fi^  tear  of  sonow  prodann'd  the  9a4  wwiagp 
Those  visions  xmre  sent  to  hetny  «ad  decetia. 

Peace,  mild  as  ite  dew-drop  descending  a^  eieo^ 
Ph)tected  my  bosom  from  sorrow  and  care, 

Bot  rctum'd  to  her  throne  in  the  mannon  of  heaven, 
When  eadi  object  was  stampM  by  the  hand  of  despav. 

0*er  the  flowers  of  happiness  withered  and  blighted. 
Fond  memory  lingers,  and  mourns  thdr  decay ; 

For  the  blossoms  thy  warmth  and  thy  splendomr  delisted, 
£xpir*d  in  the  hour  that  bdield  thy  last  ray. 


CLXXXVIlt* 


JI^E  qpNTjENTED  SHEPHERD. 


By  the  side  of  a  mountain,  o^ershadow'd  with-trees^ 
With  thick  clusteni  of  vine,  intermingrd  and  woti^ 

I  behold  i^thatch'd  cottage,  dear,  mansion  of  ease^ 
The  feat  of  contentment,  of  friendship^  W  love. 
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cli  mcnn  when  I  open  the  latch  of  my  door. 
My  heart  throbs  with  rapture  to  hear  the  birds  aing^ 
id  at  night  when  the  dance  in  the  village  is  o'eti 
On  my  pillow  I  strew  the  fresh  roses  of  j^pring. 

hen  I  hide  ib  the  forest  hom  noon^s  scorching  ray 
While  the  torrent's  deep  murmurs  re-echoing  souady 
hen  the  herds  quit  their  pasture  to  quaff  the  clear  stream^ 
And  tlie  ffocks  in  the  vale,  lie  extended  around, 
muse,'— but  my  thoughts  are  contented  and  free, 
I  regret  not  the  splendour  of  riches  and  pride, 
lie  delights  of  retirement  are<  dearer  to  me 
Ihan  the  proudest  appendage  to  greatness  allied*. 

ang,  and  my  song  is  the  carol  of  icf^f-, 
My  cheek  glows  with  healdi,  like  the  .wild  roie^hi  blapm» 
donce^  yet- forget  not,  tho'  blythsome  and  gay, 
That  I  measure  the  footsteps  that  lead  to  the  tomb* 
Contented  to  live,  yet  not  fearful  to  die. 
With  a  conscience  unspotted,.  I  pas9  thro*  life's  scene, 
hi  the  wings  of  delight  every  moment  shall  fly, 
And  the  end  of  my  days  be  resign*d  and  serene. 


c  c 
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CLXXXIX* 

THE  LAMENT  OF  WALLACE^f 

AIBi-JliMf  Of  Amcter. 


Thou  dark  winding  Carron,  once  pleaaiDg  to  sec^ 
To  me  thou  can'st  neter  give  pleasure  again. 

My  brave  GaledoniaDB  lie  low  on  the  leaf 
And  thy  streams  are  deep-ting'd  with  the  blood  of  the  slaiik 


t  The  following  notice  of  tUfwng,o:ain  in  a  letter  firovn  Mr.Ttanakill, 
to  one  of  hit  pazticulir  ftiend*,for  whom  it'seems  he  had  written  other  vena 
to  aooompeny  the  same  beautiAil  and  pUdntive  idr,  but  ^i^iidi  not  akogctha 
pleairing  htmaelf,  he  had  nibstituted  the  above.   *  AeoorcHag  to  pioaiiKi 
•ays  he,**  I  aend  you  two  Tones  iter  the  **  BCaldsof  ArTodiar;'*pcrlia!iathr7 
are  little  better  than  the  last    I  believe  the  language  is  too  weak  for  the  sub- 
ject ;  however,  they  possess  the  advantage  over  the  others,  of  being  founded  on 
a  real  occurrence.    "Rie  battle  of  FalUrk  was  Wallace's  last.  In  which  he  was 
defeated  with  the  loss  of  almost  his  whole  army.    I  am  sensible,  that  to  irive 
words  suitable  to  the  poignancy  of  his  grief,  on  such  a  trying  revove  of  for. 
tune^  would  require  all  the  fire  and  soul.melting  energy  of  a  ra"*i^fi»"  or  a 
Bums.** 


•» 


The  modest  terms  in  which  our  amiable  author  speaks  of  his  verses,  «|uite 
bhmt  the  edge  of  critidsm,  and  fully  compensate  for  any  lack  of  that  deep  ani 
-•powerful  feeling,  that  vigour  and  grandeur  of  concepdon  which  the  toftinesi  of 
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Kkk  I  base-hearted  (naeh'iy  Ims  daom'd  our  uBdmagr^ 
My  poor  Ueeding  counlirjv  what  more  can  I  do? 

fiVn  Valour  lodbi  pale  o*er  the  red  iekl  of  ruin, 
And  Freedom  behokb  her  best  warriors  laid  low* 

his  theme  required.  BeitremanberedfthatitWMnoleit  thantheanfuidi 
of  a  fearleas  and  unshaken  patriot  bewidling  the  ruins  of  hii  native  land,  and 
breathing  inmigft  i^iMftthe  imuhtog  and  cruel  Invaeor,  which  tiiepoet 
wiabed  to  erpwM-  that  it  «mjk>  leM  than  all  the  noble  woritings  of  panlon 
in  the  boaom  of  the  unsubdued,  incorruptible,  heroic  and  godlike  Wallaoe^ 
which  tfie  poet  attempted  to  embody  in  words.  It  was  no  common  strain  he 
diose,  and  it  required  no  oomnum  power  of  execution  to  perform  it  wdl.  We 
do  not  saean  to  ssjr,  these  are  the  very  best  verses  which  could  have  been  writ, 
tenosiauchamibject;  we  only  n^elee  that  ttey  are  so  excellent  as  tlieyare^ 
and  will  have  the  ?ifec^  though  it  should  be  hi  never  so  partial  a  degree  of 
preserving,  and  extending  the  glory  of  our  national  Cham^on. 

The  battle  of  Fdlkiik,  In  Its  consequences  so  (iital  to  the  Scots,  was  fbught 
on  the  9Sd  of  July  '  '  8.  It  was  obsthiatsly  contested  for  along  time,  butthe 
superiority  of  the  English  in  the  number  of  their  cavalry,  decided  the  day. 
Some  hiatorians  alledge,  that  this  defeat  hjqipened  in  consequence  of  the  little 
piques  and  Jealousies  whidi  at  that  time  subsisted  amoqgst  the  leaders  of  the 
fiootttth  anay ;  but  this  ismexely  oonjeetursL  Ihe  Engbsh  authonate  una. 
nimous  in  thdr  praises  of  the  firmness  and  courage  displayed  by  their  ene. 
mies  on  that  occasion.  Langtoft  gives  a  curious  description.of  the  mode  in 
vhidi  the  Scottlsli  phalanx  sustained  the  onset : 

Ther  formast  courey,  thcr  bakkis  togidere  sette, 
Ther  speres  poynt  over  poynt,  so  five  and  so  tliikke. 
And  fisst  tc^idere  joynt,  to  se  it  was  ferlike. 
Ab  a  castelle  thei  stode,  that  were  waSed  with  stone, 
Thei  wende  ne  man  of  blode  thoigfa  thetan  suld  liaf  gone. 

The  life  bf  Wallace  b  minutely  detailed  in  the  metrical  work  of  Henry  the 
Alinstrel,  better  known  by  the  name  of  Blind  Harry,  which,  with  all  its  chro. 
ludogical  inaocurades  and  romantic  fictions,  muststill  be  considered  as  forau 
ing  a  part  of  authentic  history.  A  splendid  monument,  we  understand,  will 
within  a  short  ttaae^  be  ntsed  to  the  memory  of  the  Knig^  ef  lOlenlie,  at 
Glasgow.  On  the  10th  of  March  hist,  a  meeting  for  this  purpose  was  held  in 
the  town  hall  of  that  city,  and  there  is  every  probability  that  the  mcmument, 
when  it  is  erected,  will  net  only  redound  to  the  hraiour  of  the  country,  but  be 
vfMtfay  of  the  great  patriot,  whom  it  is  intended  to  commemorate. 
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Rm.wdl»  y«  dev^partacfs  of  peril*-— fiu«wdl! 

Tlw*  bmied  ye  lie  in  one  wide  Uoo^  gnve, 
Tour  deeds  shaU  emoble  flie  pla<!e  where  you  fell. 

And  your  names  be  enndl'd  with  the  sons  of  the  bnive. 
But  I,  a  poor  outcast,  in  exile  must  wander, 

Feihapsy  like  a  traitor,  ignohly  must  Se  ! 
On  thy  wiooga^  O  my  country !  indignant  I  ponder— 

Ah !  woe  to  the  hour  when  thy  Wallace  must  fly ! 


i*<»<^»»<«»^^^^»<» 


cxc 


SANG  IN  PRAIS  OF  SCHIR  WILY  AM  WALLAS, 


XKIOHT  OF  XLKISU^  AHD  CMMnOijV  OF  8COXLAin>t< 


Orir  Castell  and  Towre,  ovir  Citie  and  Toune, 

Flew  the  pennonis  of  Ingland  tryumphandli  waiyand ; 

Our  Lyoun  was  gyrit  and  our  Thrissill  duschit  do¥m, 
Nae  mair  in  the  field  the  fers  fae  wer  thai  braivand. 

f  This  mng  Ss  extracted  fhnn  an  Album  Rerum  Scoticanun,  bdonging  fn 
Mr.  James  Duncan,  Jun.  Booksdier  Saltmarket,  Glasgow—a  genOemanvvfl 
known  amongst  his  firiends  for  hU  wann  attadiment  tothe  antiquitte*  sodB* 
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kn^cel  dIth,fc.of<wrfaAe«ulmdfcd. 

^nd  Freedom's  fiur  fonn  was  all  manglt  and  deid. 

I 

But  a  bcme  firae  the  West  lyke  one  flaudit  o*  the  sun, 
Cre  he  derma  in  the  braid  sea*s  blew  busome  for  evir, 

Brast  owre  the  mirk  kjmrik  fell  tirannj  won, 

Revivand  ittis  spreit  and  devoirand  ittis  Reifar* 

That  beme  was  the  flasch  frae  the  suerd  o*  the  freea 

Quhilk  hung  bimest  and  ahene  in  tfai  hallis  EUerslie ! 

In^iit  joyaunce  the  rerd  of  the  bugill  yrung; 

Xliroch  the  holtia>  wuddis,  and  wildis  the  deip  war  cry 
was  roird. 
And  hie  to  the  blast  the  braid  banner  was  flung, 

Quhilk  bure  the  red  Lyoun  all  rampand  in  gold 
To  the  stryfi^  quhar  the  three  Libbartis  stalwartli  stude» 
There,  to  bathe  his  bricht  mane  and  his  fangis  in  thair  blade, 

Quha  raisit  owre  bauld  standart  ?  quha  drew  the  steill  glaive  ? 
Quha  redd  this  braid  yle  frae  oppressour  andfae  ? 


terature  of  hii>  native  land,  and  distinguishod  more  especially  for  the  zeal  and: 
activity,  with  which  be  first  act  on  foot  tiie  subMriptions  for  the  monument 
now  proposed  to  be  erected  in  Glasgow,  to  the  great  and  iUustrious  chief, 
whose  name  and  atchievements  are  emijalmed  In  the  memory  of  every  Scots, 
nian.  Aii  it  is  written  in  our  veniaaUsar  tongue,  though  ratbor  of  an  antique 
date,  we  consider  it  unnecenary  to  subjoin  any  glossary  to  such  words  as  are 
become  obsolete,  because,  with  them,  we  tiiink  it  behoves  all  our  countrymen 
to  be  conversant.  An  alltuion  Is  ttade  to  Che  arms  of  Scotland,  which  is  well 
known  was  the  Lion  rampaiit  Guks  la  a  field  Or,  within  a  tressure  azure ; 
tiuHC  of  England  in  the  time  of  Edward  I.  Three  leoiwu-ds  passant,  which, 
avording  to  tiic  use  of  oil  the  old  Scutthh  poets  are  termed  libbarUs. 

c  Q  o 
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It  was  Wallas,  fhe  flowre  of  Scottk  Chevalre  draiTe 

The  Suthroun  to  deid  in  the  battailis  deray. 
He  Tuschit  on  to  gloir  sempiterne»  and  to  save 
His  King,  and  bis  Countre,  he  nishh  to  the — gnvc  t 


/?•' 


^ 


-■■« ' 


cxa. 


AMID  LOCH  CAl»RINE*S  SCENERY  WILD. 


Allt— The  Lasgo'  Anranteenie. 


Amid  Loch  Cat'rine's  sceneiy  wild, . 

Is  seen  my  lassie's  dwelling. 
Where  eaircni'd  rocks  on  mountains  pird. 

Howl  to  the  sea-breeze  swelling: — 
SheVJwrer,  than  the  snaw  that  fa*s 

On  mountain's  summit  airy; 
Hie  sweetest  mountain  flow'r  ^at  blaws. 

Is  not  so  fair  as  I^lary* 
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*Tis  sweet  when  woodland  echo  rihg% 

Where  purlmg  streams  meander. 
But  sweeter  when  my  Mary  sings. 

As  thro*  the  glens  we  wander. 
The  wild  deer  on  the  mountain  side^ 

Thefiibrd  Elf  or  Fairy, 
Or  skiff,  that  skims  the  chrystal  tide. 

Moves  not  more  light  than  Mary. 

From  Lowland  plains  I*ve  wandor'd  ftr, 

In  endless  search  of  pleasure;' 
TiU  guided  by  some  friendly  star, 

I  found  this  lovely  treasure. 
Altho'  my  native  home  has  charms, 

Amang  these  hills  I'll  tarry; 
And  while  life's  blood  my  bosom  warm^ 

I'll  love  my  4,e8rest  Maiy. 


CXCII. 
A  MOMENT  PAUSE,  YE  BRITISH  FAIRf. 


A  moment  pause,  ye  British  fair. 
While  pleasure's  phantom  ye  pursue; 

t  Composed  by  a  lady,  on  seeing  In  a  M  of  new  music,  V  The  Waterloe 
Waltz." 


SOS 

And  say,  if  epn^ify  dance  or  air, 
Suit  with  tha  name  of  Waterkw? 
Awlbl  twui  the  victory  J 
Chasiea'd  dioald  the  tininph  be : 
Midst  dM  lanreU  sKe  has  won, 
Britain  mourns  lor  many  a  boa. 

Veil'd  in  clouds  the  morning  fose^ 
Nature  seem'd  to  mourn  the  day» 
Which  consign*d  belbre  its  dose, 
Thousands  to  their  ktadred  day^ 

How  unfit  fbr  courtly  baU» 
Or  the  giddy  festiral, 
Was  the  grim  and  ghastly  Tiew, 
Ere  evening  dos'd  on  Waterlo<v 

See  the  Highland  warrior  nishing» 

Firm  in  danger,  on  the  foe, 
Till  the  life-blood  wanply  gushing. 
Lays  the  plaided  hero  low  !    ' 

His  native  pipe's  accustom*d  sound, 
'Mid  war*s  infernal  concert  drown'd. 
Cannot  soothe  his  last  adieu. 
Or  wake  hi§  sleep  on  Waterloo. 

Chasing  o'er  the  cuirassier. 

See  the  foaming  charger  flying; 
Trampling,  in  his  'vrild'  ciireer, 

AU  aXike,  the  dead  aud  J>)ug» 
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See  the  bullets  thiougfa  his  side, 
Answer'd  by  the  spouting  tide ; 
Helmet,  horse,  and  rider  too. 
Roll  on  bloody  Waterloo. 

ShjJl  scenes  like  these  the  dance  inspire, 

Or  wake  the  enUV'ning  ikOCM  of  mitth? 
O I  shiTer'd  be  the  recreant  lyre^ 
That  gave  the  base  idea  birth! 

Other  soundfo,  I  Ween  were  there, 
Other  music  rent  the  air. 
Other  waitz  the  warriors  knew, 
When  they  closed  at  Waterloo. 

Forbear-— till  time  with  lenient  hand. 

Has  soothM  the  pang  of  recent  sorrow  ; 
And  let  the  picture  distant  stand, 
Xbe  aoftcning  hue  of  years  to  borrow. 

Wben  our  race  has  past  away,  ' 
Hands  unborn  may  wake  the  lay. 
And  give  to  joy  alone  the  view. 
Of  Britain's  fame  at  Waterloo. 
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cxcim 


TH£  MERMAia 


O  hesrd  you  the  Mermaid  of  the  sei^ 

When  the  ship  by  the  rock  was  sinking; 
Saw  yqu  the  Maid  with  her  ooml  cap^ 

A  health  to  the  sc»-nymphs  drinking.— 
The  morning  was  fair,  and  the  ocean  cahn. 

Not  a  breath  awoke  the  billow, 
The  foam  that  phiy*d  in  the  clefted  it>ck 

Was  the  Mermaid's  resting  pillow* 

-As  round  the  cave,  where  the  Mermaid  slept, 

The  vessel  light  was  sailing, 
A  voice  was  heard  in  the  gathering  storm, 

Of  Mariners  deeply  wailing ; 
And  loud  came  the  deep'ning  thunder-peal. 

The  white  waves  around  were  dashing, 
And  the  light  that  illumined  the  pathlete  way. 

Was  the  gleam  of  light'ning  flashing. 
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The  soils  are  tom,  tiw  ship  a  wreck ; 

ThB  Memudd  sweet  is  singing. 
And  the  crystal  halls  where  the  ae»*nyiiiphs  bathe» 

Are  merrily,  merrilynngtng. 
And  many  a  tear  fiur  these  Mariners  lo6t» 

From  maidens*  eyes  are  streaming, 
'While  recUess  they  sleep  in  their  wat'ry  afaroud, 

Nor  ef  ongfat  that's  earthly  dftamwy 


CXCIV. 


NOW  WINTER  IS  GANE  • 


Now  winter  is  gane  and  the  clonds  flee  away. 
Yon  bonny  blue  sky  how  delightfu*  to  see. 
Now  Unties  and  blackbifds  sing  on  ilka  spray 
That  flourishes  round  Woodhouselee. 
The  hawthorn  is  blooming, 
The  saft  breeze  perfuming^ 

«  We  estract  this  Sang  fWim  aidectton  madeby  Mr.  R.  A.  Smith,  Teacher 
of  MiMic,  ViMef,  Ibr  the  uie  of  his  Pupils,  where  alsooocuxs  the  ibllow- 
ioffnotioeooiioeniing  itsautfaon: 

**  It  m^  be  faiterestiiig  to  ifiany,  to  learn,  that  this  little  song  is  the  Joint 
production  of  the  late  Mr.  John  Hamilton  of  Edinburgh,  (author  of  the  po. 
pular  Soottith  song,  «  Up  in  the  morning  early,**)  ftc  and  'Tumahill.'* 
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O  come,  my  dear  Lusie^  the  season  U  gay. 
And  naefhing  mair  lovely  can  be ; 
Hie  primrose  and  laly. 
We'll  pu'  in  the  valley/ 
And  lean  when  we  Kke  on  some  gowaoy  brae^. 
Hiat  rises  beside  Woodboasdee.. 

Te  mind  when  the  answ  lay  see  deep  on  the  hiUi 

When  cauld  icy  cranreugfa  hung  white  on  the  tree, 
When  bushes  were  leafleasy  and  mournfully  sdll 
Were  the  wee  birds  o*  sweet  Woodhouselee. 
When  snaw  show'rs  were  fa*in^ 
And  wintry  winds  blawing^ 
liOud  whistling  o'er  mountain  and' meadow  so  chilly 
We  nuffk'd  it  wi'  sorrowing  ee : 

But  now,  since  the  fiowers 
Again  busk  th^  bowers, 
O  come^  my  dear  Lassie,  wi'  smiling  guidwill, 
And  wander  avQund  Woodhouselee. 


<•  Mr.  H.  wTot^  the  fine  stens^  for  an  ancient  Irish  m^Ooih  <*  Die^ 
haired  child,**  but  after  several  unavailing  attempts  to  proceed  fiurtheri  be 
appUed  to  TMinahlH,  through  the  medium  of  a  frioid,  for  a  second  vene;  io 
a  short  time  the  request  w^^  compUed  «tjith,.and  the  Bard  sent  it  to  his  friend 
with  the  following  note,  **  Mr.  Hamilton's  stan«a  is  admirpbijr  suited  to  the 
air ;  in  my  opinion  his  Unel^possess,  in  an  eminent  degree,  that  besutirul, 
natural  simplicity,  which  cliaracterizes  our  best  Scotish  songs;  Ibavest* 
tempted  to  adda  verse  to  it,  but  I  fear  you  will  think  it  bu^a  fngidproduc- 
U<m  i  the  original-one  is  so  ccnnplete  in  itself,-  that  he. who  tries  another  to  id 
labours  under  the  disadvantage  et  not  knowing  what  to  .say  farther  on  the 
subject.    Hoytever^^I  give  you  all  tljyt  I  cpuld  njakc  o{i\,*' 
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cxcv. 


CLAUDINE  LIVD  CONTENTED. 


fV»^*  UvM  contented,  and  peace  was  her  loC^ 
No  care  woi^d  haye  found  her  abode. 

Hadn't  "Lore,  that  destroyer,  one  day  to  her  co^ 
Unkindly,  shewn  Sorrow  the  road. 

To  Jjofwe,  she  unthinkingly  open*d  the  door. 
But  he  ]tfugb*d,  and  then  left  her, 

He  left  her,  because  she  was  poor. 

"With  jost  indignation,  she  saw  him  depart, 
And  perhaps  had  to  fiite  been  iesign*d. 

But  Lore  not  contented  with  stealing  her  heart, 
Unkindly,  left  Sorrow  behuML 

Ah !  .why,  simple  girl,  did  she  open  the  docny 
To  one  who  could  leave  her. 

Could  leave  her,  because  she  was  poor.. 
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CXCVIi 


THE  BRAES  OF  TAEROW  •• 


•«  Thy  bfiis  were  bonny,  Y«it)w  stream! 

When  first  on  thee  I  met  my  lover; 
Thy  bneshow  dreary.  Yarrow  stream! 

When  now  Ay  waves  his  body  cover! 
For  ever  now,  O  Yarrow  stream ! 

Tbou  art  to  me  a  stream  of  sorrow; 
For  never  on  thy  banks  shall  I 

Bdiold  my  love,  the  flower  of  Yarrow. 

H  He  promis'd  me  a  milk-white  steed, 
To  bear  me  to  his  father's  bowers; 

«  m  subject  of  the  toltowUig  tamert.  ^theipief  of  »3^Bgwfl»tf^^^ 
death  of  her  lover,  who  w»<Uawned  hi  the  )ftwrow.  «»*  »**W°^  ^ 
on  the  banks  of  that  rivulet,  which  recal  to  her  memory  •f^^'fr^h,,, 
passed  there  between  her  and  her  lover;  and  her  recollectwn  wm^ 
awakened,  every  circumsUncecmnected  with  their  interview*  ^^^ 
on  with  delight  Although  the  poem  cannot  lay  claim  to  onguiauiJ  ^ 
b^ng  founded  on  the  fragment  of  «  WiUle*.  drown'd  In  ^«"'^'  ;^ 
fihnple,  natural,  and  pathetks  style  In  which  It  is  composed,  P"«J^  ^(M 
with  any  poem  of  the  same  kind  to  our  language.  I*'^^^-nitf 
Rev.  Jbhn  Logan,  late  one  ofthe  Mii4)rt«i  of  South  Uith,aiB»o«»- 
and  refined  taste. 
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He  pramis*d  sm  m  little  peg^ 
"So  ifiHra  me  to  his  fittfaer's  tMren ; 

He  pranus'd  i&e  «  «««idi]i^ili>^ 

The  weMii%-4«f  irw  ikM  io*iti«RO«r$ 

Now  he  is  wedded  to  his  grave, 
Alas !  Us  iracwy  gnMre  Id 


^  Sweet  w»e  hie  weHisi  when  last  we  ttet$ 

^Ity  fNsiott  lis  freely  «eUI  him ; 
Chiq»*d  in  hift  Mtoa,  t  UhIs  tfMttgb^ 

That  J  iMti  %#w  «ior^  %tfiold  hidi  r 
Senee  washe  goiie»  I  sliw  hJB  g^iest; 

It  ^anUi'd  wj^  «  Aiisk  of  semiwt 
nuioe  did  the  water-wnuth  ascend. 

And  geve  a  doleful  groan  thro*  Tanom 

"  His  mother  from  the  window  look*d, 
With  all  the  longing  of  a  mother; 

His  little  sister  weeping  walked, 
mie  green-wood  path,  to  meet  her  brother: 

They  sought  him  east^  they  sought  him  west. 
They  sought  hhn  aB  the  forest  (faorotigh; 

They  only  saw  the  cloud  of  nighty 

^    Hiey  only  heard  the  roar  of  Yarrow ! 

*  No  longer  from  thy  window  look, 
Hiou  hast  no  son,  thou  tender  mother! 

Ko  longer  walk,  thou  lovely  maid ! 
Alto!  thou  hast  no  more  a  brother! 
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No  longer  sedc  him  east  or  weslt 

And  searcbno  more  the  forest  thonwgli^ 

For,  wandering  in  the  night  so  daik, 
He  fell  a  UfeleM  oorpse  in  Taixow. 

"  The  teajr  shall  nevnt  leave  my  diecky 

Ko  other  youth  shall  he  my  marrow; 
I'll  aedc  thy  bed;  in  the  sttcam^ 

And  then;  with  thee  1*11  sleep  in  Ytantotf* 
The  tear  did  ne?flir  lea^^  her  che^ 

No[  other  youth  beoame  her  maircMr; 
She  found  his  body  in  the  stream^ 

And  now  with  him  she  ^Lsegu  in  Yanoif' 


v*^^^^(^^ti^n^ 


CXCVII. 


THE  CYPRESS  AND  THE  YEW- 


O  I  hae  twin*d  wi*  mickle  love, 
A  garland  for  ye're  brow, 

But  wither'd  are  its  sweetest  flowery 
And  broken  is  ye*re  vow : 
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Syne  I  ^411  td^*  the  cjpress  metAf 
And  weavt  it  wi*  the  yew. 

Tbe  gPudsoiae  hcrars  of  lore  aire  gone, 

I  wist  na  ere  tbe^  q>ed. 
Hie  lily  pale  has  stain'd  my  dieelsy 

Tint  is  the  damask  red ; 
Hie  cypresa  shall  my  cbaplet  be 

To  bind  anrabd  my  faead| 

O  why  does  l«ve  sae  sweedy  smik^ 
And  gayest  flow'rets  strew? 

O  why  does  love,  the  fairest  flower, 
Slill  twine  about  with  me? 

The  rue  was  thine—but  aye  is  mine^ 
The  Cypress  and  the^  Yew. 


%»%^%%»%%^^^<'^^ 


CXCVIII. 


CARLISLE  YETTS*. 


Vthiie  was  the  rosc'in  his  gay  bonnet, 

As  he  foulded  zne  in  his  broocbed  plaidie; 

•  TUb little  piece,  no  less  enchanting  by  tlie  sweetness  and  simplicity  of  it» 
*?^^ean  by  the  xicbncw  of  its  poetical  beauties  ii  said  to  have  been  wrUtoa 
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His  hand  wh3k  clasped  the  trath  o*  Ime, 

O  it  was  aye  in  battle  readie ! 
His  lang  lang  hair  in  yellow  hanks, 

WaY*d  o*er  his  cheeks  sae  sweet  and  ruddie; 
But  now  they  wave  o'er  Carlisle  Yetts 

In  dripping  ringlets  clotting  bloodie. 

My  father's  blood's  in  that  flower-tap. 

My  brother's  in  that  hare-bell's  blossom. 
This  white  rose  n^as  steeped  in  my  luve's  blood. 

And  I'll  aye  wear  it  in  my  bosom'. 

#  #  *  •  •  * 


by  li  young  woman,  during  the  icbellkm  of  1745.    'Whether  the  individual, 
who  is  the  subject  of  the  piece  before  us,  bore  any  rank  in  the  Higbland  ar. 
my  is  uncertain ;  but  it  would  appear,  £hat,  on  account  ofhis  attachment  to 
the  cause  of  Prince  Charles,  he  had  fallen  a  victim  to  the  sanguinary  ma. 
surcs  of  the  times,  when  tlie  blood  of  the  vanquished  was  considered  as  th^ 
only  atonement  that  could  be  made.    Certain  it  is,  that  the  measures  punuo' 
by  the  English  army,  after  their  decisive  victory  at  Cullodcn,  were  by  &' 
means  calculated  to  soothe  tite  iritation,  and  win  the  afltectaons  of  s  bnTc 
and  generous  people.    The  Duke  of  Cumberland,  after  marching  the  min 
body  of  his  army  to  Fort  Augustus,  sent  parties  of  his  men  round  the  High- 
lands, which,  wherever  they  carae,.plnrd(>/cd  the  peaceable  ^habitaat«,  :ntl 
drove  off  thdr  cattle,  whilst  thousands  of  families  perishoJ  either  b}'  is:^^ 
or  thasword.    Neither  old  nor  young,  ri^h  uor  poor,  were  exempted  from 
the  brutal  ferocity  of  the  fioglish  soldier>-,  who  put  tp  dsath,  in  ooUUoal. 
incredible  numbers  of  a  people  whom  they  would,  in  all  probability,  ^^ 
trembled  to  meet  on  equal  terms  on  the  field.  Even  the  presence  of  the  Cod* 
mander  in  Chief  had  no  etSxt  in  pultinir  astop  to  the  shiughter ;  for,  vfaiU  N 
men  were  engaged  in  those  scenes  of  horror,  he  was  amusing  himself  and  bis 
staff,  with  horse  and  foot  races !    Throughout  the  whole  country,  the  greatest 
exertions  were  made  to  ai^rehend  the  followers  of  Charles,  who  himself,  w«« 
closely  pursued  throu^  tlie  Highland^.    Of  two  liimdred  and  niMteen  per- 
sons who  were  tried,  seventy-seven  were  executed ;  amcmg  whom  were  se- 
venteen officers,  who  wei'e  hanged,  drawn,  and  quartered  on  Kensington  Can- 
on, iM^ar  London  j  nine  executed  in  the  same  manner  at  Carliste,  and  tlcvefi 
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When  I  came  first  by  merry  Carlide^ 

"Was  ne*er  a  town  aae  sweetly  seemmg; 
The  White  Rose  flaunted  owre  the  wall. 

The  Thistl'd  baanera  fiur  were  streaming  I 
When  I  came  next  by  merry  Carlisle^ 

O  sad,  sad  seem*d  the  town  and  eerie ! 
The  auld,  auld  men  came  out  and  wept, 

'*  O  maiden,  come  ye  to  seek  ye*re  dearie  ? 


TIiere*8  ae  drap  o*  bhide  atween  my  breasts. 
And  twa  in  my  links  o'  hair  sae  yellow ; 

The  tane  1*11  ne'er  wash,  and  the  tither  ne'er  kame. 
But  I'll  sit  and  pray  aneath  the  willow. 

at  York.  It  may  not  be  untoteresting  to  our  readers,  to  state,  reacting 
Pfince  Charles,  that,  after  many  suffbrings,  he  escaped  into  France,  where 
he  renoaincd  somc'oontlderable  time.  Beidgv  however,  eventuaHy  obU{;ed 
to  quit  that  country,  he  retired  into  Italy,  when,  becoming  disgusted  with  the 
ceremonies  of  the  Romish  religion,  he  came  over  to  London,  and  rcnounc:>d 
it  ill  a  Chapel,  in  Gray's-Inn  Lane,  under  his  own  name  of  Charles  Btuart. 
>Vhat  14  somewKat  ronarkiiMe,  he  came  over  again  to  I^uduu  in  lltiO  to 
^itiiesu  the  coronalior>  of  his  present  Majesty,  aft«r  Which  he  returned  to 
Italy,  and  went  to  Rome  on  the  death' of  his  father  In  1766,  whe?  the  Pope  re- 
>used  to  acknowledge  him  King.  BcBides^  none  of  the  CatboUc  Courts 
*ould  liitten  10  his  claim,  and  in  consequence  he  refused  that  of  Prince  of 
^Vales,  and  assumed  the  title  of  Cdunt  of  Albany.  In  1772  he  married  the 
I^incess  Louisa  Mayfmfflana  Carolina  ide  Stolberg  Gufedenn,  by  whom  he 
^  no  issue.  From  that  period  he  resided  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Florence 
till  his  death,  on  the  31st  Jan.  1788,  (aged  e>7)  when  it  was  found  that  he  had 
^ueathed  hU  fortune  to  a  natural  daughter,  the  Duehess  d  Albany,  whom 
b«  legitimated  by  the  approbationof  the  King  of  France.  To  his  brother,  the 
Caidjnal  York,  he  left  two  tliousand  ounces  of  silver.  The  Cardinal  dietl  a 
few  year^  ago,  being  the  last  of  OxQ  nude  line  of  an  illustrious,  but  unfortu* 
'^■'•te  houi«e« 
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Wmt,  wae  upon  Unt  crod  hearty 

Wae,  WM  upon  tfatt  hand  ne  bloodii^ 

linnlk  fcMts  in  our  lidMifc  Soottiflh  bhide^ 
Andttaks  Me  dmnij  a  doieAi'  widoir. 


%%»%i»^»%»»i%«»»%%» 


CXCIX* 


THE  MURNTNG  MATBEN. 


May  heayen  holpe  the  Hayde^ 
'Whome  false  love  hathe  betraydde^ 

Sitfa  the  worlde  has  ne  pitye  but  aoome 
For  the  mayden  who  may» 
Haye  wandredde  astraye^ 

And  with  lore,  griefe  and  wodenesse  *  is  tomei 

In  the  goode  grene  woodde, 
A  whyte  thome  tree  stoodde» 

And  acentedde  the  duske  yalley  aronndey 
And  {kere  was  a  riTer, 
Thilk  murmuredde  ever* 

With  right  plcasaunt  and  sxlverye  soimde* 

*  Madnou. 


What  inwitte  *  oould  hsve  tfaoughte^ 
That  the  pksaunoe  is  yboughte^ 

Of  a  xnomente^  with  yones  of  sorrowvy 
Or,  that  the  flofte  delyghte^ 
Of  one  d^ewye  twilygfate^ 

Sbolde  fansto  f  into-stormes  on  the  monowew 

jHie  brighte  violette  grewe, 
And  the  red  rose  threwe. 

Its  riche  fragmunce  whilome  on  the  aire : 
The  ni^tingale's  dere  songe, 
jElixough  the  wide  forreste  ynmge ; 

All  the  qsnte  of  swete  love  regneddef  there. 

Butte  mie  false  love  has  fledde; 
All  mie' brighte  hopes  are  dedde; 

CSasedde  §  hearte  and  fam'eforloie  U  be  to  meoi 
Tjapedde,f  what  co^ne  I  doe, 
Butte  where  thilke  whyte  thome  grewe^ 

To  digge  my  colde  grave — ^thenne,  to  die. 


« UndentandiDf.  f  Bunt      •       t  Bvigned.  ^  BroksQi 

II  Utterly  lotU  1  Deceived. 
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MAEY. 


AIR— Blade  eyed  Sunn. 


The  mm  wm  wearing  down  the  liA, 
The  gloamin  Tmpours  fa'ing  chilly 
The  clouds  did  owre  the  carry  ahift, 
And  lowne  the  breeze  was  on  the  hill; 
When  pensive^  Mary^  down  by  Cactha  atray'd^ 
I^amenting  Willie  'neath  the  gowan  laid. 

In  this  retired  rural  scene, 

Far  frae  the  paths  o'  toil  and  care^ 
How  happy  I  wi*  him  bae  been, 
And  tiMed  bUss,  1*11 4flMe  aae  mair. 
The  present  moments  by  unnoted  flew, 
While  mair  endearing  every  meeting  grew. 

Hie  siller  firs  that  oTerhang 
Yon  iairy  core  below  the  brae^ 

Aft  echoed  to  my  Willie's  sang 
Saft  as  the  blackbird^s  evening  lay. 
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Kow  edio  doepi  m&m  the  gloomy  grot 
Save  when  tome  waiblcr  tunes  his  msllow  note. 

Wi*  WOlie  I  hae  waunnert  here 

When  light  was  fiaded  iiae  the  sky; 
An*  kentna  wfaai  it  was  to  iBar« 
When  a*  that  held  my  heart  was  nigh ; 
£*en  sable  dai^ess  has  peculiar  charms 
l^en  lovers  fondly  sigh  in  ithers  arms* 

O!  when  hi  secNt  I  review 

Joys,  memory  shall  never  tine; 
I  fed  in  nameless  pangs  anew 
That  wreldtedness  fbr  life  is  mtne» 
O  !  I  could  every  human  ill  sustain, 
But  vranting  Willie^  comfort  I  disdain. 

To  me  the  vernal,  tints  of  spring 

Can  naught  of  happiness  impart ! 
I  joyless  hear  the  linnets  sing. 

For  hope  is  banish'd  frae  my  heart; 
Whispers  a  wamhig  voice  in  my  decay. 
Come,  join  thy  WilKc,  virgin,  come  away. 
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WARILY,  STEADLLt. 


The  stonn  sweeps  wildly  Huoiif^  Ifae  fitjf 
And  loud  the  angiy  waters  raor. 

Our  bsfk  hath  liy'd  in  tempest  high. 
But  such  as  tfass  ne'er  faraT*d  before  ; 

Hien  warily,  steadily,  hefansman,  steer. 

And  we  yet  the  headland  cape  may  dear. 

Round  the  fight*ning  wings  its  iligh^ 
0*er  our  heads  the  thunders  roU, 

But  in  the  storm  as  in  the  fi^t, 
No  fear  should  shake  the  seaman's  soul : 

Then  warily,  steadily,  helmsman,  steer. 

And  we  yet  the  headland  cape  may  dear* 

The  storm  is  o'er,  the  sky  serene. 
The  destin'd  Port  is  now  in  new. 

Yet  many  a  danger  lurks  unseen. 
Let  each  then,  to  hb  post  be  true : 

O  warily,  steadily,  helmsman,  steer. 

And  soon  our  B^k  will  the  offing  clear. 
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*Tb  done-'^-Bt  length  we  stMy  meoTf 
And  tnnapMt  fills  eecfa  Munan's  breastf 

To  tsead  again  tbe  wiflh'*d-for  shore. 
And  be  by  dearest  fraends  caiest  i 

TcC  wanly»  steadily,  saildr,  steer. 

There  are  .daagcrs  .still  on  shoro  to  fear« 

ecu. 

MARY  CAMPBELL  f. 
AIRrf— Dayi  o*  Lsngq^e. 


The  primrose  may  blaw  in  the  dawn  o*  the  springs 

In  the  grey  dewy  evening  the  mavis  may  sing, 

The  white-breasted  gowan  may  deck  the  green  shaw, 

Ai)d  the  red  rose  o'  summer  perfuming  may  blaw, 

But  the  sad  sighing  echoes  a'  join  me  to  tell, 

That  these  sweets  canna  bring  me  my  Mary  Campbell. 

f  T^is  Song  tras  composed  on  learning  that  Mary  CampbcD  was  the  name 
of  Burns*  '*  tlighland  Mary,"  and  althou^  that  tmmortal  author  has  hlm« 
Klf  pourtrayed  in  characters  the  most  touching,  his  giief  for  the  loss  of  his 
*?ary,  in  the  pathetic  Songs  of  «  The  Highland  lassie,  O."  **  Mary  in  Hea- 
^^"  and  others,  so  as  to  supersede  the  necessity  of  any  other  commemora- 
tive composition  on  tiie  subject,  yet  it  mutt  be  allowed  that  the  present  effh- 
f^'m  is  not  altogether  superfluous  nor  unimpressive*  <*  My  Highland  lassie ' 
^^ys  the  Ayrshire  Bard)  was  a  warm-hearted,  charming  young  creature 
^  ever  Ucssed  a  man  with  generous  love.    After  a  pretty  long  tract  of  the 

•  z  e     ^ 
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I  hae  seen  the  grey  linMt  «ft  fobb*d  o*  its  yomig, 

Heaitl  the  sweel-n^big  kyve-notes  dnsp  Mft  fitae  its  tongue^ 

And  the  stray'd  lambies  bfoadng  «n  bosk  end  on  bme^ 

But  never  till  now  was  mj  poor  heart  so  wae, 

Tho*  the  wild  warbling  miiaio  sounds  srwaee  IfavQiigh  the  dell, 

Still  I  sigh  in  deep  ivoe  for  my  Mary  OwnphiM. 

I  linger  a'  landy  by  Ayr's.  wi|(^|^  stream. 
Where  my  dear  "  Highland  Mary  "  adom'd  the  sweet  scene. 
Where  the  white  mantlM  hawthorn  has  shelter*d  my  maid» 
And  the  wild  roving  edio  p1ay*d  saft  thiough  the  ghide^ 
But  these  rural  endearments  increase  sorrow's  kneU, 
And  mind  me  anew  of  my  Mary  CampbelL 

Her  e*e  was  nuur  bright  than  yon  star  in  the  sky. 
Health  bloom'd  on  her  cheek  with  the  wild  roses  dye. 
Her  sail  bosom  rose  like  a  pure  wreath  of  snaw, 
But  the  heart  it  conceai'd  was  the  dearest  of  a'. 
Ah  !  pale  weeping  sorrow  has  rung  the  death-knell. 
And  robb*d  me  of  joy  and  my  Mary  CampbelL 

most  axdent  reciprocal  «tt8cbment,  we  met,  by  appointment,  onthcaeoond 
Sunday  of  May,  in  a  sequestred  spot  by  the  banks  of  Ayr,  where  we  spent 
"^dayin  taklnir  a  lareweH,  before  she  ahoold  eadnrk  for  the  Wc«  iii#w 
"OS,  to  arrange  matten  among  her  friends  for  our  projected  diange  in  Bfc." 
t..Wh  ^  **•  »«"**'»«*  ^i«»  *n  tho«  simple  and  striking  cenamiials* 
^TJ^''''!^'^"''^^  has  devised  to  prolong  tender  emotions,  and  to  in- 
laved  thM,K^  *!^*"  •'*^  on  each  side  of  a  smaU  purling  brook;  they 

?^S^^'7"~*^**'^*^'^*^^°*»»«^    -AtthcdoseoTAa. 

««i  to  the  gt»vs  la  a  few  days,  be&w  I  could  even  httff  of  her  ah»'' 

^Cromek. 
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CCIII. 


IN  VAIN  THOU  CALL'ST. 


la  ynm  thou  oatt'it  te  a  miitbftd  ttulc^ 

Morna,  lo  glaace  o*er  wj  cfaeek  of  woe^ 
'When  the  aeon.  tbM  sits  in  thine  e^  the  vrtule^ 

Bids  the  dew  of  my  sonows  flow. 
Ch !  fly  with  me  cwift  o*er  mxm  and  brake  ; 

Oh!  fly  fPCBH  this  lonely  wwi^iiid  glade ; 
My  charger  rfiaii  speed  for  thy  loT*d  sake, 

AndgUstan  fiir  thee  shall  my  temper'd  blade. 

If  e'er  my  socil^  fin  a  playfiil  hour, 

Seem*d  ea  enttancM  by  anothei^B  wile, 
And  hung  with  bliss  on  the  magic  power, 

That  ever  lurks  in  a  ruby  smile ; 
Then  if  my  frame  with  feeling  tvembl'd. 

And  way*ring  brieath  my  bosom  drew, 
*Twas  that  the  smUe  on  her  dhetk  resembrd 

The  softest  smile  I've  ador'd  in  you* 
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CCIV. 


INVITATION. 


Thou  must  not  linger,  lovely  one, 

Witliin  tby. bower,  but  come  away; 
The  floowl  of  winter  past'  and  gone^  " 
.    Now  Apil  sh^  her  mildest  mj» 


"./. 


The  lily,  bending  on  its  stem. 

Waves  graceful  o*er  the  silver  streem; 

Bedecked  with  many  a  bonny  gem. 
The  fields,  glance  in  the  morning  beam* 

Nurst  by  the  genial  sun  and  breese^ 
And  watered  by.  the  kindly  shower. 

The  blossom  swells  upon  the  trees, 

The  briar  and  broom  put  forth  their  floweft 

Now  frisk  the  lambs  along  the  lei^ 
Or  peaceful  bronze  the  tender  blade; 

The  nimble  hares,  in  amorous  glee. 
Are  sporting  down  the  hawthorn  glade* 
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Hie  mkigliiig  ocnoert  of  the  grote^ 
Awakes  to  hail  ike  Tenul  r«ign; 

Each  -wartding  Toice^  attun'd  to  lorc^ 
Blends  in  one  uft  hannoBioiis  itmin. 

We^ll  bend  cur  steps  to  yonder  hill, 
Bespangl'd  with  the  early  dew ; 

Or  stray  where  flows  the  munn'ring  liUt 
And  all  our  youthful  vows  renew. 

Tliou  miist  not  linger,  lovely  onc^ 
Within  thy  bower,  but  come  away ; 

The  scowl  of  winter  past  and  goi^.  . , 
Now  April  sheds  his  mildest  ray. 


CCV. 


DRIED  BE  THAT  TEAR.* 


Dri(«l  bfe  that  tear,  my  gentlest  love ! 
Be  hush'd  tliat  struggling  sigh, 

»  The  author  tof  this  poetical  efftrsion,  was  R.  B.  Shcndan,  E8q;.-;Haz!itt,  In 
liis  critique  on  that  eminent  man,  says,  he  has  justly  been  called  "  a  starvt' 
the  first  magnituUe,**  and  indeed  among  the  Condo  writerBof  the  last  century 
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if  or  season's  day»  norfiite  shall  provc^ 

More  fix'dy  mote  true  than  I ! 
Hush'd  be  that  sigh,  be  dried  that  tear ; 
Cease,  boding  doubti  cease,  anxious  fear* 


Do6t  ask  how  long  my  tows  shaB  stay, 

When  all  that's  new  is  past? 
How  long,  my  Delia !  can  I  say. 

How  long  my  life  will  last? 
Dried  be  that  tear,  be  hush'd  that  tiffip 
At  least  rUlove  thee  tiU  I  die. 

And  does  that  thought  aff^  thee  too, 

The  thought  of  Silvio's  death ; 
That  he,  who  only  breathes  for  you. 

Must  yield  that  faithful  breath? 
Hush'd  be  that  sigh,  be  dried  that  tear. 
Nor  let  us  lose  our  heaven  while  here. 

lie  shines,  **  like  Hespcnu  among  the  lener  lights.**  He  has  left  four  ffcd- 
Icnt  Drama*  behind  him,  all  difibrent,  or  of  different  kinds,  and  aD  cxodtoit 
in  their  way,  vis.  the  School  for  Scandal,  the  RivaL$,  the  Duenna,  the  Critic* 
His  songs  are  not  to  be  equalled ;  they  have  a  Joyous  4>irit  of  tntoxiOBlioD 
in  them,  and  a  spirit"  of  the  most  melting  tendemeai.  Sheridan  mi  n(A 
only  a  dramatic  writer,  but  a  fint^iate  parliamentary  speaker.  fB$  cba- 
racteristics  as  an  orator,  were  manly,  unperverted  good  sense,  and  keea 
irony.  Wit,  which  has  been  thought  a  tw&«dged  ^we^Nxn,  was  bybii" 
always  employed  by  the  same  side  of  the  question<-^  think*  on  the  ris^t 
one.  His  set  and  more  laboured  speeches,  were  piopertionsi)!!  abortive, 
and  unimpressive ;  bat  no  one  was  equal  to  Mm  In  seplyiag  on  the  (p^  <^^ 
the  moment  to  pompous  absurdity,  and  unnveUQag  the  wd>  of  <K>^ 
sophistry.  He  was  the  last  accomplished  debater  of  the  House  of  ConMi^: 
an  ornament  of  private  and  public  life;  universally  beloved;  avit  spda 
patriot,  to  boot  i  a  poet  and  an  boaeit  xom,'*  Bonv  175}..  Died  1S1& 
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THE  TWIN  RDSES. 


J. 
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The  night-dew  fell  on  a  knrely  rose, 
Fredi  op'ning  to  the  view. 

That  soft  reclin*d  upon  its  twin^ 
Of  rich  and  dafnask  6ue. 


Fan'd  bjr  the  breeze,  they  gently  form'd. 

And  seem'd  to  lire  as  one ; 
And  swird,  sweet  as  the  pearly  drops, 

That  in  the  sunbeam  shone. 

Secure  amidst  the  sheltering  bower. 
They  twin'd  with  artless  tie  : 

But  sever'd  by  the  mom's  Vude  blasts 
One  drooped,  and  sunk  to  die. 

The  rnsQ  upon  its.slender  stem. 

As  if  with  -sorrow  press'd  ; 
Wvf'do'etits  twio4>ud  lowly  Uid» 

f^o  more  by  smiles  caress'd« 


»^- ., 
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Haria  markM  the  lovely  gem. 

Fresh  glittering  in  the  ray; 
The  tear-drop  dew*d  its  kindred  flower, 

Hiat  withering  died  away. 

'Twas  thus  lor^  twin'd  around  that  heart. 
False  £dward*8  smiles  had  won : 

Hope  fled,  and  like  the  lovely  rose. 
She  droop*d,  to  die  alone^ 


CCVII- 


BLOW  ON,  YE  WILD  WINDS.  • 


AIR.~My  k)dgii^  is  on  the  eoM  gtaund. 


Blow  on,  ye  wild  winda^  o*er  his  ballow'd  graT^ 

Thy  musie  is  sweet  to  the  esr  s 
And  lovely  thy  mountains,  tliough  mantVd  in  snow, 

As  tlie  fragrant  smile  of  tlud  ye^> 

4  Tliefif  lines  were  <iompo«ea  tar,  ftnfl  ning  at  the  cekbrtti*  of 
n[  Burns,  held  at  Paislqr^  on  A^fiOtti  of  January  181 A 
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^eiy  wdntery  tbougii  iokles  hang  on  thy  btoWf 

And  nature  disconnoUrte  mounis; 
Yet  Scotia  wiHk  ever  exult  in  thy  lagn. 

For  she  owes  thfiCidia.biith  ef  a  Buni& :  . . 

When  your  beUowing  tempests,  incassant  and.fiep» 

Terrifidy  howl  tfarou^  the  sky: 
Do  you  visit  a  spot  where  his  £une  is  anknown^l 

A  i^ot  where  'twill  wither  or  die. 

Ye^  yesy  the  bright  £une  of  the  hard  will  decay,-— 

For  nature  itself  will  exfore '. 
But  the  last  lofer's  song^  o'er  the  wfedc  of  iiianiun<( 

Will  echo  his  beaarealy  hptt.  I 


m^  »^%»»<»^»^  %/^^ 


CCYIII. 


HAVE  you  N0T4S££N  THE  TIMID  TEAR, 


Have  you  not  eeoi  the  thnid  tear# 
Steal  gently  from  mine  eye? 

Have  yen  not  maik'd  the  flush  of  feari 
Or  caught  the  miinnur'd  sigh? 


3S* 

Ai|d  ct*  y«a  tlOric  ihy  love  it  cliiO; 

Nor  fix*d  on  yoa  aiote? 
And  can  ;ioit  tuad^by  douUmg  stiB» 

A  hoBt  i*  miicb  yoUr  o«m? 

%  jaa  ujr  MaTs  «Actaotta  move, 
Deyontly  wma  and  tmw; 

J^UfelM  boMiAiak  of  iora^ 
One  loni^  tog  lihoui^  of  joiu 

Zf  idlydttr  ttnte^  AEfli  i».o*«r« 
If  still  my  heart  yon'U  try: 

Alas!  IkaowbufeaBdpnwfmaNi^ 
ril  bless  your  n«i#  ^diat 


CCIX. 


*tt«  «AtLOft  BOY'S  ADIEIT. 


The  boatswain's  a^  Vlwlde  pip'd  aHJupds  ahoyv 
The  word,  to  weigji  aachor  was  giTtn» 

When  pale  tiiin*d. ilia  cheek  of  lfea|Kwr. Sailor  BDfr 
His  eyes  were  uplifM  to  hmm^ 
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bA  was  it  dismay  that  affected  his  breast, 

Or  dread  of  the  deep  that  pervaded  his  feelings  ? 

h !  no,  'twas  a  passion  more  keenly  exprest, 

*Twas  the  throb  of  affection,  'twas  Nature's  appealings. 

o  home  and  te  kindied  hc*4  bidden  f^rewtell,)  ( » 
He  strove  his  sensations  to  smother, 

(ut  mem'ry  had  bound  round  his  bosom  h^  spell, 
And  he  mus*d  on  the  words  of  his  mother :— - 
My  hope  is  thy  conduct,  thy  father  is  dead, 
'<  Be  true  to  thy  king,  and  ne'er  shrink  from  thy  duty, 

'  The  furrows  of  age  on  my  temples  are  spread, 
*'  Thy  sister  h^  nought  but  her  virtue  and  beauty." 

He  Sailor  Boy^s  cheek  was  bedewM  with  a  tear. 

His  messmates  beheld  his  emotion, 
VTith  hearty  huzzas  his  young  bosom  they  cheer, 

It  swell*d  with  a  loyal  devotion : 
Aloft  up  the  shrouds  to  his  duty  he  flew. 

His  heart  glow'd  with  courage,  all  obstacles'  braving, 
From  his  neck  his  deak*  sister's  last  token  he  drew, 

The  pledge  of  her  love  from  tlie  top  gallant  waving. 
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OCX. 


TAKE,  OH,  TAKE  THOSE  LIPS   AWA^f- 

'  AIBr^G^itly  touch  tiie  wazbUng  lyre. 


Take,  oh,  tak«  lliosc  lips  Away> 

That  80  sweetly  were  forsworn  ; 
And  those  eyes^  tlie  break  of  day. 

Lights  that  do  mislead  the  morn : 
But  my  kisses  bring  again. 
Seals  of  love,  but  sealed  In  mnf 

Hide,  oh,  hide  those  hills  of  snow 

Which  thy  frozen  bosom  bears. 
On  whose  tops  the  pinks  that  grow. 

Are  of  those  that  April  wears : 
But  fost  set  my  poor  heart  free, 
Bound  in  those  icy  chains  by  thee ! 

■f  These  elegant  stantas,  so  jusCIy  admired  for  their  extreme  stwetnf?'* 
hare  b(H>n  generally  ascribed  Co  Fletcher,  in  whoM  tradcgy  of  RoIIo,  Dvitf 
of  Nomiandy,  they  are  to  be  found,  but  as  the  first  ot'thinn  had  anx^vt^* 
a  considerable  time  before,  in  Shokosp'are's  Measure  for  Measure,  and  as  oil 
the  songs  introduced  into  tliat  autlior's  plays,  seem  to  hare  been  his  own 
eoraposition,  Mr.  Mak>ne,  in  his  improved  edition  of  ^akeKpcarc*«  Sanncf-s 
hw,  (wc  think  with  justice),  inserted  tiiem  as  his. 
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THE  LAKE  OF  THE  DISHfAi;^  SWAMP  ». 


rss* 
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''  They  made  her  a  grave  too  cold  and  damp, 

**  For  a  soul  ao  warm  and  true ; 
**  And  Bhe*8  gone  to  the  lake  of  the  dismal  swampy 

Wliere^  all  night  long,  by  a  fir&.fly  lamp, 

**  She  paddUes  her  white  canoe* 


*  This  aflbctiDg  Uttte  piece  is  fVom  the  pen  of  Mr.  lliomai  Moore»  and 
is  founded,  be  tdls  us,  on  a  story  curr^t  in  Norfcdk,  in  America,  oi  a  young 
man,  who  lost  his  reason  upon  ttie  death  of  a  girl  [whom  he  loved, 
and  who»-  suddenly  dinappearing  from  his  flriends,  was  never  afterwards 
heard  of.  As  he  had  frequently  said,  in  his  ravings,  that  the  girl  was  not 
dead,  hut  gene  to  the  dismal  swamp,  it  is  supposed  he  had  wandered  into 
that  dreary  wilderness,  and  had  died  of  hunger,  or  been  lost  in  some  of  its 
dreadful  morasses.^— The  great  dismal  swamp  is  ten  or  twelve  miles  distant 
from  Norfolk,  and  the  lake  in  the  middle  pf  it  (about  seven  miles  long) 
is  called  Dnuamond's  Pond. 

Amid  the  ringular  constellation  of  genius  that  at  present  illuminates  our 
poetical  h<»rixon,  the  star  of  Moore  shines  with  no  weakly  lustre,  lliis 
eminent  individual,  the  only  son  of  Mr.  Garret  Moore,  formerly  a  respecta- 
lile  merchant  in  Dublin,  afid  who  still  resides  there,  was  bom  May  SSth, 
1*^0.  yVhile  attendhig  the  grammar  school  of  that  city,  he  evinced  such 
precocity  of  talent,  as  determined  his  fiuher  to  give  him  the  advantages  of 
a  superior  educatioB ;  and»  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  he  was  entered  a  studentf 
in  Trinity  CoUege.  . 
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«  And  her  fire-fly  litmp  I  soon  sball  se«v 

<*  And  her  paddle  I  soon  shall  bear  ; 
"  Long  and  loving  otir  life  shall  be, 
*<  And  1*11  hide  the  maid  in  a  cypress  treei 
•<  Whenihe  footstep  of  death  is  near  1" 

Away  to  the  dismal  swamp  he  speedfr— 

His  path  was  rugged  and  sore, 
Through  tangPd  juniper,  beds  of  reeds, 
Through  many  a  fen,  where  the  serpent  feeds. 

And  man  ne'er  trode  before ! 


Mr.  Moore,  during  hb  stay  at  the  university.  Was  ho  less  distingiuyied  fat 
an  entfauAiastic  attachment  to  the  liberty  and  independence  of  his  couDtry, 
than  for  the  ifdeDdour  of  his  daasical  aoquiiements,  and  die  sociability  of  htf 
disposition.  In  November,  1799,  he  became  a  member  of  the  Hon.  Sodetf 
of  the  Afiddle  Temple ;  and  the  following  year,  before  he  had  eonipletcd 
the  twentieth  of  his  age,  published  his  English  translation  of  the  Odes  of 
Anacreon,  with  notes.  Into  this  version,  though  it  is  not  entirely  tei 
from  &ulU,  Mr.  Moore  has  succeeded  in  transfusing  a  greater  portitKi  of  the 
spirit  of  the  joyous  old  Teian,  than  any  other  transIatcH'  who  has  hUheno 
made  the  attempt. 

On  his  arrival  in  London,  the  fame  of  his  abilities  made  his  ftiend-hipbe 

courted  by  the  most  distinguished  literary  ch^rarters ;  while  the  briHiancy  (■i 

,  his  conversation,  and  the  unassuming  modesty  of  his  manners,  rBcommeDd€d 

him  to  the  fashionable  and  polished  circles  of  high  life    Assuming  the  lirti. 

tious  name  of  Little,  he,  in  1801,  {uiblisbed  a  volume  of  original  ponns* 

chiefly  amatory.     These,  though  exhibiting  gtcat  merit  in  their  compc^)- 

tion,  arc,  many  of  (Iiem,  too  warm  in  their  colouring,  and  arc  apt  tole 

pernicious  in  their  moral  tendency  ,  The  pen  of  Mr.  Jcflrey,  hiivp%cr^ 

Ijcstowed  on  them  the  castigation  they  dcser>'ed ;  and,  from  "the  pure,  nav 

even  pious  strain  of  feeling  that  pervades  some  of  his  recent  vrodurtiinis  *•■' 

have  rcison  to  Leiicve  that  the  rebuke  was  not  given  in  vc;n.     In  ih* 

autumn  of  ISO.%   Mr.  Moore,  leaving  obtained  an  ap|H>i))tir.eut  from  iJ" 

Actmiralit}-,  embarLcd  for  Bt^niuda,  but  not  finding  the  Mtu:Mit«  confrc.u:: 
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And  when  on  the  earth  he  sunk  to  sleep, 

If  slumber  his  eyelids  knew. 
He  lay,  where  the  deadly  vine  doth  weep 
Itsvenomousltear,  and  nightly  steep 

The  flesh  with  blistering  dew! 

And  near  him  the  she-wolf  sdrr*d  the  farak% 
And  the  copper-snake  breatfaM  in  his  ear, 
TQl  be  startmu^  cried,  ftom  his  dream  awake, 
**  Ob  !  when  ahall  I  see  the  dualcy  lake^ 
"  And  the  white  canoe  of  my  dear?* 


>*• 


>' 


He  saw  the  lake^  and  a  meteor  bright 

Quick  o*er  its  surfiu»  play'd— 
•*  Wdcome,'*  be  said,  »  my  dear  oneV light !" 
And  the  dim  shore  echoed,  for  many  a.  n^t^ 

The  name  of  the  death-cold  maid! 


tohi«  hiliita  and  temper  of  mind,  he  rerigned  H,  ind  after  maldnc  atom 
through  part  of  the  United  atitei,  sad  mimMng  there  dmat  a  twejyemoptb, 
vetuned again  to  England.  IhefoUowing  year,  heprintad  his  remarks  on 
the  manaeri  and  society  of  ABMrica,  tea  woKkenflUed*  Odes  and  E^pistlefc** 

Shioe  that  time  heJias  been  once  in  Paris,  and  tfevena  tines  Hi  Dublin, 
lib  natal  dtj,  at  which  bit  plaee  the  moat  flatteiing  liODoun  were  paid  to  his 
genio^  particularly j  by  a  splendid  entertahuneBt  given  on  the  occasion  of 
his  late  vidt,  where  weie  aaenAled  the  most  disttngutalMd  literary 
and  poUt&cal  charaoten  of  the  mctrepolia,  with  the  Etfl  qf  Charle. 
moot  in  the  chair.  He  has  also  latdy  iavoured  the  world  with  several 
praductiODs  of  hig^  desert;  the  most  .prominent  of  these  is  LaUa  Rookh^— 
a  poem  not  unworthy  to  rank  among  the  most  odebmted  perfbrmanoes  of  the 
preientday;  and  Ibr  the  copy-right  of  whidi,  we  are  assured,  the  author 
received  no  less  «  sum  than  <<wigg  iktmtand  guiiiem. 

Hippy  hi  tilt  lOQtaly  of  an  amiable  and  seoompUshad  lady,  wboaa  he 


\ 
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TDl  be  hollowed  »  boBt  of  t!ie  bircbeii  huk, 
Wfaidi  earned  him  offjGraai  the  abope; 

Par  he  follov*d  the  meteor  flg^ack, 

ne  wind  was  hijf^  aad  the  clouds  were  dai)c» 
And  the  boat  retunied  no  more. 

But  oft,  fimn  4he  Indian  bunter'e  camp^ 

This  lover  and  maid  ao  true^ 
Are  seen  at  the  hour  of  midnight  damp^ 
To  cross  the  lake  by  a  fire^fly  Uaofp 

And  paddle  Iheir  white  canoe ! 


<^»%%i»<»^^%*i»^ 


^    THE  VINE  DRESSEBa 


"When  mom  thro*  li^g  vapour  gleams* 

'Wben  ««g^  ts^  their  fl^bw 
Wbm  muleteess  laad  faith  their  teaBi% 

And  pilgrhns  dimb  the  height ; 
With  thee  Jtll  to  the  6eldfi  repaiib 
Witti  thee  the  Tiatage  toOs  IH  share. 

For  toil  will  then  seem  light- 

auffriedsoiM  yean  ago,  Mr.  Moore  now  passes  flie  moat  of  hte  time  ^^ 
ment,  near  Bow-wood,  Mfiltshire,  devoting  hhnMtf  to  those  etegiD^ 
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'When  burning  noon  begins  to  fade. 
When  dressers  leave  the  yine, 

And  court  the  myrtle's  fragrant  shade, 
Or  dance  beneath  the  pine ;' 

With  thee  I'll  lead  the  merry  ring, 

With  thee  the  canzonet  1*11  sing, 
Till  dewy  eve  decline. 

And  when  our  train  shall  homeward  hie 

With  pipe  and  tamborine. 
As  Luna  mounts  the  eastern  sky. 

The  towering  Alps  between-; 
To  thee  1*11  sigh  a  soft  farewell. 
Till  flocks  shall  ring  their  matin  bell 

Along  the  spangl'd  green. 


«^^%«  %%«%%%  «^ 


CCXUl. 


THE  PUNCH  BOWL. 


i 


0  once  I  felt  love,  but  I  feel  it  no  more, 

And  I  languished,  and  pin*d  for  a  prim  prudish  maid  f 
But  ere  long  I  perceiv'd  the  best  cure  of  love's  sore. 

Was  the  flowing  punch  bowl— so  a  fig  for  the  jade. 

X  €  3 


£▼617  joy  «f  our  life  h«re  is  fleeting  and  vttn» 

Like  the  mist  of  the  iniwiiitwh»  when  gca^'d  af^  they  fljTi 

Then  wisely  we'll  drown  all  our  sonow  and  pain, 
In  this  deep  bowl  of  bliss,  ere  its  fountains  run  diy. 

Draw  near  then,  my  friends*  and  drink  deep  of  the  tide. 
That  brightens  the  eye  and  expands  all  the  soul; 

We  care  not  for  beauty,  for  grandeur  nor  pride, 
We  are  greater  than  princes,  when  orown'd  with  thit  bowL 

While  one  spark  of  existence  within  us  ranuuni^ 
We'll  steadily  stand  by  this  source  of  deligfati 

Thou  promoter  of  nurtl^  thou  sweet  aoother  of  paias, 
Be  our  comfort  fjf  day,  and  our  dading  at  nigbt 


^^»%%»^%»%»» 


CCXIV. 
THE  QUEEN'S  BOWER.  • 


Our  Lady  sat  in  our  good  Lord's  haU, 
But  there  was  in  the  purple  sky 
A  broader  and  brighter  canopy 

Than  Baron's  roof  or  royal  pall ;    * 


*  Queen  Elizabeth's  favourite  Beat  in  the  gardens  of  Combe  Abbey  ^-^ 
«5  api»ellatIoB. 
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And  the  ligbt  ihat  Uiifer*d  in  th«  Wert 

Was  like  a  lore-kmi  maiden*!  ey% 
When  blinhes  tell  her  toul's  unrei^ 

And  the  glow  of  her  hope  begins  to  dic^ 
Then  our  Lady  went  to  her  bower  to  ^w 
The  flowers  liiat  anmnd  her  tenace  girtw. 

Our  Ladj  dume  in  her  ^adem ; 

Her  Up  was  lich,  with  a  hundred  Hold 

Of  woven  pearls  and  cloCti  of  gold* 
Tliat  earth  was  proud  to  kiss  its  hem : 
And  a  web  of  diamonds  was  her  yest, 

That  seem'd  as  if  a  summer  show'r. 

Taught  by  a  cunning  wizard's  pow'r. 
Had  gather*d  to  sparkle  on  her  breast ; 
But  among  die  flowers  in  her  proud  array 
The  dead  leaf  of  November  lay. 

Our  Lrfidy  tum*d  her  velvet  steed 

To  see  whence  the  smoke  of  the  cottage  rose, 
Where  the  wild  bee  hums  and  the  woodbine  gn>w% 
-   And  the  lambs  among  the  violets  feed : 
There  palsied  age  lean*d  on  his  cnitdiy 
Her  kind  and  loving  hand  to  touch  ; 
And  while  she  smil*d  on  his  lowly  cell. 
The  dead  leaf  from  her  garland  felL 

The  pomp  of  our  Lady's  day  went  past,. 

Her  grave  was  shut,  and  all  were  gon% 
But  that  dead  leaf  rose  upon  the  blast, 

And  rested  on  her  funeral  stone : 
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ccxvi. 


THE  OLD  SHEPHERD'S  DOG  *. 


The  old  shepherd*a  dog,  like  his  master.  Was  gtey. 
His  teelh  all  departed,  and  feeble  his  tongue  ; 

Yeti  where'er  Gorin  went,  he  was  followed  by  Tuiy: 
Thus  happy  through  life  did  they  hobble  along. 

«  *a  do  not  love  a  cat,'*  says  the  author  of  this^  piece,  **  hit  dfipontkn  if 
mean  and  stupicioiM.  AfiriendBliipof  yeaniacaooeUed  in  anioaiait,l9** 
accidoital  tread  on  bis  tail  or  foot  He  instantly  spits,  raises  hia  run^,  twiriv 
his  tail  of  malignity,  and  shuns  you :  turning  back,  as  he  goes  off,  a  itarinf 
vindlctivo  face,  full  of  horrid  oaths  and  unflns^eneM ;  aecning  to  ay 
**  Perdition  catch  you !  I  hate  you  for  ever."  But  the  Dog  is  my  ddigbt: 
tread  on  hi6  tml  or  foot,  he  expresses,  for  a  moment,  the  unwsinfm  of  bi« 
feeling;  but  in  a  moment  again,  the  complaint  is  ended.  He  mm  anmnd 
you ;  jumps  up  against  you  i  seema  to  declare  his  tanaw  for  ounpUmn^  » 
it  was  not  intentionally  done  j  nay,  eren  to  make  himself  the  aggrossor ;  and 
begs,  by  whinings  and  fickings,  that  master  wfll  think  of  it  no  more.**  IXp 
are,  in  general,^  endued  with  wonderiul  aafadtjF  i  indeed  no  aDJnud 
has  hitherto  been  found  so  entirely  adapted  to  our  use,  and  even  to  our 
protection  ;  his  diligence,  his  ardour,  and  his  obedience  are  IncxhMCtiblf, 
and,  imlike  any  qUmt  animai,  he  seems  to  mnember  oily  the  benefits  be 
receives  Such  a  one  as  this  appesas  to  have  been  our  dog.  Tray ;  he  had 
endeared  himself  to  Corin,  his  master,  by  every  action  of  Us  fife,  and 
wliich  had  insenub^  knit  their  hearts  tOfether*-they  seemed  to  Kve  onfy  for 
each  other,  nor  in  the  end  could  death  part  them.  **  Bury  me,  net^^bmns, 
bende  my  old  friend,**  were  the  dying  injunctions  of  the  poor  old  slwpherd.^ 
*"  indeed  were  ftiends. 
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When  fatigued,  <m  the  grass  the  old  eliqiherd  would  Utf 
For  a  nap  in  the  sun ;  *xnidflt  his  dumbers  so  swcett 

His  faithful  com^panion  crawrd  comtantly  nighi 
Flac*d  his  head  on  his  ]ap»  or  lay  down  at  his  feet 

When  winter  was  heard  on  the  hill  and  the  plain. 
And  tonrents  descended,  and  cold  was  the  wind ; 

If  Corin  went  forth  'mid  the  tempest  and  rain, 
Tray  scom*d  to  be  left  in  the  chimney  bdiind. 

At  length  in  the  straw  Tray  made  his  last  bed ; 

For  vain,  against  death,  is  the  stoutest  endeavour : 
To  lick  Corin*s  hand  he  rear*d  up  his  weak  head. 

Then  ftll  back,  clos'dbis  eyes,  and,  ah  !  clos*d  them  for  erer. 

Koi  long  after  Tray  did  the  shepherd  remain, 

Who  oft  o'er  his  grave  with  true  sorrow  would  bend  ; 

And,  when  dying,  thus  feebly  was  heard  the  poor  &wain. 
Oh  !  bury  me,  neighbours,  beside  my  old  friend. 


CCXVII. 

THE  LOVELY  ELLEN  WAS  LAID  IN  HER 

SHROUD. 


Tlie  Invely  Ellen  was  laid  in  her  shroud, 
The  tapers  were  round  her  burning; 

And  the  nuns  all  sung  an  holy  hymn, 
("lad  in  their  weeds  of  mourning. 


8M 

niej  wstdi'd  ber  ilie  Hfe-long  day  and  nifjtit, 

'fill  their  eyes  were  dmmi'd  witii  wempBg  I 

She  oould  aoc  wake  fiom  her  trnice  of  deatt, 

■ 

Bat  Uy  Uke  *  sweet  babe  afeepiiig. 

And  beauty  still  seem*d  fo  play  on  her  dieek, 
Tbo*  death's  coM  finger  touiAM  it» 

And  the  rose^  as  it  witlier'd,  yet  sweetly  sni&*d 
Beneath  the  hand  tiiat  cnish'd  it 

Veq^ers  were  said,  and  ibe  hours  t»ass'd  on. 

And  long  diey  were  and  weary. 
But  deep  and  sad  came  the  matin  bell ; 

Xhe  hall  was  dark  and  dreary. 

And  many  a  holy  prayer  was  said. 

As  in  their  arms  they  bore  her, 
lliey  laid  her  beneath  the  alder's  shade. 

And  spread  the  green  turf  o'er  her. 

They  pull'd  the  fairest  flow'rs  of  the  year. 
And  round  her  head  th^  strew'd  them. 

And  long  it  was  ere  they  widier'd  away. 
For  the  tears  of  heaven  bedew'd  them ! 
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OCXVllI* 
THE  POOR  SWEEP. 

TODVBKD  OH  l^ACT. 


Twas  a  keen  frosty  menu  and  the  moir  hetfj  fiUUng^ 
When  a  child  of  misfortune  was  thus  sadly  caUiiigy 
'  Sweep !  sweep !  I  am  cold,  and  the  snow's  very  despj] 
0  pray,  taike  compassion  on  poor  little  sweep ! 

The  tears  down  his  cheeks  in  lai^  drops  were  fast  rollings 

Unnotic*d,  unpitied,  by  those  by  hun  strolling, 

Who  frequently  wam'd  him  at  distance  to  keep^ 

While  he  cried,  **  take  compassion  on  poor  little  sweep." 

In  vain  he  implor'd  {Msnng  strangers  for  pity: 

This  sniil*d  at  his  plaints^  and  that  banter'd  his  ditty : 

Humanity's  offspring,  as  yet  lay  asleep. 

Nor  heard  the  sad  wailings  of  poor  litde  sweep. 

At  the  step  of  a  door,  half  frozen  and  dejected. 
He  sat  down  aBd'griev'd,  to  be  shunn'd  and  neglected^ 
When  a  kind  hesrted  damsel,  by  chance  saw  hhn  woipj 
And  xesdT'd  to  befriend  the  distressed  little  fweep! 

rf 
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Unmindftil  of  sneers,  to  a  neigbboiir*s  she  led  him, 
Wann'd  his  limbs  by  the  fire^  and  tenderly  fed  him : 
And,  ohi  what  delight  did  this  fair  maiden  reap, 
"When  the  found  a  lost  brother  in  poor  little  sweep. 

In  rapture  she  gax^d,  on  each  black  sooty  feature^ 
And  hugg*d  to  her  bosom,  the  TouUsmelling  oeatove  I 
"Who  sav'd  by  a  sister,  no  longer  need  creep 
Through  lanes,  courts^  and  alleys,  a  poor  little  sweep. 


CCXIX. 

STEER,  HITHER  STEER  YOUR  WINGED  PIKES'. 

Syren^Song* 


Steer,  hither  steer  your  winged  pines. 

All  beaten  mariners ! 
Here  lie  lovers  undi8Cover*d  mines, 

A  prqr  to  passengers : 


«  **  WiUiam  BrowiM,  the  anthor  of  thla  song,  aeemt  to  bare  beeo  Mfl 
about  1590^  at  Tavistock,  in  Devonahira,  where  be  was  ioatnicfced  in  graa^ 
tlcal  learning.  Having  paned  mna  time  at  Exeter  College,  (hfi>rd.JJ 
quited  the  University  without  a  degr^  entered  into  the  wobOf^  n 
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X^erfomes  far  sweeter  than  the  beat 
IVhich  make  the  Phoenix*  urn  and  nesti 

Fear  not  your  ships 
Nor  any  to  oppose  you,  save  our  lips; 

But  come  on  shore, 
'Where  no  joy  dies,  till  lore  hath  gotten  morck- 

For  swdling  wares,  our  panting  breasts, 

Where  never  storms  arisen 
Sxdiange,  and  be  awhile  our  guests. 

For  stars  gaze  on  our  eyes; 
The  compass,  love  shall  hourly  sing^ 
And,  as  he  goes  about  the  ring. 

We  will  not  miss 
To  tell  each  point  he  nameth  with  a  kiss  • 

Then  come  on  shore. 
Where  no  joy  diesi,  till  love  have  gotten  matt. 

$ 

iCddle  Temple,  and  published,  in  ISliSk  the  fint  part  of  hit  «  Britannia's 
I'!Kto»]8,'*  folio.  In  1614  waa  published  hia  **  SbepheRfs  pipe,**  8vo.  (con. 
tainJQg  alao  the  plxated  edition  of  Wither,  16SD,)  and  in  1616,  the  second  partof 
*e  "Partorals.**  Both  parts  Were  reprinted  in  1625,  8vo.-Inie81v  here- 
<«»ned  to  Exeter  College  and  became  tutor  to  Robert;  Dormer,  afterwaxdi 
Eari  of  Ccmarvon.  During  hU  stay  he  was  created  A.  M.  betaig  styled  in 
fte  public  register  *•  Vir  omnI  Immana  literatura  ct  bonanim  artium  cogni- 
se iostructus.**  He  then  went  into  the  Cunily  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
<*tained  wealth,  and  purchased  an  estate,  and  is  supposed  to  have  died  in 
1645.  See  Wood  ( Atb.  Ox.  I.  491.)  who  says  « that  as  he  had  a  little  bodj, 
>o  a  great  mind."  We  are  indited  to  Browne  Ibr  having  preserved  in  his 
"  Shepherd's  Pipe'*  a  curious  poem  by  Oocleve.  Mr.  Wartoo  cooorives  his 
worlu  "to  have  been  well  known  to  ITilton,**  and  refers  to  "Britannia's 
I^^stoTals"  for  the  same  assemblage  of  drcnmstances  in  the  morning  laad- 
^  as  were  brought  together  more  than  thirty  years  afterwards  by  Milton, 
in  a  passage  of  L* All^To,  whidi  has  bent  supposed  to  serve  as  a  repostUny 
^  imagery  oq  that  subject  for  all  succbe(£ng  poets." 
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CX«ZjL« 

WEEP  NOT  FOR  THE  FALLEN  BBAVS. 

Al]U-«8oo|i  wtaabae  wi*  WdlvelM.** 


Weep  not  Ibr  Hie  faDen  brave^ 
Mount  not  those  yirbo  died  to  sibms 
Hallow'd  18  the  bloody  graTO 

Where  a  Patiiot  lieif 
ms  the  loveliest  wreath  that  ftma 
Eie  shall  twine  fbr  mortal  name; 
His  Hie  tale  that  long  shall  ehnni 
,    Beauty's  softest  si^^ 

Who  that  boasts  a  Briton's  pridi^ 

Who  to  heroes  so  aUied, 

Would  not  #00  the  death  they  die^ 

Ciown'd  by  irictoiy  ? 
Who,  that  is  a  freeman's  son. 
Would  not  do  as  they  ha^re  done; 
Win  with  death,  as  ihey  have  won, 

Europe's  liberty. 
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Waterloo!  that moniiiig field 
Glitter'd  gay  vith  ipear  and  ihieldy 
Barbed  steed,  and  warrior  steel'dt 

GalUa*8  chivalry, 
But  night  saw  a  sterner  scene, 
Blood  was  gushing  on  tfay  green, 
Oroans  were  heardf  where  shouts  had  beetif 

Joy  andTCTclry, 

Waterloo,  thy  field  shall  well 
Mark  where  Britons  fought  and  fell ; 
How  they  fought  let  foemen  tell, 
They  that  shrunk  to  see. 
But  they  bled  in  freedom's  cause. 
Fought  and  fell  for  Europe's  laws ; 
Nobly  earned  the  worfd's  applaui 
Bless  their  memory ! 


CCXXI. 
WHEN  FIRST  UPON  YOUR  TENDER  CHEEK*. 


When  first  upoa  your  tender  cheek, 
I  saw  the  mom  of  beauty  break, 
With  mild  and  cheering  beam» 

»  Tbe  composition  of  Miss  Aiken,  now  Mr8.BaAauld,the  distinguished  sis- 
tu  of  Dr.  Aiken,  who,  by  condescending,  amidst  more  ^^tendUd  efforts  of  inteU 
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I  bowM  before  your  infimt  ahnnf^ 
The  earliflBt  sighs  y^u  had  wore  miM^ 
And  you  my  dariini^  theme. 

I  savr  you  in  fhat  opening  morn. 
For  beauty's  boundless  empire  bom. 

And  first  conless'd  your  Tf^j, 
And  ere  your  thoughts,  deroid  of  ar^ 
Could  learn  the  yalue  of  a  hev^ 

I  gave  my  heart  aiway* 

I  watdi'd  the  dawn  of  evexy  grac^ 
And  gas'd  upon  that  angel  tace. 

While  yet  'twas  safe  to  gaze; 
And  fondly  bless'd  each  rising  charm^ 
Nor  thought  that  Innocence  could  hainiy 

The  peace  of  future  days. 

But  now,  despotic  o'er  the  phunsv 
Tlie  awftil  noon  of  beauty  rdgns* 

And  kneeling  crowds  adore  ; 
Tliese  charms  arise  too  fiercely  brigfat« 
Danger  and  death  attend  the  sights 

And  I  must  hope  no  more. 


lect,  to  write  "Hymns  In  prose  for  diOdren,*'  hat  ensttxed  tobcndft^ 
reqiect  and  gratitude  of  every  OM  and  psnntal  Inart. 
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Tbaa,  to  Hm  noDg  god  of  iaf 
Thar  early  ▼owi  Hm  JBenoms  pay. 

And  IdMi  kite  tpatading  fire^ 
WkMo  glMrkig  dMunoC^  laovntiBg  floo% 
Boiin  on  tlMor  lieads  Ae  bwBug 

Tbty  aeksD  and  «^]n. 


CCXSIU 

I 

OH,  ONCE  THERE  WERE  MINUTES. 


Oh^  once  there  were  minutes  when  light  my  bent  beat» 
TnrventDg  the  wild  end  the  woodland  retreat; 
But  tfiere  wa&a  wild  and  a  woodland  I  ween, 
Whoae  bowers  were  to  me  ever  lovely  and  green* 
'Wbcre  fancy,  enamoar'd,  exultingly  wove, 
And  twin*d  the  fisir  garland  to  Rosa  and  Love. 

Hie  gay  hours  of  summer,  pass'd  lightly  along^    , 
The  beam  of  the  morning  gave  life  to  the  song : 
At  ewe,  'mid  the  choristers^  lightly  I  trode^ 
Nor  broke  thev  repose,  nor  distuifoM  their  abode; 
Fond  fancy,  enamour'd,  exultingly  wove, 
And  (win*d  the  hat  garland  to  Rosa  and  Lovew 
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^Twas  the  bliss  of  Elysium^  eadi  morning  to  tracer 
In  the  sweet  openliq;  xvjse-biid,  the  taaSie  of  her  iiace, 
While  the  (trop  that  redin'd  its  soft  tioaam  upan. 
Was  the  beam  of  her  aye*  through  its  laahes  that  aliODe; 
Then  fimcj,  enamoured,  ezultingly  wove^ 
And  twin*d  the  fair  garland  to  Rosa  and  Lo^aw 

Those  moments  of  rapture  no  longer  are  ndne^ 
The  gem  that  I  liv*d  for  has  dropt  in  its  prime, 
Hie  wild  and  the  woodland's  bright  visions  are  gotM^ 
And  the  rose-bud,  unheeded,  now  blossoms  alone ; 
But  the  garland  that  fancy  ezultingly  wove,  * 

Shall  blossom  for  ever  to  Rosa  and  Lore. 


CCXKIU. 


HAPPY  THE  WOULD  IN  THAT  BLEST  AGE. 


Happy  the  world  in  that  blest  age. 
When  beauty  was  not  bought  nor  sold, 

When  the  fair  mind  was  uninflam'd 
With  the  mean  thirst  of  baneful  gold. 


i 


S5T 

llieii  die  kind  A/tshmd,  ^n  h^t^% 
The  8w»in,  wIumb  do^^  w«  «il  his  wMMfa^ 

^Was  not  by  cruel  ptrmto  fenoTd 

To  brattlbe  the  am'nNifl  v«w  Iryrtwirii'i 

Kow  Ae  fint  ^citioii  IMbera  iMBky 
WltfB  ibr  ^hrfr  glrli  fbod  lovers  Mi^ 

I#.wligt'e«iM  Mttkaienft  ycm'U  make  ? 
Too'ie  poor !— lie  flings  the  door  at  you. 


^»»»>»%»»^i»«M 


MMEBOmr  K 


Hy  bwit  ta«Mr»  I  dare  na  MQ, 

My  heart  Is  tair  te  MOMbody ! 
I  could  wake  a  mdHtBT  aifht 

For  the  sake  •'  — nabndyi 

OhfaMil  fiarsomiibodyl 

iMibqri  tesopidiody! 
I  could  nmga  tibe  woild  around 
Fbr  Ae  eaka  o' ■wnebody. 

♦  We  extract  ttiiiiet  of  the  fQnowing  popular  amifc  firoaa  a  nMHconeij. 
iJoB,  which  was  noticed  in  page  3U,  m  being  pubUdxed  by  Mr.  R.  A.  Smith 
fcrtheuBBof  hispupib.  In  that  selection  it  ii  mentioned,  thrt  «  The  flnt 
ad  finrdi  stanzas  of  this  song  are  from  the  penof  Bums,  the  others  were 
nefcrbefixepiinted.*'   Whether  the*  additional  stsMW  ««  the  production 
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How  aft  I'te  wMtder*d  bf  tii6  bom, 
At  glownin  hour,  wi*  somebody ! 
And  listen'd  to  the  tale  o*  love^ 
Sae  swMdy  told  by  somebody ! 
Oh  hon !  for  somebody ! 

Oh  bey !  for  somebody!  . 
Wing*d  wi*  joy  the  moments  flew, 
Sae  blest  was  I  wi*  somebody* 

But  now  the  tear-drap  dims  my  e'e» 

When*er  I  think  o*  sooiebody ; 
For  weel  I  lo*e  the  bonny  lad 
Iliat's  far  awa;— <my  somebody. 
Oh  hon !  for  somebody ! 

Ob  hey !  for  somebody ! 
"While  I  live  I*n  ne'er  forget 
The  partfaag  look  o*  somebodyt 

Te  powers  that  smile  on  Yhrtuous  lo?e» 

O,  sweeily  smile  on  sonsebody  { 
Frae  ilka  danger  kesp  him  fice» 
And  send  me  safe  my  somebody. 
Oh  bbn !  for  somebody ! 
:  OhlwyJ  forsoBMbody! 
I  wad  do>-»wlMik  wad  I  not  ? 
For  the  sake  o*  somebody  I 

•t  Mr.  Sn^th  hfanself,  or  of  any  of  bis  poetical  friends,  wehaTeneiigiii*' 
conjecture,  bat  we  think  them  more  happily  introduced  than  eddiHt'^ 
rena  to  songs  usuaHy  are,  and  that  they  are  worthy  of  ap]»ce  ia  tbe  ^ 
^Oecaons  of  the  present  day. 
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ccxxv. 


so  'TISJ  WITH  LOYK 


Its  filmy  wing,  of  azure  hue^ 

Lightly  the  fluttering  insect  {tfies^ 

Breatblewtbe  youthfol  train  iwinuc^ 
But  onward  still  the  vandow  flies; 

If  one  at  length  the  priie  obtain^ 

He  thinks  it  fairer  for  his  pain;<»» 
Sp  'tu  with  hives. 

"What  sweetens  the  poor  peasant's  sleeps 
"What  makes  the  warrior's  laurel  dear? 

"Why  joy  the  heroes  of  the  deep^ 

When  first  their  native  difh  appear?. 

Oh !  *tis  the  thought  of  dangers  o'er^ 

Gives  present  bliss  to  cbann  the  morfs  !<«^ 
So  'tis  with  love. 
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CCXXVI* 


THE  ZEPHYR. 


Zephyr^  wliifiMl  sit  fbttu  alntyiii^? 

With  pmnkuli  giili  In  gaidens  j^aving, 

I^Vdaeas  fair, 
A  butterfly's  li^t  Imdb  besbifin;. 
Queen-bees  to  honeysuckles  guiding, 
Or  on  a  swinging  bare-benriffing, 

JVee  from  care.' 

Before  Aurora's  ear  you  amble, 

•  Higb  in  air, 
At  noon,  when  Neptune's  seit-nympha  gambol^ 

Braid  their  hair ; 
When  on  the  tumbling  billows  rollings 
Or  on  the  smooth  sands  idly  strolling, 
Or  in  cool  grottos  they  lie  lolling^ 
^    You  sport  there. 


SSI 

To  dMse  ibe  moon-beams  up  the  m<mntiiii% 

You  prepare, 
Or  dance  with  elves  on  brinks  of  fountain^ 

Mirth  to  shares 
Now  spen  with  love-lorn  lilies  weepings 
Now  withaUushing  xoee-bud  sleeping 
While  fiuies,  ih^n  their  wiadowB  peepiqi^ 

GrjyObmre! 


»%»»v»%%»»»^»^» 


ccxxvu. 


BUNOIS  THE  BRAVE  V 


;  was  Dubois,  the  young  and  brave^  was  boand  far  Rilestine, 

ut  first  he  made  his  orisons  before  St  Mary's  shrine; 

And  grant,  immortal  Queen  of  Heaven,"  was  still  the  sol- 
dier's prayer. 

That  I  may  prove  the  bravest  knight,  and  love  the  faircit 
fair." 

»  This  to  MitnKtedftom"  Ftal's  letters  to  hifKlndblk:**  the  foDowingte 
taoiewbldipieoedeiiti  «A  reUqaeorgnatanoRdi&tiersrt  wn  i^ven 

og 
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His  ottfa  of  honoor  on  the  shrine,  he  grav*d  it  with  his  sword, 
And  followed  to  the  Holy  Land  the  banner  of  his  Lord ; 
Where^  fiutfaftd  to  hb  noble  vow,  his  war-cry  fill*d  the  air-~ 
**  Be  lionour*d  aye  the  brayest  knight,  belov*d  the  fairest  Cair." 

They  ow*d  the  conquest  to  his  arm,  and  this  his  liege-lord  said, 
'<  Hie  heart  lliat  has  for  honour  beat,  by  bliss  must  be  repsid- 
My  daughter  Isabel  and  thou  shall  be  a  wedded  pair, 
For  thou  art  bravest  of  the  brare,  she  Purest  of  the  fair." 

And  then  they  bound  the  holy  knot  before  St»  Mary's  shrine. 
That  makes  a  Paradise  on  earth,  if  hearts  and  hands  combioe, 
And  every  Lord  and  Lady  bright  that  were  in  chapel  there, 
Cried  *<  Honoured  be  the  bravest  kn]|^it-*belov*d  the  faiiest 
fair." 


me  fyjr  a  lady,  wtaoaeifstpier  bad  foun^  it  upon  tk9  Add  of  battle,  (Waterioo; 
It  is  a  inanuacKiiit  ooUectioD  of  French  songs,  bearing  atains  of  day  <Bi 
Mood,  which  probably  indicate  the  fate  of  the  proprietor.  One  or  tvo  cf 
these  ramanoes  I  have  thought  pretty,  and  have  since  had  an  opportunity  ci 
having  them  translated  into  £ng)iah,  hf  meeting  at  Faris  wUh  0De(tf  our 
Scottish  men  of  rhyme." 

We  havecnly  to  add,  that  this  song  or  ballad  is  very  popular  in  ¥xaaee,eii 
was  written  by  on^  of  JSiuo^parte's  sisters,  Fanny  de  BeauhaoMX^  £&• 
tJlueenofiioUand. 
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CCXXVUl. 


O  BEAUTY,  PEERLESS  IS  THT  GLOW, 


O  beauty,  peerless  ii  thy  glow* 

Resistlen  beams  thy  streamiiig  eye, 

"When  the  soft  tears  of  pity  flow. 
For  heroes  who  in  battle  die^ 

Who  would  Bot  die  the  warrior's  death, 

When  beauty  weaves  the  cypress  vieath ! 

Kor  cheerless  shall  the  widow  sigh. 
The  soldier's  offspring  friendless  roam ; 

The  tear  enthron'd  in  beauty's  eye, 

Are  stars  to  guide  the  wand'rexs  home* 

>Vho  would  not  die  the  warrior's  death, 

When  beauty  weaves  the  cypress  wreath ! 
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Q  WHEN  AOAIN  SHALL  BIT  EYES  ROVE  *. 


O  when  again  shall  my  eyes  ror^ 

O'er  all  the  objects  of  my  love? 

Our  cottages,  our  chrystal  rills. 
Our  hamlets,  and  our  natiye  hiUs» 

O  when  again  shall' my  eyes  nive. 

O'er  all  the  objects  of  my  love  ? 

The  flower,  the  beauty  of  our  deO, 
The  lovely,  gentle  Isabelle ; 
In  the  elm's  shadei  when  shall  t  bound 
To  the  sweet  pipe's  enchanting  sound, 
When,  when  again  diall  wander  si^^t^ 
On  all  the  objects  of  delight. 

My  jfiither  and  my  mother. 

My  sister  and  my  brother; 
My  flocks,  and  lambs  that  blea^ 
My  shepherdess  so  sweet 

0  when  again,  j'cw 

•  These  siinplestansat  are  a  trandatioii  of  the  poetry  iui«bgr  the  Svia 
to  tiie  celebrated  Bans  de  VjMtch.  Rousseau  says,  the  air  inqmnedOaBvitb 
10  violent  a  desire  to  return  home  to  their  own  country,  that  it  wm  fixtiddtf 
to  be  played  in  the  Swiss  icgiiMnts,  in  the  Fttadk  teakat,  ta  psin  (^ 
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ccxxx. 

O,   WHEN  SHALL  I  VISIT  THE  LAND  OF  MY 

BIRTH  f. 


0»    wli«ii  shall  I  visit  the  land  of  my  birthy 
The  lofveliest  land  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ? 
"When  shall  I  tfaqpe  scenes  of  afiection  explore^ 
Our  forests,  oyr  fountains, 
Our  hamlets,  our  mountains, 
With  the  pride  of  our  vaUies,  the  maid  I  adore  ? 
O,  when  shall  I  dance  on  the  daisy-whSte  mead. 
In  the  shade  of  an  elm,  to  the  sound  of  the  reed? 

When  shall  I  return  to  that  lowly  retreat* 
Where  all  my  fond  objects  of  tenderness  meet,-— 
The  lambs  and  the  heifers  that  follow  my  call. 
My  father,  my  mother* 
My  sister,  my  brother, 
And  dear  Isabella,  the  joy  of  them  all  ? 
O,  when  shall  I  visit  the  laud  of  my  birth  ? 
*Xis  the  lovliest  land  on  the  face  of  the  earth ! 

t  This  is  another  tnmslation  of  tiie  preceding  celebrated  song,  by  Mr.  Mont- 
fonery,  author  of  **  The  Wanderer  in  Switzerland,"  &c. 

og  3 


s. 


see 


CCSXXh 


OFT  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT. 


Oft  In  the  fHiUy  nighty 

Ere  ■liiiBbcr*t  dialii  has  bound  Bie^ 
Food  mem'iy  bringB  the  light 
*■    Of  other  days  araimd  me* 
Theaaailesy  thetearsi 
Of  boy-hood*s  years, 

The  words  of  love  then  qpokea. 
The  eyes  that  shone, 
Kow  dimm*d  and  gone^ 

The  cheerful  tow  now  broken. 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night, 

£re  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me^ 
Sad  mem'ry  brings  the  light 

Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends  so  linked  together, 
I*ve  seen  around  me  fall. 

Like  leaves  in  vTintry  weather. 


I  fed  like  erne 
"Who  treads  iloM 

Some  bttiqiietalwi  oeseftody 
'Whose  lig^ti  are  fled, 
"Whose  garlands  dead. 

And  dl  bat  me  departed. 
Thus  in  the  stilly  ni^ty 

EreshDttber's  chain  has  boottd  nie, 
Sod  mem'ry  brings  the  light 

Of  other  days  around  mcb. 


ecxxxiu 

THOUOH  YON  FARKWEEL  MAY  BE  THE  LAST. 

AIB^11iott*)ct  gsneaimk*. 


Hiough  yon  fareweel  may  be  the  last^ 

When  I  took  leav^  o'  thee,  Katy ; 
1*11  mind  you  when  lang  years  hae  past--* 

Will  you  remember  me,  Katy  ? 
When  tost  upon  the  raging  main^ 

As  loud  the  wild  storms  blow,  Katy; 
O  !  wba  will  cheer  the  trying  scene, 

When  thou  art  far  awa',  Katy  ?j 


«• 
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I  wish  we  twa  had  never  iiieC» 

My  heart  had  ne*er  been  flair,  KaQr; 
I  ne'er  will  tiiat  sad  thought  forget,. 

"  We*U  maybe  meet  nae  mair,  Kaly* 
My  widow*d  heart  is  lanely  now, 

Tho*  ance  fiae  sorrow  free,  Katj, 
But  it  will  keep  its  warmest  vow, 

Ne*er  to  lore  ane  but  tbee^  Kaly. 


s  O  !  ance  I  form'd  the  fond»  food  thought^ 

That  we  wad  live  in  bliss,  Katy, 
And  meet  the  joy  we  sweetly  sought. 

And  no  a  fate  like  this,  Katy. 
We  then  had  passM  our  hours  wi*  glee, 

Nae  sorrow  'dar*d  attend,  Katy ; 
Thou'd  been  my  life — ^my  a*  to  me. 

My  sweetheart  and  my  friend,  Katy. 

When  strctdi^d  upon  a  friendless  bed. 

Pain  writhes  this  frame  o*  mine,  Katy, 
1*11  sigh —  I  canna  lay  my  head 

Ou  ony  breast  but  thine,  Katy. 
I*U  suffer  sairly  Love's  keen  powers, 

And  mourn  the  joy  that's  gaiie,  Katy; 
For  nane  can  cheer  my  lanely  hours, 

But  you,  and  you  alane,  Katy. 

I've  travers'd  many  a  distant  dime; 

And  happy  did  I  feel  Katy ; 
Btit,  oh  !  it  is  a  trying  time. 

When  lovers  bid  fiveweeJ,  Katy. 


JSut  aye  this  hope  will  wann  my  hent^ 
lliat  you  will  aye  be  true,  Katy ; 

We'll  may-be  meet  oae  nudr  to  p«U« 
But  'tis  «lang  adieu,  Katy. 


<»*^%«»^^«%<» 


GCZZXIII* 

THIS  BOTTLE'S  THE  SUN  OF  OUA  TABLE. 


This  bot«le*«tiie  Soil  of  our  iMe^ 
Hb  beatiis  are  rosy  wiae ; 

Wc^-^plaaeli,  liiat  are  not  abia 
Without  his  help  to  shina. 

Let  mirth  and  glee  abouAc^ 
You'll  soon  grow  bright 
WiA  bonow'd  li^ 

And  shine  as  he  goes  round. 
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ccxxxiv. 


THE  SONG  THAT    LIGHTENS   THE  LANGUID 

WAY. 

Hie  celebrated  Bdtt  Glee» 


The  song  that  lightens  the  languid  way, 
"When  brows  are  glowing, 
And  faint  with  rowing. 
Is  like  the  spell  of  hope's  airy  lay. 
To  whose  sound  thro*  life  we  stray. 
The  beaxn*s  that  flaah  on  the  oar  awhile, 
As  we  row  aloi^  thro*  waves  so  dear, 
niume  its  spray,  like  -^  fleeting  smilQ 
That  shines  on  sorrow's  tear* 

Nothing  is  lost  on  him,  who  sees 

With  an  eye  that  feoHng  gave  j — 
!For  him  there's  a  story  in  eyery  breeze. 

And  a  picture  in  ewry  wave. 
Then  sing,  to  lighten  the  languid  way;- 
When  brows  are  glowing. 
And  faint  with  rowing, 
*Ti8  like  the  spell  of  hope's  airy  lay. 
To  whose  sound  thro*  life  we  stray. 
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CCXXXVv 
1  WHISPEE'D  HER  MY  LAST  ADIEU  f. 


I  whlsper'd  h«r  mj  last  adieu^ 
I  gave  a  mournful  kiss ; 

Cold  show*n  of  sonrow  bath*d  her  eyes,. . 
And  her  poor  heart  -was  torn  with  sighs; 
Yet— «trange  to  tell — *twa«  thea  I  knew 

Most  perfect  bliss.— ^ 


-f'*I«ui8De  Gamoent,  the  authdrof  this  and  the  foOowlng  eflhrion,  was 
Horv  at  Lwbon  about  the  year  1524.  HSa  mlafintunea  tagaiMAthiiii  Urth* 
for  he  never  saw  the  amile  of  a  fkther,  Simoa  Vai  De  Camoena  having  pe> 
*tthed,  by  shipwredi,  in  the  very  year  whidi  gave  birth  to  his  son.  Notwith. 
staodiog  the  diminution  of  wealth,  which  the  finnily  sustained  in  oonaequence 
of  this  event,  the  youthful  Camoens  was  sent  to  the  University  of  Ctrimlira ' 
•ad  maintained  there  by  the  provident  care  of  his  surviving  parent. 

**  Having  received  an  cdi.i.ation  suited  to  his  birth,he  returned  to  Lisbon. 
Here  be  had  not  remained  long  tiU  he  beheld  Dona  Caterlnade  Ataide^ 
one  of  the  Queen's  ladies,  and  the  ot^oct  of^his  purest  and  earliest  attadiment, 
and  on  whom  he  composed  the  greater  part  of  bis  minor  productions.  From 
the  pecujiv:  situation  in  which  die  was  placed,  it  was  sometime  before  he 
^ould  eqjoir  au  opportunity  of  declaring  his  ailbctioD.  llie  restraint  he 
Was  mider  at  length  became  intolerable,  and  having  been  detected  in  a  viola* 
lion  pf.thjB  royal  prcpincts,  wa*  in  consequence  banished  from  the  court  But 
^^>ve  prepared  consolation  for  its  votary,  where  least  he  expected  it.  On  the 
^nomiog  of  his  departure,  his  mistress,  throwing  aside  the  delicucy  of  her  sex», 
confessed  her  long  concealed  aiit>ction.  The  sighs  of  giief  were  soon  lost  iu 
tiiose  of  mutual  delight,  and  tlie  hour  of  porting  was,  perhaps,  the  sweetest 
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For  We  at  other  times  scqppress'^ 
Was  all  betray'd  at  this — 

I  saw  him  weeping  in  her  eyes, 
I  heard  him  breathe  amongst  her  sighs^ 
And  ererjr  sob  which  dhook  her  breast, 

Thrill*d  mine  with  bliss. 

of  ofor  poet's  ezSMenoe.  ThuMnmftnrted,  he  removed  to  Ssntsrenis  the  i 
of  hit  bBnishment,  but  speedily  ancteereily  returned,  again  tasted  oibaffi' 
ness,  was  a  seomd  time  detected,  and  a  seomd  time  driven  into  exOeL  IV 
iuch  aspirit  as  Camoens,  tlie  inactivity  of  this  situation  must  have  been  io. 
siqiportable ;  it  was  not  long,  how«fv«r,'^tttl  he  reoelvad  kitdUgSBoe  of  an  ex. 
peditkm  fitting  out  against  the  Moors  in  Afirtoa,  he  aocordingiraviaglit  and 
obtained  permission  to  accompany  it;  here,  v^ilst  bravely  fitting  under 
the  command  of  a  near  veiatioii,  he  was  deprived  of  hie  right  eye^  fajaone 
splinters  from  tbe/deckef  the  veflKl  to  i^iich  he  was  statleoed.  IfanyofUs 
most  pathetic  compositions  were  written  during  this  campaign^  and  the  toils 
of  a  martial  life  were  sweetened  by  the  reooUectian  of  her  tat  whom  thqr 
wereoidured. 

**  His  iferoic  conduct  in  many  engagemehta  at  length  purchased  bis  recal  to 
court.  He  hastened  home^  fhmght  with  the  most  tender  antidputlanB,  and 
found  (what  must  have  been  his  feibigs?)  that  his  mistieBS  was  no  moie!     ' 


**  There  can  scarcely  be  oonceived  a  more  interestlQg  theme  ibr  the 

of  romance  than  the  death  of  this  young  and  amiable  beii«.   She  loved,  and 

was  beloved,  yet  unftntunate  in  heg^aohmentr^she  was  toro  &om  the  wottf 

at  the  eariy  age  of  twenty,— but  her  lot  was  mviable,  compared  to  that  of  her 

lover.  The  measure  of  his  sorrow  was  yet  imperfect  HehadstiDtoencoon. 

ter  the  cruel  negleet  of  that  natfon,  whose  gka^  kis  yakwur  had  eontiiboted  to 

maintain.   Iliedaims  of  mere  merit  are  too  oftoi  disregaided,  but  these 

which  are  founded  on  the  gratitude  of  courts  are  hopeless  indeed !    Teais 

were  passed  by  Camoens  In  unsucoessftilappliCBtion  Ibrtbe  rvwaid  whUi  hto 

services  demanded,  and  in  sufa)g  Ibr  his  rights  at  thefieetof  men  whomhe 

could  not  but  deq)ise.    OUs  was  a  degradation  whidi  his  h%fa  spiritknew 

not  how  to  endure^  and  he  accordingly  bade  adieu  to  Airtuga],  to  seek,  under 

the  biuahw  sons  of  India,  that  indapHidaKewhldi  bis  own  oounttT  d». 
Hied. 
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Tlie  siglit  which  keep  AflbctioB  dean, 
How  can  it  judge  emiss? 
To  me  It  pictiir*d  hope^  and  taught 
My  spirit  this  consoling  thought, 
That  IiOve*s  sun^  tho*  it  rise  hi  tears, 

May  set  in  bliu ! 

"  On  bis  arriral  tai  India,  we  find  that  Camochs  csnttibuted^  in  no  imsO 
gree^  to  the  success  of  an  expedition  agtdmtthe  Ptmenta  Isles,  canied'on 
the  King  of  Cochin,  and  his  alUes  the  Foituguesa.  In  tte  following  year 
iSS)  llanuri  de  Vasooncelos  conducted  an  armamant  to  the  Red  Sea.  Our 
et  aocompenied  fafm,  and,  with  the  intrepid  curiosity  of  genius,  explorad 
e  wild  regimis  of  AUricflb  by  iriiicb  Mount  Fdix  is  surrounded.  Here  hia 
ind  was  stored  with  sketches  of  scenery,  which  afterwards  formed  some  of 
e  most  ftUdied  pictures  in  Ikis  lAuriad,  and  in  other  composition^  to  the 
tmer  of  whidi,  en  returning  to  Gk>a,  he  devoted  Ua  whole  attention. 

**  After  an  ahsepos  at  sixteen  yean,  Camoeps  was  compdled  to  retu^  to 
Bvtugal,  poor  and  friendless  as  w4ien  he  d^Mirted.  His  immoital  Lusiad 
ss  now  ready  for  publication,  which,  however,  was  dslayedf  in  consequence 
'the  violence  with  whidi  ike  plague  then  nged  diroiif^otit  Usbon.  At 
ogth,intlie8aBunerofl579^  it  was  printed,  and  receired  with  all  the  ho- 
awr  due  to  sudi  a  glorieus  atcMcvement  of  genius. 

"^Wheflier St  recompenced  hlmaawrdingtehis labour,  we  are notinfewned; 
ovever,  it  is  aswrted  that  King  Sebastian,  to  whom  it  was  inscribed,  reward . 
i  him  with  a  pension  of  975  reis.  Admitting  tbe  truth  of  this  very  doubt. 
il  story,  our  poet  could  not  have  remained  in  long  possesion  of  the  royal 
ouuty.  Sebastian  was  qieedily  burled  from  a  tottering  throne,  and  liberality 
'as  a  stranger  to  the  sold  of  bis  successor.  To  his  eyes  the  cowl  of  monk. 
ood  seemed  a  more  graceful  ornament  than  the  noblest  laurels  of  the  muse , 
oxh  was  the  spirit  that  patronised  Dc  Sa,  *  apd  sufibred  the  author  of  the* 
^usiad  to  starve. 

•*  The  letter  yean  of  Camoens  present  a  mournful  picture,  not  merely  of  in, 
liriduaLosIamity,  but  of  national  ingratitude.  He,Vliuse.be8t  years  had  been 

*  Francisco  De  Sa  was  an  author  much  infavouf  wi^  Cardinal  Henry. 
^Ji»  muse  wets  of  a  tkeologi/cal  turn.  He  wrote  orth^dga  sitr^ets  to  St  John, 
ind  pious  little  e^grams  on  Adam  and  Eve,  g;c, 

'      uU 
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CCXXXVI. 
O  WEEP  NOT  THUS. 


O  wMp  not  tim»«-jwe  bodi  shall  know 

Ere  long  ft  liap|iier  doom; 
Hiere  is  a  place  of  rest  below. 
When  tfaoQ  and  I  shall  flatly  go^ 
And  sweetly  sleep,  releas'd  fiom  woe^ 

■  Within  tiie  tonsbk 

devoted  to  the  Knice  of  tusoountry,  be,  ^o  bad  taught  her  Blewif  toe 
to  rivil  the  praudeit  dbittf  of  Italy  itMlf,  «d  vho  seemed  iNin  to  Kfhctbe 

icmembniioe  of  andeot  gentility  end  Loaian  heroiflu,  was  cowpriM  to 
wander  through  the  streets,  a  wretdied  dependent  on  casual  contrjfaotkfl* 
One  friend  alone  remained  to  souMth  his  downward  path,  and  guide  his  aqs 
to  the  grave  with  gentkneas  and  ooosektion.  It  was  Antonio,  his  dm  « 
native  of  Java,  who  had  acoompaniod  Camoeos  to  Europe,  after  having  m- 
oied  him  ftodn  the  waves,  when  shipwrecked  at  the  mouth  of  the  Mecn. 
This  (UthAdattendunS  was  wont  to  seek  atoae  throacboni  Usbon,  andtf 
night  shared  the  produce  of  the  day  with  bis  poor  and  brokenJiearted  ok- 
ter.  Blessed;  fbr  ever  blessed,  be  the  memory  of  this  amiable  InAsa.  Ait 
Ms  Mendsh^  was  employed  in  vain,  Camoens  sunk  beneath  the  piesmreci 
penury  and  disease,  and  died  in  an  ahncbouse,  earljr  in  the  year  157SL  Om 
his  grave  is  placed  the  folkywing  single  and  comprchcnave  intwriptiro :  * 

Bete  Ues  Lnis  dc  Camoens : 

He  excelled  all  the  Pf  <et8  of  his  age, 

HeJived  poor  and  miseralde, 

And  he  died  so. 

MLDLXXIX. 

**  Ibecluffaeter  of  Camoens  may  be  inferred  from  his  wtitiQgit.  An  qvs 

and  undisguised  contempt  for  every  thbig  base  and  sordid,  whatever  were 

the  rank  or  power  of  its  posaesser,  Ibrmed  one  of  its  prindpal  features ;  thb 

honourable  audacity  of  soul,  was  the  diief  means  of  injuring  the  woridlj 

interest  of  our  Foet   Tbose  who  condemn  it,  must  be  ignorant  that  tlie 

^erdse  of  this  fiseling,  to  an  Independent  and  upright  duoacter,  ttMagh 

produces  a  more  enviable  dcaight  than  any  wbicb  fintiinecnbertovi 

loor  are  not  ahnqa  poor  f 
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My  endle  ms  the  coadt  of  Cm^ 

And  Sonow  rock'd  me  in  it ; 
Fate  aeem*d  her  saddest  robe  to  w^ar. 
On  the  lint  day  that  saw  me  thcn^ 
And  darifcly  flhadow'd  with  despair 

Myeailiestmiiiiitfr 

£*cn  then  the  grieft  I  noir  poasoi^ 

At  natal  boona  were  given; 
AMittiellirilntnor  HaiipineH, 
Vnddk  hnm^  ranad,  inteitt  to  hleii^ 
Soar'd  by  the  phantom  of  distran, 

Fkwbiclttobecveiit 

For  I  wall  made  in  Joy's  despite^ 
And  meent  fbr  Miseiy's  slave ; 
And  all  my  lioun  of  brief  delight 
Fled,  la&e  tile  speedy  winds  of  n^l^ 
Which  sMtai  then  wheel  their  sullen  ffig^f 

Across  my  graive! 


The  Genius  of  CttBMnt  wai  atawNk  uniYcnd.  libs  the|FeilMifror 
EngKah  poetry^  there  ii  icavielr  any  apedei  of  writing*  finom  the  cpignum  Co 
theeiiic,  whiebhe  h«  iMt  attMnpceff,  and,  lUte  hlitt,  hU  lucesedtid  Ai  aU. 
To  oAr  any  rcinarlu  on  hto  pfiadpal  perlbin4iMSk  llw  ]4^^ 
fiwtiid;  of  hb  minor  ptoduetions,  the  general  chancteriitte  it  eaMk  not  the 
>tudied  carekmieMOf  mdfkM  reHnetteht,  but  tfle  graoeftd  and  channfng 
>ini|fiGity  of  a  Grecian  mute;  He  wat  the  tot  who  wrote  with  degance  in 
bis  natave  tongue.  Hie  languid  of  Beme^  and  ercn  of  Greece,  had  been 
Kflned  by  antecedent  authort  before  the  appearance  of  Virgil,  or  of  Homer. 
MCanaoentwaaaienotthepelitheivandiii  tome  degree  the  cMalMefhU 
own.  How  deplorable  mutt  hare  been  itt  ttate^  when  it  nstunliMd  two 
Choutand  new  wotdt  on  the  authority  of  a  tingle  man ! 
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ccxxxviu 


JESSit)  tH£  FLOW'It  Ot  DUMBLANB. 


The  fin  has  gane  down  9*er  the  lofty  Bcntomood^ 

And  left  the  red  doudi  to  preside  o'er  the  toeae^ 
While  lanely  I  iCray  in  the  calm  aummef  gtoemin. 

To  muae  on  sweet  Jessie  the  flow*r  o'  DumUane. 
How  sweet  is  the  brier»  wi*  its  saft  fiuildtng  Uossom* 

And  sweet  is  the  birk  wi'  its  mantle  o'  green ; 
Yet  sweeter  and  fiurcr,  and  deer  to  this  boK»i» 

Is  lovely  young  Jessiei  the  flow'r  o*  DumUaoe. 

She's  modest  as  ony,  and  Wylhe  as  she's  bonny  ; 

For  guileless  Simplici^  marks  her  its  ain  ; 
And  fiur  be  the  TiUain,  divested  of  feeiing» 

IVha'd  blight  in  its  bloom  the  sweet  flow'r  o*  Dumblancw 
£Hng  ottj  thou  sweet  mavis,  thy  hymn  to  the  e'ening, 

Thou'rt  dear  to  the  echoes  of  Calderwood  glen  ; 
Sae  dear  to  this  bosom,  see  artless  end  winning, 

Is  charming  young  Jessies,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblaneb 

How  lost  were  my  dAys  'till  t  met  wi*  my  Jessie, 
The  sports  o*  the  dty  seem'd  fdoUsh  and  vain» 

I  ne'er  saw  e  nymph  I  would  ca'  my  dear  lassie^ 
.  Till  cbarm'd  wi*  sweet  Jessie^  the  flow'r  o*  DumUane. 
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Tfaoagh  miiM  were  the  atalioii  q'  loftiest  Gfendonv 
Amidst  its  prolusioB  I*d]»ngnish  ia  pan : 

And  reckoQ  as  neetliiDg  ^be  hmfflai  o*  iti  spleDdour, 
If  wantiiig  sweet  Jfessie^  tfae  flovr'r  o'  DiunUme- 


■^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


CCXXKVXII. 


TfELL  ME  WHEBeFS  THE  YIOLET  FLE0^. 


1^11  me  Where's  the  violet  fled^ 

lAte  so  gaily  blowing ; 
Springing  *neath  fair  Flora's  tread,. 

Choicest  sweets  bestowing. 

Swain^tfae  y^fpasX  scene  is  o*cr, 
4|id  the  violet  bloomt  no  more ! 

*  From  "  The  Gf??»n  ftongster ;  or,  a  collection  of&vourite  siri,  with 

their  crigiual  music,  dgnf!  iitfo  English  b>-  thp  transUtor  of  "  The  German 

Krato."— BerUn,  1798. . 

Hh5 
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SAy,  wlMWliidetlheliliMliiiigros^ 
Pride  of  firagimnt  noRiii^  S 

Otrland  nraet  for  beauty'i  brawB, 
Hill  and  dale  adorniiig? 

Gentle  maid,  the  flummer's  M, 
And  the  hapkn  rose  is  dead ! 

Bear  me  then  to  yonder  lilL 

Late  so  freely  flowing^ 
Watering  many  a  daffodil. 

On  its  mar^  glowing. 

Sun  and  wind  exhaust  its  store ; 
Yonder  rivulet  glides  no  more ! 

Lead  me  to  the  bow'ry  shad% 
Late  with  roses  flaunting, 

Lov'd  resort  of  youth  and  maid, 
Am*rous  ditties  chaunting. 

Hail  and  storm  with  fury  shower. 
Leafless  mourns  the  rifled  bower ! 

Say,  where  hides  the  village  maid. 

Late  yon  cot  adorning, 
Oft  I*ve  met  her  in  the  glade^ 

Fur  and  fredi  as  momiQg. 

Swain,  how  short  is  beauty^s  bloom  ? 
Seek  her  in  her  grassy  tomb ! 
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Whither  ro^es  die  tunelal  swain* 

Who,  of  rural  pleeaoiWt 
Hose  and  ykktf  rill  and  pkitty 

Sung  in  delleit  nifarorfii  ? 

Maiden,  swift  lifers  Tiiion  flics. 
Death  has  closed  the  poet's  ^yes! 

CCXXXIX. 

O  TURN  FROM  M£  THOSE  STARS  OF  LIGHT  *. 


O  turn  from  me  those  stars  of  light; 
That  peer  beneath  thy  brow  ; 

O  veil  from  my  bewiider*d  sight; 
Those  wreaths  of  dazzling  snow ; 

O  speak  not  with  that  melting  tongue- 
Cease  that  song  of  gladnes!^— 

Now,  through  my  heart  the  peal  hath  rung^ 
Of  never  dying  sadness. 

Enchantress  hold— nor  wound  the  heatt 

That  loves,  yet  dare  not  tell ; 
O  break  not  in  that  breast  a  dar^ 

Which  loves  thee  all  too  welL 

•a  JBitempore  Unc8  on  beaiiqg  a  lady  slog. 
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Snug  OH"  ring  <Mi"*I  Jo)r  t0  bciv 

TheM  ttwuidi  tfM  kndl  nqrnuft ; 
Ob  yet  to  me  Am  ilbih  b*  d^ir, 


%<»%»%»^^< 


CCXL. 


WOULD'ST  THOU  KNOW  WHAT  MAKES  LIFE'S 
CUP  GO  CHEERILY  ROUND  *. 


Would'st  thou  knaw  what  mdkes  life's  cup  go  dieerily  nmnd? 

Would'st  thou  koovr  what  makes  sorrow  a  straoger  to  me  ? 
'Us  the  hope  ^tmt  on  earth  there's  love  stiU  to  be  ftuod ; 

'Tis  the  hope  that  ere  long  LshallBnd  it  in  thee. 


«  This  song  we  red(ri«e<fyoBi  s  gcntteiaai  tn  Bdinbiirgli,  wsm^fe^ 
i^hh  Che  following  note :  **  I  bQ^  leave  to^end  yeu  the  lBeiDMd>«It  is  ««n 
known  to  be  flrom  the  pen  of  the  celebrated  Thooun  Moore,  Esqj  and  b** 
been  procured  ftom  one  of  his  intiin«e«  friends.  Ahbough  that  elrcaD< 
author  ha*  not  yet  given  it  a  plate  aeaonpitor  <if  Ilia  wvrks,  i£  btboogtit  ^ 
he  too  cluuvctcrislic  of  his  fifcnius  not  to  be  worthy  of  prc*ervation  in  a  sun.' 
'ban  Uic  XMsmnvm,  oTa  few  of  Ih»  &luJrcr«^KHh  ApcU  1319." 
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When  the  soft  fitful  slumber  of  pleasure  la  broken 
By  the  notes  which  misfortune  lets  fidl  on  the  ear; 

And  the  heart,  in  dismay,  looks  around  for  a  token. 
That  aught  to  reliere  it  from  sadness  is  near. 

To  that  hope  swift  it  flies  with  a  kindling  emotion. 
And  soon  o'er  the  bdsom  a  stillness  is  shed,        ' 

As  cahn  as  the  moonbeam  that  rests  on  the  ocean. 

When  the  winds  of  the  hills  to  their  caverns  have  fled* 

O  then  let  that  brow,  round  which  beauty  is  playing, 
A  Irown  at  this  pleasing  endiantment  ne'er  cast. 

If  a  fidse  fleeting  phantom  my  trust  is  betraying. 
Ne'er  rouse  me  to  fear— let  me  hope  to  the  last ! 


CCXLU 

WHEN  TIME,   WHO   STEALS   OUR  YEARS 

AWAY. 


When  Time,  who  steals  our  years  away^ 
Shall  steal  our  pleasures  too^ 

The  memoiy  of  the  past  will  stay, 
And  half  our  joys  renew. 
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Then*  Ctio9,  when  thy  beMity't  flower 

Shall  feel  the  wintiy  air, 
RememlNWice  will  recall  the  hour^ 
When  thou  alone  wert  faur. 

Ilien  talk  no  more  of  futars  gloom ; 

Our  joys  shall'alw^ja  Ust ; 
For  hope  will  bri^en  days  to  oomc^ 
And  memoiy  gild  the  past. 

Comey  Chloe,  fill  the  genial  bow^ 

I  drink  to  love  and  thee: 
Hioa  never  canst  decay  in  soul, 
llioa^lt  still  be  young  to  me. 
And  as  my  lips  the  tcar-drope  chase « 

Which  on  tiiy  chedc  they  find, 
80  hope  shall  steal  away  the  timoe 
Which  sorrow  leaves  behind ! 

Then  fill  the  bowl,-.^way  with  gloom ; 

<Dur  joys  shall  always  last^ 
For  hope  will  brighten  days  to  oomi^ 
And  memory  gild  the  past. 

But  mark,  at  thought  of  fbtore  years, 

When  love  shall  lose  its  soul, 
My  Chlte  drops  her  timid  tears. 

They  mingle  with  the  bowL 
How  like  this  bowl  of  wine^  my  fair. 

Our  loving  life  shall  fleet, 
Though  tears  may  sometimes  mingle  tlitif^ 

He  draught  wiU  stiU  b9  sweet ! 
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Then  fill  tfie  bowl,— «way  widi  gloom  i 

Our  joys  shall  always  lase, 
Por  hope  will  brighten  days  to  come^ 

And  memory  gild  the  post. 


CCXUI. 


GLOOMY  WIVTER'S  NOW  AWA*. 


Gloomy  winter*s  now  awm'» 
Ssft  the  westlin*  breeses  blaw, 
'Mang  the  birks  of  Stanley  shaw 

The  ma^is  sings  fu*  cheery  O  ; 
Sweet  the  crawi!ow*r*s  early  bell 
Decks  Gleniffcr's  dewy  deU. 
Blooming  like  thy  bonny  sel*. 

My  young,  my  antess  dearie  O. 
Carney  my  lassie^  let  us  stray 
0*er  Glenkillocfa's  sunny  brae, 
Blytbely  spend  the  gowden  day* 

*Midst  joys  that  ne?er  weary  0« 
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Tow'ring  o'er  the  Kewton  woods^ 
Lav'rodLS  fan  the  snawwhite  clouds, 
Siller  saughs,  with  downy  buds, 

Adorn  the  hanks  sae  briery  O ; 
Round  the  sylvan  fairy  nooks, 
Feath'red  bredcans  fringe  the  rodc^ 
*Nealb  the  brae  the  bumie  jouks» 

And  ilka  thing  is  cheery  O ; 
Trees  may  bud»  and  birds  may  sing, 
Flow*rs  may  bloom,  and  verdure  q»ring, 
Joy  to  me  they  canna*  bring, 

Unless  wi*  thee^  my  deary  O. 


»%»v%%%»%»%»%^ 


CCXLIlk 
FAINTLY  AS  TOLLS  THE  EVENING  CHIME '. 


Faintly  as  tolls  the  evening  chlme^ 
Our  voices  keep  tune,  and  our  oars  keep  time ) 
Soon  as  the  woods  on  shore  look  dim. 
We'll  sing,  at  St.  Ann*s,  our  parting  hymn; 
Row,  brothers,  row,  the  stream  runs  fast. 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  day-light*s  past! 

♦  This  Canadian  boat-song,  waa  written  by  Thomas  Moore,  Esq;  to  in  air, 
lung  by  tlie  boatmen  in  dMccbding  the  river  St.  Lawrence,  from  KiugslM 
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Vnxf  ihould  we  yet  our  sail  unfuil? 
Tbere  is  not  a  breath  the  blue  wave  to  curl ! 
But,  when  tiie  wind  blows  off  the  abore^ 
Oh !  sweedj  we'll  rest  our  weary  oar; 
Blow,  breetesy  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast, 
llie  rapids  are  near^  and  the  day-ll^t*8  past ! 

Vtawas  tide  f  this  tremblxng  noon 
Shill  see  us  float  o'er  thy  surges  soon* 
Saint  of  tfiis  green  isle!  hear  our  pmyen^ 
Oh!  grant  us  cool  heavens  and  Ikvouring  ain ; 
Blowy  breeies,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast. 
The  rapids  are  near,  and  the  day^ligfat's  past! 


to  KdntrBd  (s  dlttaaee  ofrfioat  one  hmidrad  aiiki)«»^  I  fsauBiber,*'  nys 
this  eminent  poet,  **  when  we  luive  entered  at  nin-aet  upon  one  of  theie 
keanttftil  lakeii  into  which  this  magnificent  river,  so  grandly  and  unexpect. 
cdly  open,  I  hatfe  heard  this  rtmple  air  with  a  pleaauie  wliidi  the  finest 
compoaitionaoC  the  fiiitaiasta»  have  never  ^v«n  nO)  and  now,  there  is  not 
a  note  of  tt  which  does  not  recall  tomymemory  the  dip  of  our  oars  in  the 
St.  tawrcnec  ■  the  fil^of  our  boat  down  the  rapids,  and  alt  those  new  and 
faodfut  impressions  to  wliioh  my  heart  was  alive  during  the  wlmle  of  this 
intexesting  voyage.** 

Ther^lid^aBudMltolnthif  aonft  are  oocasioaed  by  the  liver  being  oon- 
fined  in  comparativdy  narrow,  shallow,  rodcy  channels ;  through  these  it 
luibes  with  great  force  and  noise^  and  is  agitated  like  the  ocean  in  a  stortn. 
For  nearly  an  bnndred  miles  above  Hontnal  the  river  is  interrupted  in  it* 
fAoneby  the»  rapids  which,  for  grandenr  of  appearance,  many  people  pre* 
(f^rto  the  c:>Iebratcd  Falls  of  Niagara.  They  arc  from  halfa-mjietonine 
tniVs  long  each,  aiul  require  regular  pilots ;  Indeed,  from  the  many  fald^ 
channels  into  these  rapids;  this  precaution  is  absolutely  necessary* 


1 1 


9S6 


CCXLIV* 
THE  BLUE-BIRD  f. 


When  winter^s  ooldtanpeilsand  SMms  arcr  no  moK, 

Green  meadows  and  liiown*fuiTow'd  6e]ds  ve^appetrlngi 
The  fithcnntn  hanKng  their  shad  to  tbe  sbovB^ 

Andckfudi^ileayiiig  geese  to  tfac  lakes  are  ■  nlwrin^ 
HIHien  fiist  the  kuM  butterily  liiti  on  tlia  w^  ] 

When  nd  glow  tbe  nupiei^  so  ftesli  and  a»  phiwiiii^ 
O  then  comes  the  Bfaie-hird,  the  herald  of  flpting ! 

And  haSs  with  his  waibliBfls  the  channs#f  the 


Then  loud  piping  frogs  make  (he  manhas  to  rii^ ; 

Then  warm  glows  the  sunshine,  and  fine  is  the  weather; 
The  hlue  woodland  flowers  just  beginning  to  spring, 

And  spicewood  and  ussaftas  budding  together; 
O  then  to  your  gardens,  ye  housewives,  repair ! 

Your  walks  border  up ;  sow  and  plant  at  your  leisure; 
The  Blue-bird  will  chaunt  from  his  box  such  an  air. 

That  all  your  liard  toils  will  seetn  truly  a  pleasure. 

t  We  extxsct  these  beautifuTUnes,  dcacriiitiTe  of  the  American  Bhie.BtfvV 
tntn  the  splentfid  wojic  entitled  **  American  Ornithology,**  bjr  our  townanD* 
Alexander  Wilson,  author  of  *«  Watty  and  Meg,**  &c.  It  has  teen  RSitfk. 
ed  in  a  work  of  high  respectability,  that  *<  the  poetical  deacriptioB  ord« 
Blue.Bixd  presents  a  very  animated  and  pleasing  picture  of  Aaenaa 
scenery  and  seasons,  while  the  sUght  tincture  of  Seottish  expretOoa  vttdt 
*  occasionally  i^ipears,  adds  to  the  naivete  of  tho  dictioo." 
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He  flits  thmigli  tiic  ovidMM^  I10  viiils  Mdi  tnt^ 

The  red  fioweflag  ptarti  tad  die  ■ppks'  Bueet  bleaoms  ; 
He  empt  up  detnyow  wImnvw  Aey  be^ 

And  admUMOiHiA  di«t  Ittri;  in  dbeir  bowiiis  ; 
He  dmgs  Uw  ^rile  grub  troax  the  oDrn  it  devoufs, 

Tbe  wantti-ftem  their  w^  where  «hey  riot  and  irdter  ; 
His  song  end  his  aerriees  freely  are  oura^ 

And  all  that  he  adn  is  in  sommcr  a  shelter* 

Tlie  plongfaman  is  pleas'd  when  he  gleans  in  his  train. 

Now  searching  the  futtowiy— 4MWir  nuranting  to  dieer  him; 
The  gaid'tter  delights  in  his  sireet  simple  strain, 

And  leans  on  hu  spade  to  surrey  and  to  hear  jiim  ; 
Hie  slow  ling'ring  scfaooUboys  foiget  they'll  be  chidy 

WhSe  gazing  intent  as  be  warbles  before  'eniy 
In  mande  of  sky-blue,  and  faoSMim  so  red, 

Tliat  each  little  loiterer  seems  to  adore  hinii 

When  an  the  gay  scenes  of  the  eummer  aire  ^*9rk 
And  antumn  slow  enters^  so  silent  and  saUkHr^' 

And  millions  of  waibleis,  that  cfaatttM  us  beCbre^  ^ 
Have  fled  in  die  tr*in  of  the  aim^seeldng  swaiiafw  ^ 

The  Blue-bird  »ibrsaiken»  yet  trti«  t6  his  home^ 
Still  lingers,  and  looks  ibr  a  milder  to-moROW, 

Till  forc'd  by  the  horrors  of  winter  to  roam. 
He  sings  1^  adiett  in  a  lone  note  of  aomw. 


THule  spring's  lovdy  season,  serene^  dewy,  warm* 
Tbe  green  face  of  earth,  and  tbe  pure  bine  of  beai^en. 
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Or  lofve*t  natiTe  music  ham  mflnenc^  ta  diann. 
Or  sfmgudiy*9  ifiiom.  to  our  ftdings  am  given ; 

Sdll  dear  to  each  boaonn  the  Blue-biid  ahoUhe; 
His  voice,  like  the  thrilUogs  of  hop^  is  a  totasiwt 

For  thro*  bleakest  alormsi  if  »  calm  he  but  see. 
He  oomes  io  ndund  us  of  sunshine  and  uleasun! 


GCXLY^ 


BOUND  LOVE'S  ELTSIAN  BOWERS  •• 


Bound  Love's  El^nan  bowers 

Th^  aoAoift  ppp^ects  rise; 
Ther^  UQcn  jtfie  supoelest  IIoipu% 

n^eaa  shine,  tjbe  purest  skies : 
And  Jogr  and  rs|»tuio  gild  am^iilo 
The  cloudless  Jitaven  of  Oaau^'a  sasilcw 

•  The  writer  ofthb  wmg,  Jamet  Mootgomara  one  of  our  moit  ettecned 
liTing  poeti,  WM  bom  Jil  Irvine,  Aynhlre,  in  the  yen- 1771,  but  WM  not  flttd 
^br  any  length  of  ttane  to  inbale  tte  aaeio  4ir.  at  his  oomCrymn  Bflbot 
Burnt,  liavingbeen  plaead,  when  only  flye  yean  ot  age,  by  hit  iattwr,  vto 
wat  a  MoraTlan  Miidonary,  in  a  Seminary  ofhit  own  perauatiaD,atIUnick 
in  ToilDhire.  Xhs  yoQng  peel,  betag  here  aednded  fltoai  aB  haBngane 
with  ttie  world, though  naturally  active  in  hit  diipotition,  sampedanaraT 
Aoui^tfldneat  and  meUmcholy,  read  with  avidity  dl  (be  poetry  whhh  i 
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BmnA  Love*i  demted  faowcrv* 

Tremeiidoiis  rockf  sriae ; 
Cold  mildews  Might  the  floweni» 

Tonadoes  vend  the  skies: 
And  plcmoras  waning  moon  goes  down 
ABBd  tfie  mffn  of  Beauty's  fiown. 

Then,  jooth,  thou  fond  believer^ 

The  wily  tyrant  shun  ; 
"Who  trusts  the  dear  deceiTerr 

Will  surely  be  undone ! 
"When  Beauty  triumi^  ah !  beware ! 
Her  anile  is  hope -her  firown  despair  I 


vtthiB  bis  reach,  and  firooding  with  fondness  over  the  revcifes  they  i 
dae#,  filled  a  small  vohune  with  his  own  oonporitioM  befote  he  was  ten 
yean  of  age.   The  MoravSaas  intended  him  for  the  ministry,  but,  firom  h^ft 
waywBzd  and  poetical  fancies,  they  found  it  impiacticable,  and  wereconse- 
fDe&tlyobEged  to  lelinquish  their  kmg  Cherished  hopes  of  seeiogbima  ai- 
alBlcr;  however,  not  abandoning  altogether  their  parental  duties,  they  m. 
pged  Mm  to  a  diopkofper  in  Wakefield.    Ks  restless  ambition  soon  gave 
Ubi  adisfike  for  tlus  enH)toynient,  and  after  being  flffeeai  auaiths  with  one  > 
varter,  and  one  year  wlti»  aiioliiert  he,  in  1797,  and  wlien  only  sixteen  years 
«f  age,  set  off'for  Lonaon,  in  hopa  of  reafising,  by  the  eflRirts  of  his  pen,  his 
Inog  cbcriiihcd  dreams  of  wealth  and  liime ;  very  soon,  Imwever,  like  flBfUiy 
otbcTft  in  simitv  circumstances,  he  was  disappointed,  and  in  a  snort  time  let 
loudon  for  Sheftiehi.    Here  be  engaged  Witli  Mr.  Gale,  the  editor  of  the 
Sheffield  liegister,  toasskt  him  in  conducting  that  paper,  botf  llr.  OsM^  io 
TTM^bGin^  obliged  to  lea'9e  England,  to  avoid  «•  polMcal  psesacution^  Hr. 
H oatgomery'  has  carried  en  the  p^ier  uaoe  that  thne,  under  the  name  of 
tbe  *•  Iris.**   Independently  of  the  la&orious  and  constant  attention  iHiteh 
fbilfE  sitaaiion  requires,  he  has  found  leisure  to  eooipose  *•  The  SVodd  before 
the  nxxT— >*  The  West  Indies"<-«^  The  Wanderer  of  Switzerland**— 
**  Grcertkmd'^— poems  of  great  excellence,  besides  a  number  of  saialler  ptOr 
i&xtkttis. 
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CCXLVI. 


AWAY- TO  THE  MOUMAIN— A  WAY ! 


«c 


The  warrior  came  down  from  his  tent  on  the  hill. 

To  woo  in  the  vak  of  Ca^mere: 

Ah!  nay,'*— <ned  the  maMl,  whh  forebodings  of  ilV 

And  she  shrank  (torn  love's  profer  in  fear ; 
Bnt  the  young  mountaineer  would  not  so  be  denied. 

He  scofT'd  at  her  tremuloua  *'  Nay;" 
And  clasping  the  maid — spurr'd  his  courser— «nd  crisd, 
Away— to  the  mouAtaiu'-^awAy  !*' 


i< 


Her  home  on  the  mountain  was  stormy  and  wild. 

Unlike  the  husli'd  bowers  of  Cashmere — 
Y«t  the  fair*  when  she  gaz*d  on  her  wedded  one,  smiri), 

And  love  planted  paradise  there ; 
FastMrrongs,  if  recalVdj  were  but  nam*d  as  a  jest, 
From  a  cloud  e*en  as  dawneth  the  day^^ 
«  And  the  warrior's  wild  words  by  remembranco  w^ei  bW, 
*' Away— to  the  mountaiA— away!" 


9n 


CCXLVtX* 

THE  BRAES  OF  BALQUHITHER, 

AlKr-fThe  Three  Caxls  o*  Bttcbauui.*' 


Let  UB  go.  lassie,  go 

To  the  braes  o'  Balqii)iitl)er« 
Where  the  blae-berries  grpw 

*>IaDg  the  boDoy  HighUuid  beatber ; 
Where  the  deer  and  the  rae, 

Lightly  bounding  together, 
Sport  the  lang  summer  day 

On  tlie  braes  o*  BaUjuhither. 

I  will  twine  thee  a  bowV, 

By  the  clear  siller  fountain, 
And  ril  cover  it  o*er 

Wi'  the  flow*r8  o*  the  mountain ; 
I  will  range  thro*  the  wilds, 

And  the  deep^glens  sae  dxetry. 
And  return  wi*  theur  spoUs 

To  the  bpw'r  o*  my  deai;^. 
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When  fSbt  rade  mataj  win* 
Idly  iBTCs  round  our  dwdHB^ 

And  the  loar  of  die  linn 

On  the  nlgbt>btttyo>  iwdSng» 

Somofily.Fe'Usmg* 
As  the  storm  nttles  o*«r  us, 

*TSk  the  deer  sheeting  ring 
Wi'  the  light  lilting  dionis. 

Kow  the  sonuner  is  in  prioie» 

Wi*  the  flow'n  riddy  bkioinini^ 
And  die  wildinoantain  thyme 

A' the  mooriands  perfbming; 
To  our  dear  natiTe-sceiies 

I^  us  journey  togeAer, 
Where  glad  Innocence  reigns 

*Mang  the  hnes  o'  Balquhidief. 


CCXLVIIl. 

HAVE  YE  SAIL'D  ON  THE  BREAST  OF  THE 

DEEP  t- 


Have  you  sailed  on  tb^  breast  of  the  deep» 
AVlien  the  winds  had  alt  «leac*d  tbeir  bieadii 

X  Composed  on  ftdl!ng  p^  Cape  Trofiilgar  In  the  nijM. 
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Aiul  the  witen  were  hushed  m  at  holy  a  aleep^ 
And  M  cahn  aa  tb«  ihiiiiber  of  daath) 

When  the  yellow  mooai  beamitig  on  high, 
Shone  tranquilly  bright  on  the  wave. 

And  career'd  through  the  ^rast  and  hnpalpable  iky^ 
Till  she  found  iii  the  ocean  a  graTe. 

And  dying  away  hy  degrece  on  the  aight. 

The  waters  were  dad  in  the  iMntie  ixf  nigPit. 

*Twottld. impart  a  delight  to  ihy  souly 

As  I  felt  it  imparted  to  mine,  '  * 

And  the  draught  of  aflBioiidn  that  blachen'd  my  bowl 

Grew  bright  as  the  iih«ryvl||iite  I 
I  carelessly  lay  on  tha  deck. 

And  listen'd  in  sUenca  to  oatch  ... 

Hie  wonderful  storiarof  bactio  or' wreck, 

That  were  told  by  thai  men  of  the  waleh* 
Sad  storiaa  of  denioiis  meet  deadly  iliat'be^ 
And  of  mermaids  that  reea  from  tha  depths  of  the  sea. 
..        _  -  .  -   ' 

Strange  visione  my  fancy  had  turd, 

I  was  wet  with  the  dews  of  the  night ; 
And  I  thought  that  the  moon  still  cmitiBned  to  gild 

The  wave  wkh  a  silvery  light. 
I  sfmk  by  degrees  into  sleeps 

I  thought  of  my  friends  who  were  ftr» 
When  a  Ibrm  seem*d  to  glide  o*er  the  ftoe  of  the  d^ 

As  bright  as  the  evening  star ;   ' 
Ne*er  rose  there  a  spirit  more  lovely  and  fidr, 
Tet  I  trembled  to  thhik  that  a  ipMt  was  there, 


Enenld  gnm  ^KfM  hir  Mr» 

Braided  with  gcpn  qC  4ie  9tib 
Her  aim,  like  « lotlear,  sIm  winr'd  is  tfce  «r. 

And  I  knew  tliat  abei  becbm'd  <n  me^ 
Sbe  Umn^  gliiic'd  witliiwc  tyc^ 

How  indbbly  bright  ww  their  Utile ! 
I  duimk,  and  I  tmnU'di  with  ter  wbd  gofpna^ 

Tet  stai  I  <^glimwd  to  gMe  ( 
Bat  cndiaatingly  sweet  was  tiie  smfle  of  her  li|i^ 
And  I  ibilow'd  the  vifiQa  and  ffraiig  frdm  Hm  ship* 

'Mid  th«  wms  oTtte^MBM  IIUli 

The  dolphins  were  apfrtl>|F  iwilid,   ' 
And  many  « triton  was  tuning  Iftt  lUI^ 

And  eitatic  and  wild  wiMiha  seHlidl   * 
There  were  thoiiaf»dii«f ^MlMM  IfeOff^ 

And  thousandft  of  fathooM  b«hm^  1 
And  we  sunk  to  teiMiKS  wbtfre  ite  sohlmasiDv^ 

And  tfaa  topf««od.««Mnld  t^^"*; 
Where  the  diamond  and  sapphire  atemaHy  shed 
Their  lustre  around  on  Iho  boMi  of  Ibft  dead. 

And  wdl  oOgNt  iMr  iusire  be  bri^ 
For  they  shone  on  the  UmlM  ^  thiQ  b«t^ 

Of  those  who  had  fought  in  ^laiiJb)«  figbW 
And  were  buried  «tlii«iatiba  imnm; 

In  grottoes  «f  fseivl  iber  4eptr  ; 

On  white  beds  of  peail  Hiwnid^ 
And  near  then^  <br  «iipr  th«  watWP  ifftuVt  9i9fU 
And  the  wt»  lion  gwdwi  tbt  giroimdi 
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Wliile  tfte  da|^  oPtlM  liaois  bgr  tpSriCg  was  miigy 
And  aotemn  and  wild  were  tht  itniiis  that  they  sung. 


niRGE. 

Swee(  18  the  sliunber  the  mariners  sletiH 
Their  bones  are  laidin  the  caves  of  the  dec|»| 
Far  over  thehr  heads  the  tempests  sweep. 

That  De*er  shall  wake  them  mere : 
They  died  when  niT*d  the  bloody  &i^t. 

And  loud  was  the  cannon's  roar; 
Their  death  was  dark,  their  gloiy  bright^ 

And  they  sunk  to  rise  no  moie. 

They  sunk  to  rise  no  more. 

But  the  loud  wind  pa$t» 
When  they  breathed  their  last, 

And  it  carried  their  dying  sigh : 
In  a  winding-sheet. 
With  a  shot  at  their  feet* 
Id  coral  caves  they  lie» 
In  coral  caves  they  lie. 
Or  where  the  syren  of  the  rocks, 
Lavely  waves  their  sea-green  locka^ 
Where  the  deadly  breakers  foam» 
Found  they  an  eternal  home  ! 


•ad  kmg  i^«e  llie  iftnigglts  of  dnd^ 
BImJc  wu  the  nlgbt  when  tbcjr  yiddsd  tbeir  faR«a^ 
But  not  on  the  ooeaoi  all  booyaiit  and  blotted, 
the  sport  of  the  wstan»  their  white  bodies  doate^ 
For  tfa^  Were  home  to  coral  cavci^ 
Histant  fiur  beneath  the  waives. 
And  there  on  beds  of  pearl  they  sleep, 
And  far  o*er  their  heads  die  tempesta  sweip^ 
That  ne*er  shall  wake  them  flBore^ 
That  ne*cr  shall  wake  them  more. 


%«%«%«%%«^ 


CCXLIX* 


*1S  SWEET,  WHEN  IN  THE  GLOWING  WEfif* 


'Tis  sweet,  when  in  tlie  glowing  west 

The  6un*s  bright  wheels  their  course  are  lesrin^ 

Upon  the  azure  ocean's  breast, 
To  watch  die  dark  wave  slowly  heaving. 

m  D)i8  ]]csutiftil  Cansonette  to  the  composition  of  the  lite  Jobs  Botjc: 
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^iid  ob !  at  glimpse  of  early  morn, 
Wlien  early  monks  their  beads  are  teUin^^ 

*TS8  sweet  to  hear  the  iiiinter's  honit 
SVom  glen  to  mountain  wildly  swelHngi 

And  it  is  sweet,  at  mid-day  hoitf^ 

]3eneath  the  forest  oak  redining^ 
To  hear  the  driving  temptote  pour. 

Each  sense  to  fairy  dreams  resigning. 

^T!s  sweet,  where  nodding  rodks  around 
The  night-shade  dark  is  wildly  wfeathin|^ 

To  listen  to  some  solemn  sound, 

Tnin.  harp  or  lyre  divinely  breathing. 

And  sVreeter  yet  the  genuine  glow 
Of  youthful  fiiendship*s  high  devotion, 

Responsive  to  the  voice  of  woe. 

When  heaves  the  heart  with  strong  emotion. 

And  youth  is  sweet  with  mahy  a  joy. 
That  frolic  by  in  artless  measure ; 

And  age  is  sweet,  with  less  alloy, 

In  tranquil  thought  and  silent  pleasure. 

For  He  who  gave  the  life  we  share, 
With  every  charm  His  gift  adorning. 

Bade  Eve  her  pearly  dew-drops  wear. 

And  drcss*d  in  smiles  the  blush  of  morning. 
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CCL. 


THE  BRAES  O*  GLEKIFFER. 


■«  jp 


Keen  Uaws  the  wind  o*er  tbe  braes  o*  Gleniffer, 

The  auld  ceide*8  tuiiets  are  cower*d  wi*  snaw 
How  diaagM  fine  the  tkne  when  I  met  wi'  m j  lover 

Amaag  the  broom  bmhes  by  Stanly  green  shaw : 
The  wfld  flow*n  o*  Bmnmer  were  spread  a*  sae  bonnie^ . 

The  mavis  sang  sweet  frae  the  green  birken  tree ; 
But  far  to  the  camp  they  hae  marcb*d  my  dear  JohnniP, 

And  now  it  is  winter  wi'  nature  and  me. 

Then  ilk  tfiing  around  us  was  blythesome  and  cheoy, 

Then  ilk  thing  around  us  was  bonnie  and  braw ; 
Now  naething  is  heard  but  the  «ind  whistling  dreaiyi 

And  naething  is  seen  but  the  wlde-sf  reading  snav ; 
The  trees  are  a*  bare,  ai:d  the  birds  mute  and  dowie. 

They  shake  the  cauld  drift  firae  their  wings  as  tbey  flee, 
And  chirp  out  their  plaints,  seeming  wae  far  my  Johnnie, 

'Tis  winter  wT  them*  and  'tis  winter  wi*  me. 

Von  cauld  sleety  doud  skiffs  «Iong  the  bleak  moimtaia, 
And  shakes  the  dark  firs  on  the  stey  rocky  brae, 

While  down  the  deep  glen  bawb  the  snaw-flooded  foantua> 
That  murmur'd  lae  iWMt  to  my  laddie  and  roe. 


S«9 

*TiB  no  its  lond  torn  on  ti»  nvhiiy  wlad  twi]lm'» 
*Tis  Bothe  oMild  UmI  briogs  Iht  tear  i'  my  •'•, 

FoTy  O  gin  I  Mw  yu  my  konnle  Soots  callan. 
The  dark  days  o'  wialv  wwe  sumnugr  to  dm! 


^^^^%%^^»^^ 


ecu. 


EMBLEM  OF  ENGLAND'S  ANCIENT  FAITH  •• 


Emblffm  of  England's  andent  ftitfk, 
Aill  proudly  may  t|)y  bpmcbiki,  w»^ 

Wbsre  loyalty  lias  low  in  deatli^ 
Andiidlf|ir^«  iHHwteis  grwvb 

f 

Aadtiiouy  bnive  tenant  of  tlia  tomb! 

Repine  not  if  our  clime  deny. 
Above  tbine  honoured  sod  to  bloom 

Hie  floir*rels  of  a  mader  sky* 

Dicse owe tficir  biitb  to  genial  May; 

Beneath  a  fiercer  sun  they  pine, 
Before  the  winlsr  storm  decayt^** 

And  can  their  worth  be  type  of  thine. 


•  Tliese  bssntiful  and  Uably  expcevir^  liiM  aie  eatnetadftam  tte 
tdnUred  work,  entittod  Waverley.   They  are  inacribed  to  an  Oak4vee  in 
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No !  faa(t  'mid  stortns  oC  Ihle  cf^posiaf^ 
Sdll  lugher  sveU*d  owh  daumfeM  faMi^ 

4im1  while  despair  U10  some  vm  dowif, 
Commenc'd  tby  brief  but  glotjous  part, 

'Twas  then  thou  sought  oi)  Albyn's  hill» 
(When  England's  sons  the  strife  resignM) 

A  nigged  race  resisting  still, 
/Lad  uQsiibdu'd  thongfa  uluefin'd. 

'Jihj  death'««hoar  heard  po  kindrtd  wail. 

No  holy  knell  thy  requiem  rung ; 
Thy  mourners  were  tha^plsaded  GaeL 

Thy  dirge  the  clamorous  {nbroch  siing. 

Yet  who^  in  fortune's  smmner^sldney 

To  waste  life's  longest  term  away. 
Would  changiB  tiiat  gloikmsf  dawm  of  thine^ 

Though  darken*^  ere  its  noontide  day? 

the  chuicfa.ywnA  of  .  i  n  in  the  Highland*,  aid  to  jsuok  the  giwre  ofCip. 
tain  Wq^,  who  wn  killed  in  1619.  The  Iblkming  note  ooneeralivtlik 
person  we  also  extract  fhxm  ttieasmewnk:  **  Tlie  letter  ftom  the  OH 
containing  Fion*8  lines  on  the  fkte  of  Captain  Wogan,  whose  cntarprisiiv 
dMTacterl4  80  well  drawn  by  C3arendoQ.  He  liad  originsDy  ei«i^  in  the 
aervioe  of  tlie  Parliamei^t,  hot  had  al^und  tiiat  iMity  upon  tfaesxec^ 
ChartesLandy  upon  hearing  that  the foyal  standard  |vas  act  pp by  tiie Bui 
of  Oleneaira  and  General  Middleton,  in  the  Highlandi  of  acqtlaod,  took 
IeavieofCliax1e8lI.wbowasthenafeFRri8,  paoed  bito  Etaghnd,  MKmUad 
•  body  of  caralien  in  the  neighbouihood  of  London,  travened  the  kingdos 
which  had  been  ao'  long  under  domination  of  the  Diaiper,  by  naidM 
conducted  ^th  auch  skin,  dexterity,  and  spirit,  that  he  idUy  mmi  bis 
handflil  oiflyiMnyen  with  Oie  body  of  HijiUandw  then  to  tyna  After 
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Be  thine  dM  TVee  wiuM  dwiadm  boo|^ 
Brave  nwmct^t  dnwi^lit  ana  ffinter's  gloooi  ? 

Rome  boMiid  with  oek  iwr  psltiot's  htovtHf 
And  A]^  rioMbMi  WbgMi't  tonli. 


^<»r»%%  %»»%»»» 


CCUI. 


KNOW*ST  THOU  THE  LAND. 


Know*st  thou  Uie  land  where  stately  laurels  bloom^ 
IVhere  orange  groves  exhale  their  rich  peifume ; 
Soft  breezes  float  along  the  lucid  sky. 
And  all  is  peace>  and  joy,  and  harmony? 
Know'st  thou  that  land?  ■■  ■  ' 

O  tiiither  flee, 
And  dwell  for  ever  there,  niy  friend,  with  me. 


several  months  of  desultory  warfore,  in  whi^  Wogan's  skill  aud  courage 
fiair.ed  him  tiie  highest  reputaUoo,  he  bad  the  miiifurtune  to  be  wounded  in  « 
•dangerous  manner,  a^d  no  surgical  assistance  being  witiiin  reach,  be  termj^ 
natod  bis  short  but  gloiiiDus  career.*' 

xk3 
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Know'st  tboji  Um  hiOi^  whose  towering  heads  of  snow 
Frown  o*er  the  fyuj  kod  that  iniilea.bei«w : 
Now  wrap^  in  doudi  the  gaze  of  mortela  ihiui» 
Now  freeie  and  gliiCcii  in  the  aununcr  aun? 
ICnow'stthou  thoae  hOk?— — 

Be  our  retreat 
The  fertile  Eden  bloomiog  at  their  feet. 

Know'st  thou  the  clime  whose  sons  have  souls  of  fire 
To  feel  and  prize  the  laptuiaa  of  the  lyre; 
To  whom  those  finer  sympathies  belong 
Which  thrill  and  tremble  at  the  Voice  of  son^? 
Know*st  tkeu  that  ctime?-— «— 

Corner  thither  flee, 
7%at  is  the  fittest  home  for  you  and  roe. 

Here  hate  and  slander  fan  the  coals  of  strife, 
past  foul  aspersions  on  the  fairest  life ; 
Spy  out  eadi  speck  that  clouds  a  brother's  fame, 
.Shout  o*er  his  faults,  and  feast  upon  his  shame! 

Spurn  the  ¥110  herd  ?■ ■ 

Indignant  fly 
fq  some  more  courteous  land,  and  milder  sky^ 
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CCLIU. 


JK^  SMILING  PLAINS  *. 


The  smiling  Iilain3»  profusely  ^ay. 
Are  drest'din  all  the  pride  of  May ; 
The  birds  on  every  spray  above 
To  rapture  ^irake  the  .vocal  groves 
But  ah !  Miranda,  without  thee, 
Kor  spring  nor  sumnvBr  nniles  on  me. 
All  lonely  in  the  secret  shade, 
I  mourn  tliy  absence,  channing  maid ! 


*  **  Th«se  elegant  itanzas  were  w^ci»m  by  poor  Falconar,  the  author  oi 
tiic  Shipwreck,  of  whom  Bums  writes  to  Mn.  Dunlop  In  ttie  foUowiog  ex^ 
quuitc  strain  of  tenderness ;  **  FaloQner,  tha  unfoitunate  author  of  the 
Shipwreck,  that  ^orious  poem,  is  no  more.  After  weathei  ing  that  dreadAil 
catastrophe  he  so  feelingly  describes  In  his  Foem,  and  after  weathering  many 
hard  galea  of  fortune,  he  went  to  the  bottom  with  the  Aurora  frigate  I  I 
fwget  what  part  of  Scotland  had  the  hoiunir  of  giving  bin  bhrth;  but  he  was 
the  son  of  obKUiitj  and  misftntune*  He  was  one  of  thcae  daring  adventur. 
ous  spiriti,  which  old  Caledonia,  beyond  any  other  mijtioa,  is  remarkable  for 
producing.  Littledocs  the  fond  moUier  think,  as  she  hangs  delighted  over 
the  sweet  little  leed|.  at  her  boiomy  where  the  poor  lldlow  may  hereafter 
wander,  ^nd  what  may  be  his  fate.    I  remember  a  stansa  i;^  on  oH  Scots 
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O  soft  tt  loire !  as  honour 
Serendy  sweet  as  ▼ornal  air! 
Come  to  my  anns;  for  you  alone 
Can  all  my  abtenee  past  atone. 
O  come !  and  to  my.  bleeding  heart 
The  flOferdgn  balm  of  love  impart; 
Tby  proenoe  lasting  joy  shall  bring, 
And  give  the  year  eternal  spring. 


ballad  irtkicby  notajtiisfsnding  Its  nicle  simii&dty,  speaks  leeiiD^y  t»  the 
heart  j 

littledid  any  mother  think, 
Tbat  day  she  cradled  me. 
IVhat  land  I  was  to  travel  in, 
J  OrvhatdeitblihoiiUdiel*' 

In  addition  to  Uiere  remarks^  it  ^will  be  proper  to  add,  that  ViVBSaim  lU. 
coner  wan  bom  in  Edteibnrgb,  about  the  year  1790^  where  his  firtfaer  was  a 
barber.  William,  a*  an  early  age,  went  <m  board  a  Lritfa  aawrhantaBan,  in 
trbteh  he  served  an  ai^enticeship.  |n  1769,  we  find  him  purser  of  the  Amoca 
frigate.  Tl)is  Teaeel  sailed  for  India  the  same  year,  and  was  nevermore 
heard  ot  Various  repents  haive  arisen  req^ecting  tiie  fate  of  the  Aunxa, 
whkdi  was  last  besid  of  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  in  December  1769;  bat 
thepievalent  opinion  is^  that  she  took  fire  at  sea  in  the  nighttime,  and 
bles;  up.  In  his  person.  Falconer  was  of  the  middle  sise,  apardy  madr,  and 
^th  a  dark  weather-beaten  countenance,  marked  by  the  small  pox.  No  re* 
mains  of  the  fhmily  are  paw  known  to  exist  in  Edinburgh.  A  tiMer,  win 
M  supposed  to  be  the  last  surviving,  died  within  tbeae  fevr  yeaxs  in  a  vock. 
ifuse  therc/*«-|idin.  ed.  of  the  Shipwreck,  160T. 
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€GUr. 


PN  THE  STAB  QF  «  THE  tEGION  OF  HONOUR." 


Star  of  the  traire  i— whose  beam  liadi  At^ 
jSuch  glory  o'er  the  qaick  and  ijend 
Thou  radiant  and  ador*d  deceit ! 
Which  millions  niah'd  in  anna  to  mdtp^rf 
Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth ! 
Why  riae  In  Heayen  V>  aet on  Earth? 

.Souls  of  aUin  heroes  form'd  thy  lajSy 
^tcmity  flashed  through  thy  blase  ; 
^e  music  of  thy  martial  qpbere 
Waa  fime  09  high  and  honour  here  | 
And  thy  light  broke  <m  l\un^  eyc^ 
iJfce  a  volcano  from  the  sfcies. 

JJk»  hwa  «oll*d  thy  stamon  of  iilcKQd^ 
And  swept  down  empires  with  its  flood  ; 
Earth  rodL*d  beneath  thee  to  her  base. 
As  then  did*st  lighten  throii|^  all  ^aoe; 
And  the  shorn  Son  grew  dim  in  air. 
And  set  whOe  dioa  wert  dwdUng  Acvpb 
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BcfivB  wttt  iQi^  ms  wilL  Ac6  ff€tff 

A  ninbow  of  the  krveBest  hvc^ 

Of  lliiM  bri^tt  ootomiLf 9  Mdi  difiM^ 

And  fit  ftr  tint  cdcBlkl  aign; 

Pior  rVeedoa't  hand  had  Uanded  thcB^ 


One  tint  was  of  the  manhmn'sdfmz 
One,  the  blue  de^  of  Seraph's  ejres  ; 
Onc^  die  pnre  Spiiit's  ^inl  ef  ntdte 
Bad  lab'd  ip,  ladiiiioe  of  iti  light : 
Ihe  three  w  apgwii^  did  boMl^ 
Ihe  leitare  of  a  hasfwlj  dicai^ 

8lar  of  the  bran !  ibjn^U  pal^, 
And  dttfcneiB.muft  i^^ain  prerBiI ! 
9iil,ob,thou  Aahibowofthefreef 
Our  tears  and  blood  must  4ow  lor  .diee.! 
When  thy  blight  prqm^e  fiuies  away» 
Oor  life  is  biii  a  kod  of  cU}r. 

And  Freedoib  hallows  with  her  tttad 
The  silent  cities  of  the  dead; 
For  bcantiftil  in  death  are  they 
Vfho  proudly  ,fiiU  in  her  anmy  ; 
^nd  soottyofi  Goddess,  may  we  b« 
Sor  cvenbore  with  tbem  or  £bee ! 

f  tbetti-octtdar. 
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CCLWm 

SHE'S  GANE  TO  DWALL  IN  HEAVEN,  MY 

LABSIEf. 


She's  gane  todmll  in  besfeo,  my 

She's  fane  to  dwall  Im  hesfw : 
Yerc  owre  pure,  qw*  the  voice  d*  Go^ 

For  dv^alllng  out  o*  heaven  I 

t  This  beauttfal  ipcdmen  of  the  Caledoolan  hfttf  was  oopisd  tttm 
the  rtdtatdaa  of  a  youof  oouoliy  gM,  and  was  ^oii|fM  to  have  been  con. 
IKMed  about  the  tiiDe  of  the  BcloRniCioiHon  a  dni^htar  of  tbtUdri 
of  Coiwfaill,  on  the  bank  of  the  Kith,  who  was  mudi  cekbiated  forher.bcauty 
and  mentd  actjuirenients,  and  was  cidled  by  the  peanntrjr  the  tOj  of 
Nithfldale.    Shewed  at  the  age  of  nineteen.   lliegbEldbiewedithatltwaia 
gteat  taTC'rite  of  her  mother's,  but  soUom  sung,  as  its  open  ftmiliaritj  witb 
God  made  It  too  daring  lUr  Presbyterian  strictnesi.    They  do  doubt  pan  the 
bounds  of  simple  and  ailural  pelhetic,  neveithelcaB,  Ibcy  stnqgly  express  the 
n^ngted  fedings  c^grief  and  derotion  whichfoUow  the  loss  of  sopoebelored  ob- 
ject. Th«e  are  degrees  of  affliction  corresponding  with  those  of  our  attadimcnt 
and  regaid,  and  surdy  the  most  tender  of  attachment  must  be  deplored  by 
i«ftVrti/<yi  the  most  poignant   This  may  aceount  for,  and  excuse  thoseexpres- 
eiona  in  tids  song  which  border  on  extravagance ;  but  it  must  be  mnfriwit 
that  die  first  atanxa,  with  erery  allowance,  is  reptehcnsible  from  its  open  ani. 
daring  confidence  in  the  Deity.   The  rest  «re  written  in  a  stiriii  of  solemn 
and  fading  eloquence^  which  must  find  an  edio  in  every  bosopi.   The  eflb- 
rion  is  somewhat  toosetiouaforaaong;  it  has  SH  the  hoUneM  of  apsalm, 
and  wooU  luflbr  prafanatioB  by  bdng  aet  to  acsBMBMn  taiw.«>Cfvii^ 
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ti  whftt'U  flhe  do  In  heaven,  my  lassie, 

O  wluit'll  die  do  in  heaven  ? 
ibe*Il  miz  her  ain  tiioiighta  wi*  angel's  mnpi 

And  make  them  mair  meet  for  heaven. 


ttie  was  dcatlj  beloved  bjTa*,  my  kasie^ 
She  wis  dearly  beloved  by  a* ; 

ilut  ail  aagd  fell  in  love  wi'  her. 
And  look  her  free  iis  a'. 


Lowly  iicra  IhoQ  lieik  mylanieb    < 

Jjowlj  theft  tfum  lies : 
A  bomofier  form  ncr  er  went  to  th^  yird* 

Nor  iiae  it  will  arise ! 

Fu*  soon  i'n  foOo^  thee,  my  lassie, 

Fu'  soon  I'll  follow  thee ; 
Thou  left  me  nought  io  covet  ahin', 

But  took  gudeness  s^l'  wi'  thee. 

I  look*d  on  thy  death-cold  fad^  my  lassie^ 

I  look'd  on  thy  death  cold  face; 
Thou  seem'd  a  lily  new  cot  i*  the  bnd. 

And  fading  lit  iis  place. 

I  look'd  on  th^  dtath-shiit  eye,  my  lasaie> 
I  look*(^  on. thy  death  shut  eye ; 

And  a  lovelier  light  in  the  brow  of  iu8aNren> 
Fell  time  shall  ne'er  destroy. 
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llijli^wenrttddljraiidcalnv  myUmie^ 
Thy  Upt  were  ruddy  and  calm; 

But  ganfe  was  the  bolie  bmath  o*  beaveiit 
To  sing  the  evening  psalm. 

^Iiere'anjinghlbut  dust  now  mnici;  laan^. 
There's  naugbt  bi^t  dust  no<r  mine  ; 

Ilfy  saul's  wi'  diee  i'  the  cauld  grave, 
4n4  ^7  sbopld  I  stay  behin' ! 


%<»%<»»%^%%»%% 


CCLVl, 


ISABCLIE. 


A  SXaiNADS. 


Isabdle !  Inbelle  !  bark  to  my  soft  lutCt 

A^^moumftfl  it  meltetb  o'er 
The  sorrows  of  one  whose  l|ps  are  mutc> 

And:  whose  heart  sbafl  beat  no  more. 
List  to  its  wailings  ai^d  plaints,  mylovc^ 
Sad^  as  the  accents  9f  saints,  my  love, 

When  the  ams  of  men  they  deplorfw 
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Awake  from  your  slttinbcirs^  my  Isabelle, 

Oh!  list  to  its  murtnuritigs, 
They  breathe  not  to  blame  Aee— they  rf^  but  to  teB 

The  anguiih  that  moves  their  strings. 
Lo,  the  moon  seems  to  weep  on  her  way.  my  lofe, 
And,  'shnmded  In  chnid^  seems  to  say,  my  Wve^ 

«  No  hope  Willi  the  morrow  qprings.'* 

Hark !  on  the  breeze  Booms  the  heavy  sound 

Of  the  nei^bouring  convent's  bell. 
And  its  walls,  ere  a  few  short  hours  wheel  ionwI» 

Shall  inclose  thee,  my  Isabelle  : 
And  thou  ahalt  be  torn  from  my  arms,  my  lore, 
And  buried  in  all  thy  charms,  my  love. 

Where  these  midnight  requiems  swelL 

I  see  thee  before  the  high  altar  kneel. 
And  the  crucifix  trembling  embrace^ 
And  the  sable  veil  o'er  the  brightness  steal 

Of  thy  lovely  and  holy  face : 
And  thou  shalt  fade  in  thy  bloom,  my  love, 
While  I  shall  wend  to  tlie  tomb,  my  love. 

Where  hearts  no  woe  can  feeL 

We  grew,  and  we  lbv*d,  in  youth's  sunny  day, 

Like  twin  flowers  in  a  dewy  vale. 
But  the  pilgrim's  rude  tamd  pluck'd  one  bud  away, 

And  the  other  was  strown  by  the  gale* 
Our  hearts,  upon  earth,  were  as  one,  my  love^ 
And  now  when  thine  is  gone,  my  love, 

Mine  also  its  doom  "shaU  hail«-«^ 
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CCLVII. 


DESPAIRING  MARY. 


Mary,  why  thus  waste  thy  youth-time  in  sorrow? 

See  a*  around  you  the  flowers  sweetly  blaw ; 
Blythe  sets  the  sun  o*er  the  wild  difi  of  Jura, 

Bljrthe  sings  the  mavis  in  Oka  green  shaw. 
'*  How  can  this  heart  ever  mair  think  of  pleasure^. 

Summer  may  smilei  but  delight  I  hae  nane ; 
C^ulJ  in  tiie  grave  lies  my  heart's  only  treasure^ 

Nature  seems  dead  since  my  Jamie  is  ganei 

<•  Thu  Iterchief  he  gave  me^  a  true  lover*s  token. 

Dear,  dear  to  me  was  the  gift  for  his  sake ! 
I  wear*t  near  my  heart,  but  this  poor  heart  is  broken,. 

Hope  died  with  Jamie,  and  left  it  to  break. 
Sighing  for  Irim  I  lie  down  in  the  e'ening^ 

Sighing  for  him  I  awake  in  the  morn  ; 
%»ent  are  my  days  a'  in  secret  repining. 

Peace  to  this  bosom  can  never  return. 

"  Oft  have  w^  wandered  in  sweetest  retirement, 
Telling  our  loves  'neath  the  moon's  silent  beam. 

Sweet  were  our  meetings  of  tender  endearment, 
But  fled  are  these  joys  like  a  ^eet-passing  dream* 
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tn»d  R«mcaibraae»f'ah !  ^y  wilt  fhoii  wreck  iii% 
Bvooding o*er joys  tfast  for  ever  sre  flown! 

Cnid  Remembrancei  in  yky  fantkt  me. 
Flee  to  MOW  boeom  where  grief  is  unkoowB !" 


ccvniu 


WILL  BE  HO  C6M£  BACK  AGAIN  •< 


IFSSf  ke  n»  ctme  back  i^gom« 
WiUkeno  comeback  againt 
Hey,  Charlie's  iww  ai»a*»  * 
And  vnU  ke  no  come  back  agmf 

Itf  ony  a  tnitor  *iiuuig  the  hiii% 
Sought  to  draw— 4(ou|^t  to  .draw, 

Mohy  a  traitor  'maiig  the  hilla^ 
Sought  to  draw  his  life  awa*. 

« llMie  Jacobite  vmciivw^han^  in  by  a  gentltesb  who  twafanm 
mudi  intomt  in  the  proqierity  ofthli  pubttcatkm,  and  who  ofM  hioadf 
JL  M.  Olawow.  *<  I  recovered  them"  lajfi  be^  "firomfheiedtatioo  ofei 
old  wooQMn  IVtitt  6aIlo«ray.  I  do  notlmow  that  theyerer  appeared  la  piM. 
8heia3n»theaoBr«ascumntin  her  part  of  the  country  about  ftrty  yens 
ogo,  butforthelaetflfteenortiventy  yean  she  has  flcaiody  ever  IwHd  it 
aung.  Thi«i  is  all  the  information  I  can  acquire  reelecting  thepieeih  Tte 
-"Tses  are  Batnral  aed  slnqde^*' Ac*  18191 
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Hie  hilb  he  trode  were  a'  hb  ftin, 
And  the  bonnie  buken  tree : 

Hie  vera  knowes  in  ilka  plain, 
Belong  to  youtbfu'  Charlie* 

Ilka  mavis  tries  to  sing- 
To  the  e'ening  sinking  down; 

He  maun  only  be  our  king, 
Charlie*s  fit  to  wear  a  crown. 

Monj  a  gallant  sodger  fought, 
Mony  a  gallant  knight  did  fa*, 

Mony  a  battle  sair  was  wrought, 
A'  for  Charlie's  crown  and  law. 

Sweet  the  blackbird's  voice  is  heard, 
Singing  saft  on  ilka  tree : 

But  sin*  Charlie's  now  awa*. 
Pleasure  nane  it  gies  to  me. 

0,ye  cruel,  csuel  men,  ' 

That  pursued  him  in  your  hate ; 
\  can  mark  your  dying  day, — 

Sad  and  dreary  is  your  fate. 


«ia 
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» 

COAX* 
THfi  PASSIONATE  SHEPHERD  TO  HIS  LOVE. 


Come  Vtw  with  me^  and  bi  n^  love^ 
And  we  will  all  tiie  pleasureB  proves 
That  hilb  and  valliei^  dale  and  field. 
And  dl  the  craggy  monntains  yield* 

There  will  we  tic  upon  the  rocksi 
And  see  the  shqiberds  feed  their  flock^ 
By  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falh^ 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

There  will  I  matie  thee  beds  of  roses^ 
With  a  thousand  fragrant  posies^ 
A  cap  of  flowers,  and  a  kirtle, 
£nibroider*d  all  with  leaves  of  myrtle. 

A  gown  made  of  the  finest  wool. 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull ; 
Sfippers  lin*d  choio^y  for  ihe  cold; 
Wilh  buckles  of  the  purest  gold. 

A  belt  of  itniw»  and  ivy  buds  $ 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs : 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move^ 
Then  live  vtith  me,  and  be  my  love. 
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The  ■hcpherd  •wains  rinll  dance  tad  rifig 
For  thy  delight  each  Hay  mwming : 
If  these  deli^bts  thy  nund  nay  movt^ 
Then  Un  with  aw^  and  be  my  low. 


CdiX. 


tHE  KYMPH'S  R^FLY  •. 


If  that  the  wotld  and  love  were  youag» 
And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue. 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  thee^  and  he  thy  love. 


«  The  fint  of  these  two  beauUAil  Madrigab  was  written  by  Christopher 
Marlow,  ibe  teoond  bjr  Sir  NValter  tialeigfa :  althou^  both  hsvt  loiDctiiiMii 
becnafcribedtothepenor  Shakeipeare.  In  the  Merry  Wires  ofWbMisor, 
ActSd,  Sofene Itib  "•  Hie  PtoaionateSboiiberd **ii quoted;  bNl flhakespeiie 
frequently  made  Uidunracten  dng,  or  redte,  sorapi  <tf  bdladi,  &e.  that  were 
popular  at  the  ttane^  of  ooune  he  never  daimedviy  of  the  pleeM  ID  introduced 
«•  his  owiih-It  is  also  wdl  known,  tiiat  thie  sublime  Genius  Was,  of  aD 
men,  the  moat  IndUnanent  as  to  his  poetical  falttc^  and  that  he  suflkred  his 
Rays  to  be  printed  without  giving  himself  the  sttiaBeit  onnoeni  ahout  them  { 
henoe^  tt  is  supposed,  many  Inteipoittions  were  fblstod  In  by  tiie  playen,  and 
many  words  altered,  «hro'  the  ignorance  or  inadViMeney  of  printen,  which 
have  given  rise  to  so  many  dlflbrent  readings,  and  csused  sudi  dllftrenoe  of 
•Irinton  amongst  his  critics  snd  commentaterB. 
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But  tiiiiediifM fladct  firom  field  tofokl, 
When  imn  ng^  and  neks  giow  odUf 
And  FhilaniBl  bccopMrlh  dumli, 
And  all  oomplaii  of  cttsnio  oooM, 

Tlie  flowers  do  fiide^  and  wanton  fidda 
To  wsywaid  winter  remaning  yidds: 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall. 
Is  fancy's  spring,  but  sorrow's  faO. 

In  ^  The  BurionateFUgrineaod  Sonnets  to  sundry  D8lM  of  MaBdM!i  bj 
WUlUm  Shakespeare,  London,  printed  for  W.  Jaggaid,  1599.**  four  stanzai^of 
^  The  Fksrionate  Shepherd  '*  «ko  occur,  with  the  first  of  the  Reply:  iMt  tbae 
might  hsve  been  inserted  without  Slialcespeare's  Vut'^Dg  any  thing  of  die 
matter,  and  this  circumstance,  of  its  being  printed  with  his  name,  and  doniig 
his  liftlime,  though  it  might  be  considered  as  omiclMriTe  in  the  case  of  otfaeni 
cannot  be  bdd  so  in  his.    Besides  this,  in  the  old  Poetical  MisoeOany  itjifll 
<*&i^and*sHdioao,*'  we  find  the  first  printed  with  the  name  of  Msdov 
auldtdned  to  it,   and  the  second,  signed  ^  Ignoto  ;**  a  ngnature  wdl  known 
to  be  that  whidi  Ralrffl^  frequoitly  made  use  of  wlieo  a  young  man.  Mr. 
Makme,  in  his  expeOent  edition  of  Shake^-eareli  Works,  rejects  them  at  not 
Iwlangingtohisw^or.   We  shall  dose  cnfx  obscwationa  on  tbisJieMl  br 
<atinga  passage  from  Isaac  Walton  corroborative  of  them.    In  liis  ''Coo- 
pleat  Angler  **  both  the  Pastorals  are  inserted  under  the  charMter  "of  that 
smooth  song,  which  was  made  by  Kit  Marlow,  now  at  least  fifty  yesn sgs> 
and— an  Ans^jrer  to  it,  which  ir«  made  by  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  in  hisyoungcr 
days,r— Old  iashioned  poetry,  but  choicely  good;^much  better  than  the  stroof 
fines  now  in  fashion  in  this  critical  age.'* 

Marlow  was  a  man  of  great  goiius,  and,  with  the  eyceptiop  of  ShattHpisre 
his  contemporary,  wascertainly  the  firrt  dramatic  writer  of  his  time.  7^ 
drcumstances  attending  his  death  were  melancholy.  like  nsnyof  tiie 
gVKKS  irritabUe^  be  was  ad^cted  to  dissipation,  and  the  victim  of  his  o«m 
headlong  passions.  In  1583,  hewsskiUedtn  a  brothel  by  w  itttookinffcl- 
low,  his  rival  in  the  auctions  of  some  doxy.  Marlow,  in  a  paiexyitni  of 
jealousy  and  revenge,  hadattempledtostab  him;  but  the  fidkiwiienngius 
band  forced  him  to  plunge  tfie  dagger  into  his  own  head. 

'Rcfrarding  the  persecution,  suf!brinj|p*,  and  ultimate  fiste  of  the  bnvc, 
-^t  awd  unfortunate  Sir  Walter  Raltigli,  it  is  unncccssarylto  speskj  wiU" 
general  reader  must  already  bp  familiar. 
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lli^  gffwm,  thy  Aoea,  tbybeds  of  rosas^ 
*rhj  cam  (liy  kirde,  and  thy  podes. 
Soon  break,  soon  wither,  soon  f o^gotteu, 
tn  Mly  ripe,  in  reaion  loCten. 

Tby  bdt  of  stn#,  ahd  ivy  bud^ 
ny  oond  clasps^  and  innbeK  stiids  ; 
All  these  In  me  no  means  can  move 
To  come  to  the^  and  be  thy  love. 

But  could  youth  last,  and  love  stfll  bt«ed» 
Had  joys  no  date^  nor  age  no  need, 
Then  those  delights  my  mind  might  move 
To  five  with  thee^  and  be  thy  hiva 


^»^i»%»»»%»»» 


CCLXI. 


MAIDEN !  WRAP  THT  MANTLE  tlOUNb  THCfi. 


Maiden !  Wrap  thy  mantle  round  the^, 
Cdd  the  rain  beats  on  thy  bnast; 

Why  should  horror's  voice  astound  thec^ 
Death  can  bid  the  vrretched  rest. 
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AU  under  the  tr^» 
Thy  bed  may  b^ 
And  thou  m»ftt  dumber  peacefully* 

Maiden !  once  gay  pleasure  knew  tfaee. 
Now  Ifay  cheeks  are  pale  and  deep, 
Love  has  been  a  felon  to  thee; 
Yet,  poor  maiden,  do  not  weep : 
Thoe's  rest  for  tl^ee^ 
All  under  the  tree^ 
l¥here^tbott  irilt  sleep,  most  pMefttll^ 


^j%,^^t^0^fkf9'Y^ 


CCLX1I. 


THE  ERLE-KING  *. 


O !  who  rides  liy  nig)it  through  the  woodlands  so  wild? 
It  is  the  fond  father,  embracing  bis  child. 
And  close  the  boy  nestles  within  his  lov*d  arm, 
Fnmi  the  blast  of  the  t^m^  tp  k(!ep  himself 


«  It  ia  neoenary  the  reader  ghould  be  Informed  that  In  the  kff^ 
Danish  Bupentition,  eertrin  ndadiievioiu  tfMIs  are  suppoaed  to  jn^^ 
the  dUftfttt  elenenti,  and  to  «iuiwtli«in«^eB  with  iQfl>ptiBtPl«>B^* 
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<<Ofatfaer!  Ofailier!  see  yonder^M  he  iays; 

*  My  boy»  upon  what  dost  thou  fesrfully  gaze?* 

«<  O  'tis  the  Erifr-King,  with  bis  stalTand  dmmd»** 

*  No^  my  lore^  it  is  but  ftdttk  wireath  6f  the  doud.' 


The  Pkanion  speaku 

«<  O  wilt  thoa  go  with  met  ihou  lovdiest  diHd? 
By  many  gay  sports  diall  thy  hours  be  beguil*d; 
My  mother  keeps  for  thee  many  a  fiur  toy» 
And  many  ft  fidr  flower  shftll  die  pluck  for  my  boy  !*' 

*'  O  father!  O  father!  and  did  you  not  hear 

llie  Erie- King  whisper  so  close  i^  my  ear  ?*' 

«  Be  still,  my  Iov*d  darling,  my  child,  be  at  easei 

It  was  but  the  wild  bbtttf  as  it  howl'd  through  the  trees.' 


The  Phantonu 

*<  O  wilt  thou  go  with  me^  thou  loveliest  boy  ? 
My  daughter  aball  tend  thee  with  care  and  with  joy, 
She  shall  bear  thee  so  lightly  thro*  wet  and  thro*  wild. 
And  hug  thee,  and  kiss  tiiee,  and  sing  to  my  child  !** 


imui»-One  of  theie  Is  tenned  the  Water.King,  another  the  Flre-KiDg,  and 
a  third  the  Ooad-King.  The  hero  of  this  pieoelf  the  Erieor  OilcKing— 
a  fiend  who  Is  fuppoied  to  dwdl  in  the  reoMsas  of  the  torert,  and  thanqy  to 
issue  foith  upon  the  benighted  trsTdler  to  lure  hitato  hUidestniotloB. 
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TbB  £r]e-Kiii|(*s  pale  d«ii|^^r  i^lide  |iast  t)iro*  tbenin?" 
*Ona,my  heart's  treanire }  I  knew  it  f uU  soon* 
^  waa  the  (pwgf  willow  that  danc'd  to  the  vopiu' 

t 

/ 

*<  Cone  with  me^  come  with  me,  no  longer  ddajr^ 
Pr  cbe,  ally  childy  I  will  drag  thee  awiqr.*' 

f  O  father !  Q  ikther !  now,  now  keep  your  hold. 
The  Erie-King  has  seized  me,— bis  graqi  is  so  cold.** 

Sore  tienibled  the  fioher,  he  spurr*d  thro*  the  wild, 
Chsping  dote  to  his  bosom  his  shuddering  child, 
He  reaches  bis  dwelling,  in  doubt  and  in  dread,^ 
Bitty  daqp*d  to  his  boflom^  the  infant  is  dead* 


CCLXIII. 
FRIENDSHIP,  LOVE,  AND  TRUTH  f. 


When  «  Friendship^  Lov%  and  TpMb*'  atioimj 

Among  a  band  of  Brothers, 
Hie  cup  of  joy  goes  gaUy  round* 

Each  shaies  the  bliss  of  others : 

♦  CtTnpoeed for  3 %>ciety whose  mot^ was* ** Friendship,  Lcvc, and  IVu*.' 
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Sweet  rosef  grace  die  thorny  wayv 
Abng  this  vale  of  ff^rrpv : 
,  ne  ilowers  fbat  shed  their  leayeste-daj^ 
Shall  bloom  again  to-morrow : 

Sow  grand  in  age^  how  fimr  in  youth. 
Are  holy  FxkbOOdp,  Lon^  and  IVuthf 

On  lialejon  wings  onr  moments  pao, 

lift'a  cmel  cares  beguOing  I 
Old  Time  lays  down  his  scythe  and  ghes. 

In  gay  good  hmnour  smiling ; 
With  ermine  beaid  ^Dd  Ibrekx^  grey. 

His  reverend  front  adorning^  ^ 
He  looks  like  winter  turnM  to  Mttf, 

Kigfaf  soAen'd  into  morning ! 
How  grand  in  age^  how  fair  in  youth, 
AnhiAy  FtwMbSp,  Lon,  and  Truth} 


Fnm  diese  deUghtlul  fountains  flow 

Ambiosial  rills  of  pleasure : 
Pan  auin  desfarH  can  heaipen  bestow, 

A  mofe  leqplendent  tieasufe  ? 
Adom'd  with  gems  so  richly  bright^ 

We'll  form  a  constellation, 
Where  evciy  star,  with  modest  l%fai^ 

ShaU  giU  Us  pioper  station : 
How  grand  in  age,  how  fiur  in  youtl^ 
Are  holy  Friendship,  Love,  and  Tnitl^i 

% 

jf  m 
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CtiLXVf. 
STAT,  0U)RIOUS  FAGSAKT,  STAU 

8CEN  A^iUfired  in  tht  NeilliardU  Cot. 


RECITATIVE. 

Stay,  glorious  pageaiiti  itoy !  it  fliw !  it  Met! 

*Tis  darkness  all— >  •— 

Poor  rushen  mat,  art  tl)«u  wy  r^fid  dbair  ? 

Imperial  robe,  ah !  cliaiig'4  tQ  iiertolatt'a  Waedf ; 

Of  all  his  heritage  not  so  much  earth 

As  build's  a  graven  rtmaiiB  tofaUMi  Alfiei-^ 

Oh  England  !  Mother  dear—the  DaiUBh  swoid 

Hath  pierc*d  thy  heart     Thou  bked^st  to  detlh. 

CANZONET. 

Oh  England !  my  mother,  thy  peoe  thou  entvinHU 
Thy  robe  flows  dishevell'd— ^y  locks  fall  uabottiMi 

On  liberty's  lap-^thy  pale  head  thou  leeliiieat, 
And  sadly,  yet  sroUingly,  paints  to  thy  wovtid. 

Come  away,  is  thy  song,  come  away  to  thy  graTe, 

In  death  there's  a  country  left  free  for  the  bnTc. 


4dS 

RECITATIVE. 


fti^  the  aiknt  watchlul  Stan  ? 

H«k !  biiifc  r  t||0  dii^'iil«  inil«k  of  Ibt.  in«l«itt 

Gmft  God  of  b«ttla»  be  tlioa  my  guide 

O—wft  ^Bm^t  u  tiiy  BODgy  omo  svrsy  to  tliy  graven 
Xa  dmb  Ihcfe^s  a  ooontry  left  free  for  the  bravew 

MARTIik£  AIR» 

r  ^ 

Bear  my  Standard  to  the  wiqr. 

Blow  my  darion  wide  and  ftr* 

'Wheio  the  JjijoyBf  tavg^  TV^ 

1¥liere  the  ffif h^  anw  >U|g% 

ITban  liie,  aw94  «b4  ffukfaioD  Mi^ 

'Where  iboMn-M^borUfvorail^^  '        : 

And  the  ibtcds  scream  in  air 

WaCcSwag  man  his  fcasi  prepare; 

Thcfe  be  Alfred's  standurd  found, 

Tteo  be  hcaid  his  daiioB's  sound* 

PRATEB. 

GnaC  GoA  of  batdcs,  bless  my  single  anot 
Be  ttiOtt  my  guide— oiy  watcfawordy  LnsnTTf. 

f  WeareinftnnedbjtiiegentkflBHi  wbo  favotued  tu  with  thU  besutiftil 
lisDe  oTpoeliy.tliitf  it  wh  written  bj  W. Diinoad,  Bmu  eed  moffbjtlie 
cdomed  Mr.  IMhon  at  tiie  EdiolNii|h  Muiia|i  FoUral  iai<»  to  muiic 
eesysd  spyiawly  f»  him  »y  Baunine. 
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COLXV* 


ADOVN  THE  OBEEK  i>EVL 


AAmn  Ae  green  dell,  netr  the  Abbey's  keJaoatii^ 

AH  under  the  willolr  be  liii ; 
Then,  by  the  pale  moonlight,  Marie  eOmpUM^ 

And  sad  to  the  nijgfat-bftBete  she  sighs.-^ 


**  Dh !  it  is  kitti  ikie  dew-drap  addmi  At  itHd  roaty 
On  the  biiaiwbbund  gnve  ef  my  dear  * : 

**t  ooqM  not  but  ivec|i,  ii^ile  I  pragrMUs  icpdsiE^*^ 
<*  And  the  bn^  tiembling  drop  if 


'We1lCle1llllGilpto8scd*'t^^aPBdelltisa  1terMi«iriai  tbeiwt 
of  ttw  diufch-jfBidt  bdoni^  to  Mane  ot  the  noie  nme 
^riltagM  Sn  the  lonfb  of  Englnd:— 4iie  kMfves  wcfe  ilnnljrlMed  vift  « 
Mndof  bMkgt.i»o«kogt<aOTtto<wMs%<fefciBiBy€flli^ 
andteliig  kept  inord«r,  cMtevcnadieafiillookovtrthe 
cf  liie  deed,  and  evlnoed.  on  the  put  of  Uw  manrivon* 
ttpaA  fiir  Um  mcnMffy  of  Afe^Muted  rdalbiTei  s  which  la  too; 
%e  Ibid  ceHS  the  aMowat  they  are  coorigMAto  the  "dnk  andunov 


» 


The  tatgenioua,  but  onfortunafte^  CiMttertoii,  Wboi&Arad  noQiiog  toeiaie 
Iris  penctntingeye^  has  noticed  this  custom  in  the  IQnstrei'k  Soog  in  Ml 
tta^  interlude  «  EBa**. 

«■  Wythe  nie  honds  IHe  dente  tfia1iiicra» 

*>  Xoundt  hb  haUecoite  to  grc" 


«8$ 


COULTb 


WEXI4  MEET  BESIDE  THE  DU3?Y  GLJ^N,  ON 

TON  BURN  SIDE. 


IXTeH  meet  beside  the  dusky  glen,  on  yon  bum  sid^, 
Wiiere  tl^e  bushes  form  a  cozie  den,  on  yon  burn  side^ 

Tho'  the  broomy  knowes  be  green. 

Yet  there  we  may  be  seen,- 
But  we'U  meet— we'll  m<iet,  at  e'en^i  down  by  yop  bum  side. 

YVi  lead  thee  to  the  birken  bow*r,  on  yon  bum  side^ 
Sae  awccUy  wov«  wi*  woodbine  flowV,  on  yon  bum  sidflk 
Th^re  the  busy  prying  eyc^ 
^Ne'er  disturbs  the  lovers*  joy. 
While  in  tther*s  arms  they  lie,  down  by  yon  bum  side. 

AwB*,  ye  wde  unfeeling  ci«w,  fiae  yon  bam  side, » 
Those  £Eury-scenes  are  no  for  you,  by  yon  bum  side,'*^ 
There  fancy  smooths  her  theme, 
By  the  sweetly  murm*ring  stream. 
And  the  rock-lodg'd  echoes  skim,  dowa  by  yon  burn  dde* 

M  m  3       ' 
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Now  the  planting  tttgn  are  ting*d  wi'  good.  «ii  fan  tanilik 
And  glotmin  dnwB  her  fcggy  8faioiid»  o*cf  yon  hum  sid% 

Far  frat  the  noiiy  «e«w^ 

I']]  throng  the  fields  aUn^ 
Then  we'll  neet—my  ain  dear  Jean !  down  by  yon  bum 


'M*  %%%%  V^*^ 


CCUCVII. 


£i;.LEN  BHOYOCHD  <Oa  TH£  BEAUTIFUL)  *. 


Row  wee},  my  boatie,  row  weef ,   t 

Row  wedy  my  merry  men  a% 
For  there's  dool  and  there's  wae  in  Glenfioach's  bowery 

And  there's  grief  in  my  father's  ha'. 

And  the  skiff  it  dandt  licht  on  tiie  merry  wee  waves. 

And  it  flew  owre  the  water  sae  blue, 
And  the  wind  it-Uew  licht,  and  the  moon  H  shone  bncbfc— 

But  the  boatio  ne'er  reach'd  Allandhu. 


«  For  an  areoimt  of  thetnditioBBl  tale  en  wtiicb  tliii  beantlftil  little  imi* 
tatlon  of  the  old  tnHad  is  founded,  we  refier  to  the  Sd  No.  of  the  Vfmdaa, 
Glailgow,  1818, 8vo.    It  if  the  pfroducthm  of  Mr.  A.  M*C.  whom  we  art  ptoui 
to  ra(»gnise  as  a  natiie  of  Rtoft«w«hire^  and  firtmi  the  ipecimcn  befora  « 
"H  as  a  poet  of  no  mmn  promise. 
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OlBoa!  ftrtbepndeoratnilicoe— * 
In  die  deep,  deep  sea,  in  Ae  aell^  edt  lifeey 
X«otd  B«od^  tby  Ellen  Um  loir. 


•»%<%%*i»%%% 


CCLXVIIL 


GUDB  WALLAS  *. 


As  coreckit  and  revysit  be  ane  Scotitman. 


O  for  my  awin  Roy  quod  gnde  WaUas» 
Tbe  fichteous  Roy  of  fair  Scotland, 

Atween  me  and  my  SoTcranis  blude, 
I  trow  thair  be  som  ill  seid  sawn. 


»  Hail  goodly  Ihllad  that  neardt  one  of  tbe  many  advcntutei  o#  WdlaQe« 
h  proWblylbinMiedon  a  rimilar  incident  reheaned  liy  Henry  in  tticfiMi  book 
<>f  his  metrical  life  of  the  hero : 

—Wallace  said  myself  will  pass  in  Ayr  . 

And  ane  witii  me  off  hefbre  for  to  ^eyr ; 

Follow  on  drricb,  gyff  yat  we  mystir  odht. 

Sdwaid  litiB,  with  bis  mystir  fbitfa  wcht 

Till  ane  Oyitry,  and  with  ane  woman  met, 

Sc&otald  to  yaim  yat  Sotbroune  yar  wasict,  &c. 
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Wallas  out  owr  yon  bum  be  la^ 

And  he  hei  liditit  kv  domi  w  yoa  pWii ; 
And  be  wes  awar.e  99%:9N9^ki!ih^ 
As  scho  wes  at  the  inXLw9$M^ 


"  Qjohat  tydandifly  qubat  tydaoj^  fair  ladie**  be  aqfi% 
**  Qubat  tydandi%  bastow  to  tell  untiU  me? 

«  Qubat  tydandis»  qubat  tyda^idis,  fair  ladie"  he  sayi^ 
**  Qubat  tydi^idisy  bastow  in  the  south  couBtrie? 


cuinstMioe  whkdi  nay  eaaUy  be  aooounled  for,  £Mm  tbe  k)TO 
have  of  the  manrdlous.  It  was  first  |»inted,  we  believe^  in  Johmlaaeli 
Soots  Miukal  Mutaim,  aMTsAef  tlMt  k^ptfUUbedfey  the  late  ii«aiio«lfa. 
John  Findlay  of  OlaqEOW,  in  his  Scoliith,  IBiMcta,  and  UnmanHt  JMh* 
FhnnanoldlLaoo|iyorit,  in  the  ponowian  ofafUend,  wehavebeendie 
to  give  wliat  we  humbly  eonaidernCbar  a  better  text,  beddeiieitacingtt  to 
ito  ori|0nal  orthognqihy,  wbidi,  to  our  antiqaaiian  readen^  amtbeaaoSKr 
pf  Bomecoiiiequenee.  Tbegenenlityof  Etfiton  very  often  fall  into  ooe^  v 
ether,  orbotii  oftbeie  /f/nitf  emm,  when  editing  the  poetical  renainiof 
Ibnner  ages,  namdy,  that  of  oorrapting  the  text  by  tiieir  own  tntetiwlaHoBs, 
and  that,  of  modernising  iiieandentqieiUng,  under  the  pretext  of  obGpng 
tbdr  readers,  who,  for  the  soMt  part,  we  daze  say,  would  ntber  thank  them 
to  let  it  alone. 

No  apology  we  imagine  is  necessary  to  the  public  for  ocn^yingthdratte^ 
tion  with  these  efihtions  in  honour  of  Wallace.  Every  thing  connected  with 
him  is  dear  to  the  liearts  of  Sootonen— all  his  wdl  knofwn  banots  an  tided 
with  a  superstitious  awe  and  venerati<M>— his  name  is  the  thrilling  watdiwod 
of  patriotiflB,  liberty,  and  iadependence.  The  finest  trait  in  our  nSttonal 
fbaraoter  wiB  beloetwhen  his  pniaes  are  no  longer  aung  with  nvtare, 
and  his  atdiievements  ^no  longer  remembered  wiA  iuterert.  Would  Is  Qoi 
this  event  may  never  happen. 
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""lii^^  down  in  ypn  wm  hostleir  boui 

And  lU  m  seikin  fbr  giMfe  WftIU% 
Ittk  him  to  tdc  and  btm  to  *--''  '* 


^TlMirii  nociit  in  my  purt**  qoAd  gude  Wdlmb. 

I^Ur  ii  nocfat  mm,  not  ane  btne  pennie, 
2it  in  Milii  I  adl  gae  to  yon  wee  hcbtioir  hoiM^ 

nir  lyifeein  Iiigljteibn  to 


And  qidio^  he  e^m  |o  jon  wee  faottleir  hmtMt 

He  bade  Bcnedidlft  be  thair ; 
**  And  qnbat  lergca  to  ane  pnir  eOd  wich^ 

Half  ye  in  charitie  to  ipair? 

**  Qnbme  wet  ye  hdn,  anld  cniUt  tuU 
Quhare  wci  ye  bofm  in  quhet  comftrie?'* 

«<  I  am  a  trew  Soot  baicfa  bom  and  bied. 
And  ane  aukl  ct«Ul  call  fiiclyk  M  ylw  me. 


•» 


^  I  wnldgie  fyficin  mcAis  to  onie  crakit  carU 

TooQJecrnkitcaiiridykasy^    . 
Oif  ye  wnld  bring  me  the  gude  WaUa% 

God  wot  he's  tiie  man  I  wuld  veiie  fidn  aeew*' 

He  iIibIl  the  btym  Captane  alangis  the  durfftis  blades 
That  nevi^  ane  bit  o  meal  he  ate  mair. 

And  he  stii^  the  lave  at  the  build  quhare  thai  M% 
And  he  left  them  aw  lyin  tpreitles  thair. 


480 

**Gtt  up»  guda-wyfl;  get  up,*'  qudl  h% 
**  And  get  scmi  dtil  denmr  to  vmId  hMle^ 

For  it  will  suae  be  time  lang  lang  4tykh 
Syn  I  ae  bit  o  meit  did  toiler** 

The  denncr  wes  Bte  wait  leadicy 

Nor  wes  it  on  Ae  ^Rbili  set^ 
Quhyll  uthcr  tj^Ma  IngJiimen 

Wer  Ucbtit  ftw  down  Ibniettlis^Myett 

**  Cum  outy  cum  oat,  bow,  gode  W«n«y    • 
lliis  is  tiie  day  that  tfaow  maun  dfe.'* 

**  I  Hppen  nodil  aae  iitiU  to  Ood,  he  ^aagfji^ 
But  doubt  &o  I  be  but  in  w(»tUew** 

Ttie  gude-wyff  scbo  had  ane  a«ld  gade»mii^ 

Be  gude  Wallas  he  s&ariie  stude^ 
Quhyll  ten  o  thir  fyAein  fnglisiDen 

Befoir  t&edure  Uy  fitcqut  in  liu&  bi«d» 

The  uthir  fj^to  the  grene-wiid  van, 

And  he  hangit  them  iUt  af  e  on  the  bowis  vooBf 
And  on  the  neist  tBion,  wi  hismMe  men  am^ 

He  sat  at  dyn  in  Xiootunabtn  tdun. 
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ccxux. 


THB  GALLANT  TROUBADOUR. 


Okmiag  with  lovs^  on  fir«  for  toifl^ 
A  l^oobodotti'  that  haled  BdrroWy 
Bgieatii  his  Udy*ft  window  oatta^ 

And  thna  ha  mntg  hb  last  good«moRow: 
^  My  ann  it  Is  my  coontiy's  right* 

My  heart  is  in  my  true  love's  bower; 
Gaily  for  love  and  fame  to  fight. 
Befits  the  gallant  Troubadour/* 

And  while  ha  maich*d  with  helm  on  head. 

And  harp  in  hand,  tiie  descant  ning^ 
As  faithful  to  his  favourite  maid. 
The  minstrel-burthen  still  he  sung: 
"  My  ann  it  is  my  country's  right, 
My  heart  is  in  my  lady*s  bower; 
Resolv*d  for  love  and  fame  to  fight, 
I  come^  a  gallant  Troubadour." 

Bven  when  the  battle-roar  was  deep. 
With  dauntless  heart  he  hew*d  his  way. 

Mid  splintering  lance^  and  fidchion  sweeps 
And  still  was  heard  hfs  wanlor-lay ; 
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*fUy  life  it  18  my  coantrfnt^bft. 
My  hoirt  is  in  my  Uidy's  bower; 

Tpr  love  to  die,  fbr  fiune  to  fi|^ 
Becomes  the  gallant  Troabadoarl^ 


/' 


41m !  upon  tbe  bloody  fields 

He  fell  bepeatb  tbe  lepnan^s  ^mwc^ 
put  itill,  VBclining  on  bis  8hield» 
Eipiring  flung  Ibe  «xultiqg  stefe; 
"  My  fife  it  ia  my  countiy'a  n^f^ 
My  beect  is  in  my  lady's  bower  ; 
]Por  lore  and  feme  to  feU  in  figb^ 
Becomes  tbe  gallant  TimiMoar!* 


»%»%»^^^ 


PCL 


WILT  THOp  NOT  WAKEN,  BRIDE  OF  lCi¥. 

A  BEiOAL  ansyAnx. 
Sy  ft  modem  WdA  Haipcr. 


Wik  tbou  not  waken,  Bride  of  May, 

Wbile  flowers  ure  fresh  and  tbe  sweetbdb  diiiae? 
I^isten  add  learn  from  my  roundelay, 
|iow  all  Life's  pilot-boats  sail'd  one  day— 

A  ssatcb  with  Tisie. 
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Ixyve  ^M  on  a  lotCKklesf  afloat. 
And  saw  old  Time  in  bis  loaded 
Slowly  he  croas'a  JJfe's  narrow  tid^ 
While  Xxnre  sat  dicing  his  wiogs^  and  crieft 

"  Who  will  paai  TJaie?" 

Battence  came  first,  but  soon  waa  gone 
With  helm  and  sail  to  help  Time  on; 
Care  and  Grief  could  not  lend  an  oar. 
And  Prudent  said  (while  he  9Uy*d  on  shore). 

«  I  wait  for  Timer 

Hope  fill'd  with  flowers  her  cork-tree  baiic. 
And  lighted  its  helm  with  a  glow-wonn  sparki 
Then  Love,  when  he  saw  her  baric  fly  fluty 
Said — '*  lingering  1|lme  will  soon  be  past  \ 

Hope  out-speeds  Time  !*' 

Wit  went  nearest  old  Time  to  pass^ 
With  his  diamond  oar  and  his  boat  of  glass; 
A  featiwfy  dart  from  his  store  he  drew. 
And  shouted,  while  flu*  and  swift  it  flew— 

<<OMurth  kills  Time!" 

But  Time  sent  the  feathery  arrows  back, 
Hope's  boat  of  amaranths  miss'd  its  track, 
Then  Love  bade  his  butterfly  pilots  move, 
And  laughing  said,  *'  Tliey  shall  see  how  Love 

Can  conquer  Time.* 

K  n 


*i 
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His  gossaiiMr  snk  be  spread  mA  speed, 
But  Time  has  wings  when  Time  has  need; 
Swiftly  he  cnm'd  Liib's  sparUmg  tidei 
And  only  ItfCnary  sca/d  to  chide 

Unpilyhigllme! 


Waken  and  listen  then,  Bnde  of  May! 

Listen  and  heed  thy  mmsfzel's  Ayrte— 
Stfll  for  thee  sonae  bright  hours  stay, 
For  it  wasa  hand  Hke  tl^ne,  ihey  say. 

Gave  wings  to  Timew 

ccixxu 

THE  SOLDIER  IN  EGYPT*- 


From  my  slumber  I  woke  at  the  dead  hour  of  nighty 

And  down  to  the  ocean  I  sped; 
The  moon  on  the  billows  was  trembling  and  bright 

As  it  rose  o*er  the  Pyramid's  head. 


•  JohnFlndlay,  the  author  of  this  piece,  was  bom  at  Glasgow  in  17^^- 
Hig  parents  were  in  a  humble  condition  of  life,  but  of  a  most  respectaU^ 
character,  and  they  gare  tfteir  son  all  the  advantages  of  a  good  edaoftioo. 
F^om  the  academy  of  Mr.  Hall  of  that  dty,  he  vaaaent,  at  the  age  of  teir' 
teen,  to  the  university.  He  there  soon  diatinguished  himself  aliove  most  of 
his  contemporaries,  and  became  an  excellent  Gjeek  and  Latin  Scbolv.  U 
^Uosbpby  dan  be  was  distlngtiished  for  the  exceUcnce  of  hisproee  com. 
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Bs  beams  lent  a  mffgic  far  daawr  ^lian  slMp^ 
As  I  trade  n^  Icme  course  oa  the  sand ; 

And  de»  was  the  blast  as  it  blew  o'er  (he  deep^  ^ 
For  it  came  finom  my  native  land. 

The  battle  had*  ceas'd  with  the  sweet  setting  sun, 
But  I  heard  its  dread  tumults  again ; 

I  paus'd— it  was  nought  but  the  answering  gun 
Of  the  watchman  afiur  on  the  plain. 


pdaitiiawi  and  Shoring  liif  acpdemical  career  be  wrote  various  ihoit  pocBu, 

cblefly  on  daidcal  lubjectB,  renuorkable  for  eaw,  dcfanoe  and  tflML   White 

yet  natodMt,  Bitot  wltiiin  the  walla  of  the  ooUi»B,  he  iiia>|Iih^  • 

volime  antUed  **WaUaoe,  or  the  vale  of  iSoriUe,**  with  other  pDeni. 

Tbeae  wen  composed  when  he  was  about  nineteen  yean  of  ag«^  and  are 

seneraDf  esteeaied.   Walhwe  wiybe  eaUa*  Maprinriyil  petftmnsnoe.   It 

ieduumessan  innjetfectconyorition}  but  it  diandaya  a  wonderftil  power  of 

wcnification,  and  contains  many  q>]cndid  descripUons  of  external  nature< 

It  was  shortly  afterwards  republished  witti  censlderaiito  nljlllifsis  i    Paiiii  after 

hepubUsbed  an  edition  ef  the «« Oiave**  with  many  adminriUe  nolai }  wrote 

a  Besorned  and  inijenious  life  of  Cisrvantes,  and  edited  an  edition  of  Smith's 

VTcaltih^  Nattoos,  a  task  that  might  have  been  supposed  out  of  his  provlnoe, 

but  whkh  he  executed  with  eonfldfcabte4)ilt^,dMplS3rtlir«a  Intlnnate  ac 

qwnntance  with  the  principles  of  political  economy,  and  with  the  works  of  all 

the  moat  eminent  Rrendiwrlten  on  that  scienoe.  The  prmpett  of  a  situation 

In  ena^CtbepiidiUeoaioeBledhimtQ  Loadoo  In  lilpT,  wlicre  he  wrote  many 

Isewwi  sitklas^  pertlGularly  on«nti9u«risn  suttfects,  for  differmt  periodical 

puWieaHinas,  and  busily  employed  himself  in  the  study  of  old  English  Llte^ 

taiOk  H»wHehheweifXoaUedbyfisw,andinwfaiGb  he  ever  afterwards  delight. 

etf-  BfkefdiBSVPiat«ili9  bis  hope  of  a  pennaaentestaUkhraent,  he  returned 

in  1806  to  Olaigow,  and  in  tluit  year  published  a  conecdon  of  "  Historical  and 

Romantic  Ballads,**  in  two  volumes.   The  notes  with  which  they  are  illuis. 

trated  are  interestmg  and  valuable.    In  these  volumes  are  to  be  found  two 

beHads  of  FMdlay*s  own  compodtlon,  written  hi  imitation  of  **  Songs  of  the 

olden  tlmc^**  which  have  been  ptonounocd  byveryable  critlGs  to  be  in  t  jeir 

At  the  dose  of  the  year  1810,  his  hopes  of  a  pcnnanent  situation  In  London 
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I  thought  of  the  woe  tad  the  carnage  again-— 

I  Iook*d  o*kr  the  wave's  distant  foam ; 
And  the  tiear  that  had  started  at  sight  of  the  slain, 

I  shed  for  the  friends  of  my  home. 

Oh '  pleasant  it  is,  on  a  far  foreign  shore. 

To  think  on  the  days  that  are  pa^t — 
It  awakes  the  dull  spirit  that  slumberM  before 

Like  the  rain  *mid  the  burning  waste. 

Was  it  hope  or  illuwm  my  bosom  that  warm'dt 
When  I  thought  oo  the  bbch  of  the  grave; 

Like  a  wretch  half-bewilderM  with  magic  that  duvm'dy 
I  heard  the  sweet  voice  of  my  lovew 

To  the  spot»  O  for  ever  be  fetter'd  my  sight— 
With  the  sound  ever  cfaarm'd  let  me  be ; 

Even  tiiis  corse  cover'd  strand  is  a  couch  of  deU^il* 
When  inch  visiona  my  fancy  can 


were  again  TCviv«d,siid  taekltGIaigow  wtth  aview  dTosnsiiltiBK  two  af  Us 
friends  then  reiidait  in  Ebgland.  Hebad,lMwe«ger,Milfpnec8dsit»l 
when  he  was  strudk  with  a  kind  of  apot>letic  desure,  which  ia  ai 
terminated,  in  the  very  prime  df  life,  the  existeDoe  of  a  man, 
unquettionable  ability,  pcomlsed  Uat  to  be  an  omamentta 
fodety  in  general. 
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CCLXXIl. 


THE  FISH.HAWK>  OR  OSPRBY  *• 


Soon  asthe8uii»gvf0tnij«rof^9«irl       «. 
Bends  to  our  aortiwffa  e}iiiie»  hit  toighi^nfcr. 
And  from  Ibc  «aveft  <)f  oc^ftn  odUfnim  deep 
The  finny  ahoaU  and  n^ynnds  of  the  dMf^ 
When  freezing  tenipflfts  beck  to  GieenhHid  ride. 
And  dayand  night  the  cqiud  hourft  divide; 
True  to  the  season,  o*er  the  sea-beat  shor^ 
The  sailing  Osprey  high  is  seen  to  aoar 
With  broad  unnxmng  wi^g ;  and*  eivcUng  slow. 
Harks  each  loose  strsggUr  in  the  deep  below : 
Sweeps  difwn  like  lightning!  plunges  with  a  roar  f ! 
And  betlS  the  struggling  victim  to  the  shores 


«  ThU  ts  another  poetfod  exinct  ftom  WUiMli  OraftholQSsr,  Uhutnrtive 
of  tbe  FiilUuiwk,  or  0>prey,whoie  regular  arrival  atlbe.veniil  equinox, 
the  busy  leason  when  fi«hiiig  commmcffl,  procuns  it  maay  a  benedktion^ 
from  Uie  fiihennen. 

•f-  «  The  Itdiana  an  laid  to  oMBpare  its  dteseent  Upon  tbe  water  to  a  piece 
of  lead  falUog  upon  that  element,  and  dudnguisb  it  by  ibe  name  of  dffuiiti 

>;.<  1*1/1/ Mil.  <ir  thp  T^^ari^n  Ftnirlp.** 


I»iuaMnat  or  the  hciBfisix  ^Sa^le. 

V  n  3 
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The  loDg-lioiit^dfialMmieB  Melds  with  J07, 
The  well  known  sii^alB  ef  his  rough  employ; 
And*  as  he  besn  hut  nets  tnd  osis  akmg. 
Thus  halls  the  wetane  scaaon  widi  a  song. 

THE  FISHERMAN'S  HTMN« 

The  Ospiey  sails  above  the  sound ; 

Tlie  geese  aie  gone    the  gulls  are  flying ; 
Hie  hefting  shoils  swavm  HdskwNmodf 
The  sett  are  lanndi'd— te  boats  aie  plying ; 
To  ho,  my  hearts !  let's  seek  the  deep» 

Raise  high  tiie  song^  add  cfaeerly  wish  b«r, 
Ml  as  the  bending  net  we  sweep, 

•*  God  bless  the  Fisb-Hawk  and  the  Fi^erl" 

She  brings  us  llsb— she  bring  11s  spring. 

Good  times,  fal^  weather,  warmth  and  plenty. 
Fine  store  of  lAotf*  front,  kerringt  Ungt 
Skeep^ad  and  drum,  and  old-wwes  dainty. 
Yo  hoy  my  hearts !  let's  seek  the  deep^ 
Ply  eveiy  oar,  and  cbeerly  wnh  her. 
Still  as  the  bendnig  net  we  sweep, 
*•  God  bless  the  Fish- Hawk,  and  the  Fisher  1*^ 

She  rears  her  young  on  jrondertree. 

She  leaves  her  fidthful  mate  to  mind  'em ; 

Like  ua,  for  fish,  she  sails  to  sea. 
And,  plunging,  shews  us  where  to  find  'enu 
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To  bo,  my  hearts!  let's  seA  die  deep, 
Ply  erery  oar  and  cheerly  wish  her, 

While  the  slow-bendihg  net  we  Bweqi^ 
"  God  Ucss  the  Fish-Hawl:,  and  «he  Fisher!  " 


CCLXXIII* 
THE  LASS  O*  ARRANTEBKIB. 


Far  loae^  amaag  the  Higbhoid  hills,. 

'Midst  Naturals  wildest  gnuMleur^ 
By  rocky  dens^  and  woody  glens, 

With  weary  steps  I  wander. 
The  langaome  way,  the  dariuoma  day, 

The  mountain  mist  sae  rainy. 
Are  nought  to  mc,  when  gaun  to  thee. 

Sweet  lass  o*  Arranteenie. 

Yon  mossy  rose-bud  down  tlic  howe. 

Just  op*ning  ficsh  and  bonny. 
Blinks  sweetly  'neath  the  hazel  bough, 

And's  scarcely  seen  by  ony : 
Sae,  sweet  amidst  her  native  hills« 

Obscturdy  blooms  my  Jeany« 
Mair  fair  and  gay  than  i^aj  May, 

The  flower  o*  Arranteenie. 
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« 
Kow,  Irom  tke  m^wtmn'^  lofty  brow, 

I  view  «i)e  dUtfAt  oc«aii9 
OlMwe  A^*ri<*  guides  the  bounding  pnar, 

AmbitioB  oourte  promotion-p- 
l>t  Fortun*  ponf  hef  goWta  •*«»> 

Her  Uniierd  f«v«an  nftoy. 
Give  me  but  ^his,  my  souTs  first  iwJ*, 

The  ]8ss  o*  Arrameenie. 


CCLXXIV. 


GO  ROUND,  MY  WHEEL,  GO  ROUNB/. 


Go  round,  my  wheel,  go  round  | 

.."With  ceasdett  thrumaiing  sound* 

And  spin  a  thread  as  long  and  fine^ 

As  is  the  Go8samer*ft  tilky  twine. 
To  form  the  veil  that  now  inust  cover, 
lliis  heart  tbab  beau  but  fot  ifs  lAver.  , 

*  ThU  is  the  composition  of  Oottflr.  A«g.  Buider/a  Geraoaii  poet  ©^ ««J^  | 
dcndt)Ie  talent  j  much  and  deservedly  esteemed  in  Ms  own  country,  and  iwin 
what  wc  have  seen  of  bis  £oinpositions  we  besitatfe  not  to  say,  tfj«t  they  need 
only  to  be  faithfuUy  tranalatel|  to  be  generally  read.  In  the  jp^inbuigh  Ma- 
gazine  for  1S18,  will  be  found  several  translations  of  tliis  eminent  port,  and 
from  whidi  weextractthe  present  "ginning  Song,^*  not  from  the  idea.thAt 
it  U  the  best,  but  the  nost suitable  for  our  publication.    In  t&c  amc  volume. 
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Go  rouiid^'Vr  vhceV  8P>  lOfoid' 
With  cBurii  tfaninmiiig  Momi^ 

And  apm  a  'konAdirf  fine  and  ntB, 
To  dflckiBj  faoMpoi  at  tii0'ni% . 
Where  aoon  the  brighi  huf^d  jouth  TU  i 
Whose  heart  «f  love  itgeU  lo  «» 

Go  rouady  my  wheel,  go  round 
With  oeeseleflB  thmmmiog  aoimd, 

Like  the  veil  thou  8piim*st  to  me^ 
lliirt  ay  gpotfey  hwem  ha, 
As  free  fhnn  stain,  as  foftly  fine, 
As  is  thy  lovdiest,  fwrest  twine 


thctwnastorhMttieliBaBwIi^critlcslfBwpstlMB  bstwicnBuidaraadeBr 
fiivoiiiite  Bard,  Robert  Buns.  *«BiiMUrhM,innuBi7rMpectBamanifb>tr^ 
•cnrtdsnoeto  ouroirn  Banwi  although  tbe  moit  raptffldal  raider  will 
peroriw^  ihat  ilMiaii  tmn  |wn<ai  iiaettbave  BSbyaaflcleiiiydiattnet  potnts 
ordlarimilttode^aiid  tliet  pecliapi  two  batter  liMtapcai  cwild  notba  atk  cteil 
ttsPthoaeoilfaedlytbcMcldDdrediplfltirftbgdtecriifthiattiigtgritiaf  Sc^ 
4nid  Oannan  ganfaia.  Y\et  ■Oder,  lika  Biifii8,dtfltklsd  Id  ring  oTlove  salt 
iBlmawntothQaawboaeliBailngBtaaTO  not  Ijiin  iwiM|it<ii1|^aUtin  by  vlekms 
tadnlgenoab  or  Iqr  nudi  oomnieroe  with  the  world4--af  (hat  pure^ 
and  entnmolng  lov%  whidi  ffiam  in  thebreaala  of  healtfaypaaaants,and  whidi^ 
to  thoae  who  are  under  its  inSucnoe^  give  adiancfeerandfaiteteitto  crefy 
thing  in  fife^  of  whidioooler  minds  have  not  the  dig^teit  idea.  Border,  toe^ 
like  Bum^  ootdd  wcU  deitict  thoae  fedngs,  aomei^uit  akin  to  lov^  by  whidi 
fSbe  tBearia  of  yonfeftiland  enthutJaitic  gicn  are  agitated,  when  thqr  givcftiB 
pUy  in  aoBoehour  of  conTivialityand  Joy,to  all  the  aodalpropendtiei  of  their 
natura.  There  iianotherpoint  of rwwnMance between  theao  celebrated poeti^ 
and  that  ia,  the  nnftigned  npture  wUh  which  both  aftham  can  depict  an  act 
of  generorfty,  and  the  power  which  they  poMCM  over  thoae  aMial  aenrihOittee 
of  our  nature^  flmn  whoae  cpcraHon  all  high  aotfve  vMhe  ttmt  proceed. 
Boma,  Indeed,  hea  not  pahrted  any  thteg  of  tUa  Idnd  to  angnhurtdis 
tMt  aPthoit  who  ate  aeQoalnted  with  hla  wert%aieaw»eby  wliatpoweHhl 
touohei  of  indignaKco  or  of  triumph  httoddentanyiwakns  our  iMiomnettr 


MS 


.   HeftrwliaiB^helM4B*|iiMoe^ 
Of « 'fcoMdiiir  pwtt  fad  iiiwh 
lovw  II  h«pi  in  ifbtbaiB  ^tmft. 
Better  Ami  ^bftfpmSimkhnmfL 


n^i^iy^^i^ 


CCLXXV. 
THE  ^lUtmEVn  X AT  OF  DEATH ; 


FAREWELL  TO  HIS  HARP* 


i  .- 


"^  ty^  many  a  pat&less  nigged  i^fd ;        , 

On  fancj'tt  Ibv'd  j[KBetie  ^cbOd, 

our  adQi^twtion,  ^nd  in  what  glowing  letters  be  could  write  mOmum  orfrtitf- 
pHfrt^ff  pqi^uch  ich^jKters  or  Actions  as  he  thoqgfat  fit  to  coDteQ^)bta  His 
instancy  of  tl^ese  qt^aQties,  too,  like  pur  Oenaan  ^uthqr,  are  cmaaiij 
selected  frpm  hum))Ie  Ufe;  and  there  is  no  .reacler  of  ppetry  in  this  country 
vrhfl^  begirt  has  not  beat  witb  a  livelier  pube  in  {avour  of  booest  and  undit- 
guised  con4^cty  wben  he^eyds  apob  verges  aa  occur  tbrot^outtbevfasle 
6ftbe.fV>ng. 

•*  I»  there  for  bonest  poverty," 
M9t^^t¥!^H<a«ik«9ig^0lifB]Flfbi^4t  taoeM^ 


44S 

Itlie  eyei  ihataevir  ivcpt  bcfin*; 
Our  mortd  pOgrinuig^ii  o*cv. 
And  now  we  pflrt  lo  imtt  no  monl 

Our  lay  of  joy  is  p«aC  Md  gOM^ 
That  once  in  Taulled  haUt  utosnng; 
Alas !  our  final  pealliafb  mng 
Of  mirtby  faigli  dames  and  lords  among  i 

And  now  we  gsse  witli  sadneM  on 
The  narrow  home  where  song  annt  end; 
There  no  merry  lays  ascend 
Where  nily  feeble  footsteps  wend. 

Here  on  this  oak  that  hooi^gebns  fitfr, 
1*11  hang  thy  wires  of  witching  tone; 
The  passing  breese  will  cause  theoi  moan, 
And  swell  my  requiem  when  I*m  gone. 

The  travellerfkim  wifl  listening  star^ 
And  marvel  whence  thy  sounds  proceed. 
The  fairy  king  in  buxom  wetd» 
WIU  leave  his  dance  to  hear  thy  rede* 

But  chief  of  ally  the  lovo-lom  maid. 
When  dusky  twilight  clouds  the  sky, 
Eluding  watchful  guardian's  eye 
ToWtfds  this  sacred  spot  will  hie. 

Beneath  thy  oaks  emboW*ring  shade 
She*ll  muse,  and  count  each  straggling  ray 
Hie  mooa  sheds  on  its  lovely  way, 
Along  thy  fWune  of  silvery  grey. 
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She'll  hesr  dtee  woo'd  bjr  ivsndciiag  gak, 
Bise  sweetly  in  tl^  midnigbt  aoiig, 
^Kow,  npid  roU|  iidl  l(m*d»  and  sliioii^ 
Kow,  low  and  4yuig»  ^^eep  deog. 

Oh!  the  will  hear  thee  oft  bewail 
The  fioe  of  totefs'tni^  «n4  te^ 
How  many  fn  e«il  tide  bef^l 
Maid^  who  have  Hnr'd  Imt  aU  too  welL 

The  sted-dad  kntght  aa  home  be  winds, 
^ron  bpdtle  taiiB,  and  nii^  ^h^ 
linil  pause,  and  cbedt  hit  courier's  fire^ 
And  under  diy  M  ooIl  retire: 

For,  lo !  thy  song  of  triumph  blen<^ 
Its  warlike  notes  wit^  rostUng  ^ireeiej^ 
And  falling,  rising,  thimigh  the  tiee^ 
Mhnea  bjs  old  hallls  festinties. 

»     -     • 

O  Haip !  be  stMU  Ul4e  while,. 
Nor  wake  thy  ^iige  of,  melting  numbeit. 
Stay  till  thy  master  calmly  slumbers^ 
Where  no  bale  his  bliss  encumbers. 

Now,  take  with  thee  his  last  faint  smile. 
And  benison,  in  death's  anns  gircii, 
Ph  now  begin  thy  mournful  Steven, 
And  waft  mj  soul  on  it  to  heaven ! 


J*  AVfffM,  fritter. 


INDEX. 


^i»%%%i»i»^ 


Acqg8)eo*ate,andaplcUeutineB]        .      .      •  Sherrif       •  tl 
Adown   the  green  dell,  near  the  Abbey's 

renudus                   .        ...       wOe  .         .        .  tf  4 

Again  rejoicing  nature  seei     .       .      .      .   *  .  Bums     .       .  99 

Again  the  happy  day  returns  ..       .       .      nale  TamuMU      .  S37 

Ah!  Mary,  sweetest  maid,  fSueweU         ...  ...  184. 

All  in  themerry  Whitsuntide 270 

All  ^hite  hang  the  bushes  o*er  £law*s  sweet  stream  Joanna  BaUUe  157 

Amid  IiOch.Caterine*s  scenery  wild        .       .        ,  J.B,        .      .  306 

A  moment  pause,  ye  British  fair        •       .-    note  ....  307 

And  art  thou  gone,  for  ever  gone         .      .       .  John  Sim%    ,  102 

And  can  thy  bosom  bear  the  thought          .       .  J.  Qcldie       .  199 

And  has  she  then  fiul<d  in  her  truth        .       note  .       .       .      •  S92 

As  I  came  in  by  our  gate  end Burnt         •  fib7 

At  the  doee  of  the  day  in  tl)e  sacred  Aisle             .  Camoene     •  174 

Au]dMarget,hithefauldshe8its     .       .       note  Anderson,  SOI 

Auld  Bobk  the  laird  o*  muckle  land         ^ 1S9 

Away  1  let  nought  to  love  displeasing      .      note  *       .       .       •  165 

Beyond  Busa^'s  mountains  dun          ■%        note  Hogg          •  II 
Blow  on,  ye  f^  winds,  o*er  his  hallowed 

grave*   *       •             .             .          note  W.  It-Loaen  SS 

Blythdy  I  hae  screwed  my  pipes          .            •  Hogg       •  .  135 

By  the  side  of  a  mountain,  o'ershadawed  with  trees  •           •  30O 

Can  a  crown  give  content            •           .        nofe  •           ,  2Ig 

Claudine  liv'd  contented  and  peace  was  her  lot  r.  Bihiin  313 

Columbia!  Columbia!  to  glory  arise        .       note  Dr.  Dw^kt  113 

Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love           •           «  C.Marlowe  414 

Come  o'er  the  sea           •           .            .           ,  Moore         .  103 

Coup  sent  a  challenge  fhtf  Dunbar        *       wn&  •          .275 
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Dear  ii  my  little  natiTt  vale         •• 

Deep  In  lore,  yo  His  love  I 

Dried  be  that  tear»  my  gentlest  love! 

|>TiHt*««  of  England*)!  andent  fiuth. 


note 


Jtoger»  •  W 
Lady  Morgan  ST 
Skeridm  S9 


note   Fr(im**Waverk^*  3S0 


Funtly  as  tolls  the  evening  chime,        •         note 
Fair  dream  of  my  sltnnber,  sad  thoughts  of  my  waking 
Far  lone  amang  the  highland  hills,         •  • 

Farewell!  if  everfonde8t;pTayer         .  •         • 

Farewell,  oh  sweet  hope !  I  have  wept  Aee  in  sadness 
For  many  a  vistful  hour  to  intydear        •       note 
From  his  booth  on  the  hiti,  th^  sad" shepherd  retires    , 
From  my  slumber  I  wcke  at  the  dead  hour  of 
night       •         •         •         •  note 


Moore 

SM 

W.  Reader 

55 

Ttamaluil 

4S9 

Syron 

14S 

M»  A,  X. 

S» 

•         • 

298 

ltdbt,Gtat^fiifi 

[175 

J.FiHdlay        4S4 


Crie  me  a  lass  wi*  a  lump  o*  land 
Gloomy  winter's  now  awa*  • 

Glowing'  with  love^  on  fire  for  fame 
Go,  lovely  rose!  •  • 

Go  round,  my  wheel,  go  round. 


*  Hamaty       .      ?3 

Tannaiia  S83 

From<*PaursI.etterr'  431 
note         E.  Watirr  282 

note    Gott,  Aug,  Border  440 


Happy  the  world  in  that  blest  age  •  • 

'  Have  you  not  seen  the  timid  tear         •  . 

Have  you  sailed  on  the  hrea<)t  of  the  deep         . 
Here  beneath  this  willow  sleepeth        •  • 

Her  hairwas  like  the  Cromla  mist  • 

Her  kiss  was  soft  and  sweet  • 

Here's  to  them  that's  awa        •  •         note 

Here's  to  thy  health,  my  bonny  Ian 
How  ardently  my  bosom  glows         •  .  • 

How  eerily,  how  drearily,  bow  wi?arily  to  pine 
How  green  the  fieMs,  the  flowers  how  fair      note 
How  still  is  the  night,  and  how  deathlike  the  gloom 

f  eome  in  the  mom,  I  come  in  the  hour     •    noie 
I  fbund  the  warrior  on  the  plain  •^  • 

If  that  the  world  and  love  were  yount^-      •     male 
I  have  known  what  it  was  to  be  happy  and  gay        • 
In  Buttermere's  woods  aijd  wilds  among  .  • 
In  summer  when  nature  her  mantle  Asplayi 
In  summer  wfagii.the  hay  was  mawn       .  . 


•          •           • 

556 

•  Moore 

tiT, 

FBackwood*$  Mag 

'.3D2 

.   Mrg.  Opie 

1S4 

B.  AS  an       . 

ss 

James  Yoot 

^ 

Bttms 

&& 

Bums      • 

6S 

James  Yool 

56 

•           • 

280 

FaHliBhnie 

289 

J.  D, 

13 

r. 

9f) 

•            • 

£S7 

Sir  jr.  Rafeigk 

415 

James  Yoot 

JOD 

B,  Allan 

S 

JoknSim 

8 

Burnt 

O 
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In  vain  tboucaD'stibr  a  mirthful  smile         •         •      W.SMdgr 
Liab^lel  Isabellet  bark  to  my  soft  lute         »  •  •  • 

I  sawr  £nsa  the  besch  when  the  moming  was  shbdng,    Moore        • 
1  saw  thee  wcq>-  the  trig  teight  tear  •         •      Byron        • 

I  aaw  thy  liBmi  in  youthful  prime  •  »  Moore 

Is  tliere  a  man  whose  breast  ne*er  s^M         •  •  •         • 

lu  filmyirioj^ ol" azure hiie      .  •  •  •  • 

It  waa  JDunois,  tiie  young  and  brave,  wai 

bound  for  Palestine  •         moie       Famttf  De  Bettuhamoie 

I've  no  aheep  on  the  mountahis,  nor  boat  on  the  lake   Joetnna  BaiUie 
I  wlilapcred  her  my  last  adieu  •  note        Camoeiu 

Keen  and  cold  it  the  Mast  loudly  vhi£tling  axound  Mrs.  Opic 

Keen  blaws  the  wind  o*er  the  braes  o*  Oleniflbr  TatuuMU 

Kenmure**  on  an'  awa,  Willie           •          meU  •           • 

Kaow**t  thou  the  land  where  stately  laurels  btoam  W,  S,  S, 


Let  every  valiant  son  of  Gaul 


9an 

409 
65 

76 

51 

171 

S59 

S61 

69 

571 

527S 

tm 

19« 

401 


mate    Marquis  de  Paulm^   9ift 


X.ct  high  Benledi  rear  its  tap          •          •                     •          •  44 

Let  us  go,  lassie,  go           •                 .  •            TtmuaMl  S91 

Let  us  haste  to  Kidvin  grove,  bonnielassi^O,        •       John  Sim  244 

Light  q>ring3  the  pan&  hght  passes  by  •           J*ulci        •  S4i 

Ijoud  roar'd  the  tempest,  Ute  ni^t  wtv  descending        J-B.          .  £5 

Love  un4er  Frieiidsfaip's  vesture  wl^te  •             Sogers        •  15 

Love  will  not  bloom  where  envy  breatlies           •             •            •  2S4 


Maiden,  wrap  thy  mantle  round  thee       •  • 

Maid  of  the  cold  suipidous  heart  •  • 

Mark*d  you  her  eye  of  heavenly  blue  • 

Mary,  why  thus  waste  thy  youth-timfe  in  sorrow 
May  heaven  holpe  the  Mayde  •  • 

Merrily  «very  bosom  bouudeth        .    •  >iote 

Mine  be  a  cot  beside  the  hill 
Money  maks  us  bonny  «  •  » 

My  boimy  black  mcer's  dead  •  • 

My  cruel  love  to  danger  go  •  • 

My  father  and  mother  now  lie  with  the  dead        • 
My  friend  is  the  man  I  woukl  copy  thro*  life 
My  dying  Sire,  in  battle  slain  •  ■ 

My  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay  •  note 

My  heart  is  sair,  I  darena  tell  •  jude 

My  love  can  boast  a  sweeter  flower  •  < 

My  soul  is  dark— Oh!  quickly  string  • 


a.  K.  WhUe 
Mrs.  Opie 
Sherid4M 
TaHoahiU 

•  « 

Moore        • 
Rogers         « 
Anderson 
Anderson      • 

•  • 
John  Sim 


Bums 
Burns 

Byron 
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48 

SS6 

411 

119 

15 

S2d 

S& 

S42 

141 

211 

176 

112 

357 

S06 

96 
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JLMtm 

icM 

XyAW 

«it> 

JV.JMmoMd 

nei 

Mrs,  Opi€ 

i 

Bf4m^ 

C9« 

8|jlrit«  of  lore,  who  wander  on  • 

Star  of  the  brave!— whose  bean  hath  shed 
Stay,  glorieus  pageant,  stay !  it  flics!  it  fades! 
tkaj,  lady,  adq^t  foi  mercyV  sake  • 

Steer,  hither  steer  your  winged  pines 
Sidxlucd  by  misfortunes,  and  bowed  down  with 

pidn  •  .  •  •         Aiiikorqf*^Home'*')SI^ 

Summer  comes,  and  in  her  train  •  uUe        Mm  Sim  VM 

Sweet  lady,  look  not  thus  again  •  *  Hftore      •        VSi 

Sweet's  the  dew.deck'd  rose  in  June  •  J.  Geidie  ^ 

Sweet  was  yon  note  to  fancy**  ear  •  •  •  •       ^ 


tDike,  oh,  take  those  lips  away  •  • 

That  life's  a  fiuight  there  is  nae  doubt 
Tull  me  whereli  the  violet  fled  • 

The  bell  had  tolled  the  midnight  hour 
The  boatowain's  abrffl  whistle  pipM  all  tiandtahoy 
llie  cauld  blasts  o*  winter  blaw  ohiD  o*er  the  {ilaiB 
l^he  gale  is  high,  the  bark  is  light 
The  gloamin  f^rae  the  welkin  hi^  • 

The  health  I  once  so  much  enjoy'd         •  • 

The  kiss,  dear  maid,  thy  Up  has  left  • 

They  liglited  a  taper  at  the  dead  hour  of  night        • 
The  Lord  s  Maiie  has  kepi>*d  her  locks  note 

The  lovely  Ellen  was  laid  in  her  shroud  • 

The  midges  dance  aboon  the  bum         •         note 
The  uight-dcw  fell  on  a  lovdy  r.*  se        •  • 

The  old  shepherd's  dog,  like  his  master,  was 

grey  .  •  «  note 

The  pearl  of  the  fountain  •  .  • 

The  primrose  may  Uaw  in  the  dawn  o*  the 

spring  .  •  •  wfte 

Tliere  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest  •  •       note 

There  is,  when  day's  last  ;ihadow8  fly        • 
'il)ere*s  kamefs  o*  binney  'tween  my  luve'S  lips    note 
'iliere's  none  to  soothe  my  soul  to  rest 
The  rotie  that  blooms  on  yonder  brier  • 

Ulie  russet  suit  of  camel's  hair  •  note 

The  smiling  plains,  profusely  gay  •  note 

The  fiinokc  from  yon  cottage  no  longer  is  rising 
The  song  that  lightens  the  languid  way 
The  storm  sweeps  wildly  thru'  the  sky      • 


SkaU$fKar€ 

3S6 

JLAOmm 

S» 

•             • 

577 

tLJllmt 

S 

G.Umt 

3M 

•             • 

iS 

J.B, 

1 

iiogg 

148 

JoknSim 

l!tt 

JSjf/IM 

m 

CampieB 

290 

•             • 

SB6 

Ji,Attm 

S47 

TammkiB 

US 

JLJOan 

SSI 

Dr.WVeott 

5i& 

J.  JUwwv 

a)7 

J.PringU 

s& 

•              • 

ISJ 

Cm     M,    T, 

£S5 

«                            • 

159 

JtmaegYooi 

16i 

John  Sim 

m    1 

•              • 

49 

Falconer 

40$ 

Jo/in  Sim 

147 

• 

370 

John  Sim 

CS4 

451 


The  sun  hai  gxae  Aavm  o*er tfte  lofty  Benlomond  HamutAUl  376 

The   sun  was  wearing  down  the  lift  •  •  •  3SS 

Tlie  vrandevlng  exile,  donin'd  to  roam     •  •  •  •     2SS 

The  warrior  came  dawn  from  his  tent  on  the  hill  •  •         390 

The  weary  pond  o»  tow        •  •  •  •  •  •         21 

They  made  her  a  grave  too  cold  anddamp   note        Moore  Sol 

The  youBg  M^y-moen  is  beaming,  love  •  Moore        •       272 

This  bottle's  the  sun  of  our  table  •  • 

This  life  is  all  chequered  with  pleascaef  and  woes 
This  pledge  of  affection,  dear  Ellen,  receive  • 
Tho*  the  winter  of  age  wreathes  her  snow 

on  his  bead  •  •  note 

Theu  art  not  firibe,  but  thou  'art  fickle 
Thou  dark  winding  Carron,  once  pleasing  to  see    note 
Though  yon  fiireweel  may  be  ray  last  • 

Thou  must  not  linger,  lovely  one  •  • 

Thou*rt  gane  awa%  thou*rt  gane  awa*  note 

Thy  braes  are  bonny,  Yantow  stream    ,  note 

Thy  woods  and  glades,  sweet  Artburlie  note        John  Sim 

*Ti9  Mid  that  men  are  false  and  fickle  •  Jokn  Sim 

*Tiano  verylangsinsyne  •  •  .  •  « 

TTis  sweet,  when  in  the  glowing  west  •  J.  Bjwiirr 

TV  thy  win,  aftd  I  musMeave  thee         •      ,note         Mrs,  Opie 
To  England's  towers  of  oak,  farewell  .  •  • 

To  thee,  Invd  Dee,  thy  gladsome  vales,  •  .  • 

To  yon  ffftise  scream,  that  near  the  itoa  ... 

'Twas  a  keen  frbssty  mom,  and  the  snow  heavy  falling    Vpton 
Twas  in  a  lonely  c«*tti^  dwelling  •  .  , 

Twas  in  tfie  evening  of  a  wintry  day        >  •  • 


Moore 

Moore         • 
Sherid4t» 
Moore        • 
R,  A.  Smith 

JF.M*Loren 
Byron  . 

TannahiU 
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208 
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Vale  of  the  Cross,  the  shepherds  tell 


note        Jioseoe 


82 


Weep  no  more  by  shading  tree  • 

Weep  not  for  the  fallen  brave  • 

Well  meet  beside  the  dusky  glen,  on  yon  Imm  side 

Well !  thou  art  happv,  and  I  feel 

What  tho*  'tis  true  I've  talk'd  of  love 

Whene'er  ye  come  to  woo  me,  Tam        • 

When  first  I  came  to  be  a  nuin  •^ 

When  first  upon  your  tender  cheek 

\Mien  friendship,  love,  and  truth  abound 


• 

R.  Allan 

104 
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S52 

1  side 

Tannahill 

425 

• 

Byron 
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Anderson 

130 
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Rev,  J.  Skinner 

S9 

note 

Mist  AHhen 

S5S 

nate 

Montgomery 

420 
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O  torn  tkam  me  thoie  stan  of  light 
0«r  joatb  win  fiirieas fiules  tbe flower 
Ovir  CMell  and  Towre,  ovir  CStie  and  Toime 
O  «eaft  hae  met  at  e*en,  bonny  P«n7>  ^ 
Aace^  peace  to  the  sttadei  of  those  heroes 

wbobled  •  ..  « 

fftore  labeto  thetv  ny  lo^?  >1^!  no  • 

Sfertr  tovdy  M)e,  oii  xzM>tner*<  knee 
8w  to  {Nride  of  fummer  growing  •         note 

filcnt  and  sad  the  minstrel  sat  •  • 

Iparits  of  loTe  that  wander  on  • 

ftimmercoBieSyandinbercraiii    '       •  note 

Owett*a  tfaedew-dcck''dyose  in  June         • 
fiweeC  wad  yon  note  to  liMacy*s  ear  •  • 

lEhat  life's  a  iaugbl  tnere  is  nae  docAt  • 

IbebeQ  had  toird  the  midnight  hour  • 

TXtt  gaSe  is  high,  the  bark  is  light  •  • 

the  health  I  once  so  mudi  enjoy*d  •  • 

The  kirely  EHen  was  laid  in  her  shroud 
Tbenig^tidewfiea  on  a  lovely  rose         •  • 

The  pearl  of  the  fountain  •  »  • 

Ibe  primrose  may  falaw  in  the  dawn  o*  the 

tpting  •  •  .  110^ 

There's  noneto  soothe  my  soul  to  rest 
The  rose  that  blooms  «m  yondo:  brier  • 

The  smoke  fifam  yon  cottage  no  longer  is  rising 
The  storm  sweeps  wildly  thro*  the  sky        •  • 

lite  sun  was  wearing  down  the  lift 
17ti3  pledge  of  aiftction,  dear  EUen/  receive 
Tho'  the  winter  of  age  wr«rthes  her  snow 

on  his  bead        •  •  •  mo^ 

TIkxc  must  not  linger,  lovdy  one  • 

Tby  woods  and  glades,  sweet  Arthuriie  note 

Tiiisaid  that  men  are  false  and  fickle  • 

VTccp  no  more  by  shading  tree  •  • 

When  life  from  this  bosom  for  ever  is  fled  • 

When  sets  the  sun  o*er  Lomond's  height  • 

■WPKJrerer  I  wander,  bc't  foul  or  bet  fair  • 

"Wby  so  sad  is  my  hrart,  thus  to  leav^  thee  alane 
Will  he  no  come  back  again  .  ntOe 

s«  dearest  maid,  I  k>ve  theesUU 
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jERRATA.— SONGS^ 

Page  20,  staxuaS,  line  3,  That  source,  raKi,  That  law. 

S8,  a,  S.  What  needs,  read.  Why  need. 

47,  1,  6,  that  might  be,  read,  that  may  be. 

117,  S,  S,  is  he,  read,  is  she. 

1^,  2,  S,  But  since  others,  read.  But  rince  anoQier. 

251,  S;  '  7,  inous  matta*,  read,  pious  deed, 

SOI,  2,  1,  scorching  ray,  read,  scorching  beau. 

£RRATA^NOTE&* 

Page  4,  line  18,  For  June  1806,  lead,  January  1809.' 
ms,  1,  we  abstract,  read,  we  extract. 

In  the  note  to  The  Lament  of  Wallace,  the  date  of  the  Battlc'of  Falkitk  has 

unfortunately  missed  inic,  read,  1&9R. 


